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■  T  Can  give  no  Account  of  this  Play,  or  its  Author  ;  but 
that  it  was  a  fled  before  his  Majefly  at  Cambridge  by 
the  Gentlemen  of  Trinity- College,  and  printed  in  1634, 
//  was  afterwards  thought  worthy  of  being  re~juved  by 
Mz,  Dry  den,  who  brought  it  upon  the  Stage ,  and  wrote 
the  following  Prologue  on  that  Qccafiom 

To  fay  this  Comedy  pleased  long  ago. 
Is  not  enough  to  make  it  pleafe  you  now  ; 
Yet,  Gen  tit  men,  your  An  teflon  had  Wit  ; 
When  few  Men  cenfurd,   aud  when  fewer  writ* 
And  Johnfon  (of  thofe  few  the  beft)  chofe  thisy 
As  the  befl  Model  of  his  fylafler  piece  : 
Subtle  was  got  by  our  Aiburoazar, 
7 hat  Alchymift  by  this  Afrologer  ; 
Here  he  Wat  fafmond,  and  we  may  fuppofe, 
He  lih?d  the  Fajhion  well  who  wore  the  Clothes. 
But  Ben  ?nade  nobly  his,  what  he  did  mould ; 
What  ivas  another  'i  Lead,  becomes  his  Gold : 
Like  an  unrighteous  Conqueror  he  reigns, 
Yet  rule*  that  well,  which  he  unjuftly  gains. 
But  'his  our  Age  fuch  Authors  does  afford, 
As  make  whole  PJ  ->ys%  and  yet  fcarce  write  one  Word: 
Who,    in  this  Anarchy  of  Wit,  rob  all ; 
And  what's  their  Plunder,  their  Poffejjion  call. 
Who,  like  bold  Padders,  [corn  by  Ni^ht  to  prey9 
But  rob  by  Sun -flrine,  in  the  Face  of  Day, 
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Nay  fcarce  the  tommon  Ceremony  ufe, 

Of  ft  and,  fir,  and  deliver  up  your  Mufe  ; 

But  knock  the  Poet  down,  and  with  a  grace 

Mount  Pegafus  before  the  Owners  Face. 

Faith,  if  you  have fuch  Country  1  oms  abroad^ 

*Tis  time  for  all  true  men  to  leave  the  Road. 

Yet  it  were  modeft  could  it  but  befaid 

They  ftrip  the  Living,  but  thefe  rob  the  Deed: 

Dare  with  the  Mummies  of  the  Mufes  play, 

And  make  love  to  them  the  Egyptian  way. 

Or  as  a  rhiming  Author  would  h av e  f aid. 

Join  the  dead  Living  to  the  living  Dead. 

Such  men  in  Poetry  may  claim  fo?ne  part, 

They  have  the  Licenfe,  tho*  they  v~ant  the  Art. 

And  might,  where  "Theft  'was  praised,  for  Laureats  fiand. 

Poets,    not  of  the  Head,  hut  of  the  Hand. 

They  make  the  Benefits  of  others  Jludyin^  ; 

Much  like  the  Meals  of  politick  Jack  Pudding, 

Whofe  Dijh  to  challenge,  no  Man  has  the  Courage, 

*'Tis  all  his  own,  when  once  l/hc:s  fpit  1th?  porridge  > 

But,  Genltemen,  you're  all  concern  d  in  this, 

You  are  in  Fault  for  what  they  do  ariifs. 

For  they  their  Thefts  fill!  undijcGvtrc1  hi  /£, 

Anddurfl  not  jieal,  unlef  you  pleaje  to  wink. 

Perhaps,  you  mcy  award  by  your  Decree, 

They  fhould  refund,  but  that  can  never  he. 

For  Jhotftd  yot-  Letters  of Rep- if  a  I  fealf 

Thefe  men  write  that  which  no  man  elje  would  feat, 
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^Lbumazar^  an  aftrolger# 

HarpaX)  ?•  thieves, 

Furbo^     J 
Pandolfo,  an  old  gentleman* 
Cricca    his  fervant. 
Trincalo^  Pandolfo's  farmer, 
Armellina^  Antonio's  maid. 
LeliOy  Antonio's  fon. 
Eugenio,  Pandolfo's  fon. 
Flavia,  Antonio's  daughter. 
Sulpitia,  Pandolfo's  daughter, 
Bavilona,  a  courtezan. 
Antonioy  an  old  gentleman. 
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THE  bright  nefs  offo  great  and  fair  a  jre fence, 
They  fay,  fir  ikes  cold  amazement.  But  I  feel 
Contrary  ejfccls.      For  from  the  gracious  center 
Of  the  honourable  afjcmbly  feme  ftcret  power 
Inflames  my  courage ;  and,  methinks  I  am  grown 
Taller  by  tfr  virtue  of  this  audience. 
And  yet  thus  raised,  I  fear  there^s  no  retiring. 

Ladies ,  whofe  beauties  glad  the  whole  affembly  i 
Upon  your  favours  I  impofe  tny  bufnefs. 
If '*/  be  a  fault  to  fpeak  this  foreign  language, 
(For  Latin  is  our  mother  tongue  )  Imufl  entreat  you 
To  frame  excufes  for  us  ;  for  whofe  fake 
We  now  fpeak  Englijh.     All  the  rejl  we  hope 
Come  purpofely  to  grace  our  poor  endeavours  > 
As  we  to  pleafe.      Li  whofe  fair  court efy 
We  trufl :  not  in  our  weak  ability, 
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Aft  L  Scene  i. 

iSftiVr  Alkumazar>  Harpax>  Rene  a. 


Albumazar. 

Sfi  ^^  ^  ^  ^»  brave  mercurials  fublimM  in  cheating* 
^St  My  dear  companions,  fellow-foldiers 
C  £&  '   I'th'  watchful!  exercife  of  thievery  : 
Shame  not  at  your  fo  large  profeilion, 
No  more  than  I  at  deep  aflrology. 
For  in  the  days  of  old,  good  morrow  thief y 
As  welcome  was  receiv'd,  as  now  your  worjbip* 

The 
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The  Spartans  held  it  lawful,  and  the  Arabians; 
So  grew  Arabia  felix,    Sparta  -valiant. 

Ronca.  Read  on  this  lecture,    wife  Albumazar. 

Alb.  Your  patron  Mercury,  in  ins  myilerious  cha- 
racter, 

Holds  all  the  marks  of  the  other  wanderers, 
And  with  his  Cub  til  influence  works  in  all, 
Pilling  their  ilories  full  of  robberies. 
Moil  trades  and  callings  much  participate 
Of  yours  ;  though  iinoothly  gilt  with  the  honed  title 
Of  merchant,  lawyer,  or  fuch  like  :  the  learned 
Only  excepted  ;  and  he's  therefore  poor. 

Harp.  And  yet  he  fleals  one  author  from  another. 
This  poet  is  that  poet's  plagiary. 
And  he  a  thirds,  till  they  end  all  in  Homer. 

Alb.  And    Homer    filcht      all    from   an    Egyptian 
prieftefs. 
The  world's  a  theater  of  theft.     Great  rivers 
Rob  fmaller  brooks ;  and  them  the  ocean. 
And  in  this  world  of  ours,  this  microcofm, 
Guts  from  the  ftomach  ileal,  and  what  they  fpare, 
The  meferaicks  filch,  and  lay  't  i7  the  liver : 
Where  (left  it  fhould  be  found)  turn'd  to  red  ne&ar, 
'Tis  by  a  thoufand  thieT.  Tn  veins  convey' d 
And  hid  in  fiefh,  nerves,  bones,  mufcles,  and  iinew% 
In  tendonr,  (kin,  and  hair ;  fo  that  the  property 
Thus  alter'd,  the  theft  can  never  be  difcover'd. 
Now  all  thefe  pilfries  couch'd  and  compost  in  order, 
Frame  thee  and  me.     Man's  a  quick  mafs  of  thievery, 

Ronca.  Moll  philofophical  Aioumazar  ! 

Harp.  I  thought  thefe  parts  had  lent  and  borrowed 
mutual. 

All.  Say  they  do  fo  :  'tis  done  with  full  intention 
Ne'er  to  reilore,  and  thai  \  fiat  robbery. 
Therefore  go  on,  follow  your  virtuous  laws, 
Your  cardinal  virtue,  great  ?iecej/ity, 
Wait  on  her  clcfe,  with  all  occafions. 
Be  watchful,  have  as  many  eyes  as  heav'n,      ^ 
And  ears  as  harveft :  be  rcfolv'd  and  impudent. 
Believe  none,  trull  none :  for  in  this  citv 
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(As  in  a  fought  field,  crows,  and  carkafles) 
No  dwellers  are  but  cheaters  and  cheateez. 

Ronca.   If  all  the  houfes  in  the  town  were  jftifons* 
The  chambers  cages,,  all  the  fettles  flocks, 
The  broad-gates  gallowfes,  and  the  whole  people 
Juftices,  juries,  conftables,  keepers,  and  hangmen* 
I'd  pradtife  fpite  of  all,  and  leave  behind  me 
A  fruitful  feminary  of  our  profeflion, 
And  call  them  by  the  name  Albumazarians. 

Harp.  And  I  no  lefs,  were  all  the  city  thieve* 
As  cunning  as  thyfelf. 

Alb.  Why  bravely  fpoken, 
Fitting  fuch  generous  fpiritr  :  I'll  make  way 
To  your  great  virtue  with  a  deep  refemblance 
Of  high  aftrology.     Harpax  and  Ronca, 
Lift  to  our  profit  :  I  have  new  lodg'd  a  prey 
Hard  by,  that,  taken,  is  fo  fat  and  rich, 
'Twill  make  us  leave  off  trading,  and  fall  to  purchafe- 
Bar  p.  Who  is't  ?  fpeak  quickly. 
Ron.  Where,  good  Albumazar  ? 
Alb.  'Tis  a  rich  gentleman,  as  old  as  foolifh. 
The  poor  remnant  of  whofe  brain  that  age  had  left  him* 
The  doting  love  of  a  young  girl  hath  dried  : 
And  which  concerns  us  rnoft,  he  gives  firm  credit* 
To  necromancy  and  aftrology, 

Enter  Fur  bo. 
Sending  to  me,  as  one  that  promife  both. 
Pandolfo  is  the  man. 

Harp.  What,  old  Pandolfo  ! 

Alb.  The  fame  :  but  ftay^yon's  Furbo,whofe  fmootheft 
brow 
Shines  with  good  news,  and's  vifage  promifes 
Triumphs  and  trophies  to  us..  [Furba  play:. 

Ron    My  life  hea's    learnt    out    all,    I  know't  by*s 
mufick. 

Then  Fir  bo  firrs  this  fo\>g. 
T)E<~r  ::p  thy  learned  brow,   Albvntazar, 

Live  lrsa<>  cf  all  the  nvorld  *dmir%dt 
Tor  art  profound,,  and  fkill  retir  dy 
ffo  cheating  by  the  btijjk  of  jlars  ,  Haize 
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Hence  gypfies,  hence ,  hence  rogues  of  bafer  fir aint 

'That  hazard  life  for  little  gain  : 

Stand  off  and  wonder,  gape  and  gaze  afar 

At  the  rare  Jki 11  of  great  Albumazar, 

Furbo.  Albumazar, 
Spread  out  thy  nets  at  large,  here's  fowl  abundance : 
Pandolfo's  ours,  I  underftand  his  bufinefs, 
Which  I  filch t  clofely  from  him,  while  he  reveal'd 
T'his  man  his  purpofes  and  proje&s, 

Alb.  Excellent! 

Furbo.  Thanks  to  this  inftrument :  for  in  pretence 
Of  teaching  young  Sulpitia,  th*  old  man*s  daughter, 
I  got  accefs  to  th'  houfe,  and  while  I  waited 
Till  fhe  was  ready,  over-heard  Pandolfo 
Open  his  fecrets  to  his  fervant  :  thus  'tis. 
Antonio,  Pondolfo's  friend  and  neighbour, 
Before  he  went  to  Barbary,  agreed 
To  i>ive  in  marriage 

Alb.  Furbo,  this  is  no  place 
Fie  to  confider  curious  points  of  bufinefs, 
Gome,  let's  away,  1*11  hear't  at  large  above. 
Ronca,  flay  you  below,   and  entertain  him 
With  a  loud  noife  of  my  deep  (kill  in  art, 
Thou  know' ft  my  rofy  modefty  cannot  do  it, 
Harpax,  up  you,  and  from  my  bed-chamber, 
Where  all  things  for  our  purpofes  are  ready, 
Second  each  beck,  and  nod,  and  word  of  ours* 
You  know  my  meaning. 

Harpax.  Yes,  yes.  '] 

Furbo.  Yes,  fir. 

Furbo  goes  outfnging,  Fa  la  la,  Pandolfo's  onru 
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Rcnca,  Pandolfo,  Cricca. 

Ron.   nr*  Here's  old  Pandolfb,   amorous  as  youthful 

1  May, 

And  gray  as  January.     I'll  attend  him  here. 

Pan.  Cricca,  I  feek  thy  aid,  not  thy  croft  counfel  ; 
I  am  mad  in  love  with  Flavia,  and  mull  have  her : 
Thou  fpend'lt  thy  reafons  to  the  contrary, 
Like  arrows  againit  an  anvil  :    I  love  Flavia, 
And  mull  have  Flavia. 

Cricca.  Sir,  you  have  no  reafon, 
She's  a  young  girl  of  fixteen,  you  of  fixty. 

Pan.  I  have  no  reafon,  nor  (pare  room  for  any, 
Love's  harbinger  hath  chalkt  upon  my  heart, 
And  with  a  coal  writ  on  my  brain,  for  Flavia,. 
This  houfe  is  wholly  taken  up  for  Flavia. 
Lee  reafon  get  a  lodging  with  her  wit  : 
Vex  me  no  more,  I  rwuit  have  Flavia. 

Cricca.  But  fir,  her  brother  Lelio,  under  whofe  charge 
She's  now  after  her  father's  death,  fware  boldly 
Pandolfo  never  fhali  have  Flavia. 

Pan.  His  father,  e'er  he  went  to  Barbary, 
Promis'd  her  me  :  who  be  he  live  or  dead, 
Spight  of  a  lift  of  Lelio's,  Pandolfa 
Shall  enjoy  Flavia.' 

Cricca.  Sir,  y'are  too  old. 

Pan.  I  muft  confefs  in  years  about  threefcore,. 
But  in  tough  ftrength  of  body,  four  and  twenty,. 
Or  two  months  lefs.     Love  of  young  Flavia, 
More  powerful  than  Medea's  d a  ugs,  renews 
All  decay'd  parts  of  man  :  my  arteries 
Blown  full  with  youlhful  fpirits,  move  the  blood 
To  a  new  buiinefs  :  my  wither'd  nerves  grow  plump 
And  ftrong,  longing  for  adion.     Hence,  thou  poor  prop- 
er feeblenefs  and  age  :    walk  with  fuch  fires 
As  with  cold  pdfies  make  away  their  ftrength,. 
And  lot  their  legs  with  curelefs  ^outs.    Pondolfo 
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New  moulded  is  for  revels,  mafcs,  and  mufick.  Cricca,, 
String  my  neglected  lute,  and  from  my  armory 
Scour  my  beft  fword,  companion  of  my  youth, 
Without  which  I  feem  naked. 

Crkca.  Your  love,  fir,  like  ftrong  water, 
To  a  deplor'd  fick  man,  quicks  your  feeble  limbs 
For  a  poor  moment :  but  after  one  night's  lodging, 
You'll  fall  fo  dull  and  cold,  that  Flavia 
Will  (hriek  and  leap  from  bed  as  from  a  fepulchre.- 
Shall  I  fpeak  plainer,  fir  I  (he'll  cuckold  you, 
Alas  !  fhe'll  cuckold  you. 

Pan.  What  me  ?  a  man  of  known  difcretion,- 
Of  riches,  years,  and  this  gray  gravity  ? 
I'll  fatisfy'r  with  gold,  rich  clothes,  and  jewels. 

Cricca.  Wer't  not  far  fitter  urge  your  ion  Eugenia* 
To  woo  her  for  himfelf  h 

Pan.  Cricca,  be  gone. 
Touch  no  more  there  :  I  will,  and  muft  have  lyavia. 
Tell  Lelio,  if  he  grant  me  his  fitter  Flavia, 
I'll  give  my  daughter  to  him  in  exchange. 
Be  gone,  and  find  me  her  within  this  half  hour, 


Ad:.  I.    Seen.  3. 

Rone  a  r  Pandolfo. 

Ron.    5rTHIS  well  that  fervant's  gone:    I  (hall  the- 

J^  eafier 

Wind  up  his  matter  to  my  purpofes. 

Pan.  Sure  this  is  fome  novice  of  thv  artillery, 
That  winks  and  (hoots  :   fir,  prime,  prime  your  piece  a- 

new, 
The  powder's  wet.  [Knocks  at  the  do:y\ 

Ronca.  A  good  afcendent  blefs  me  :  fir,  are  you  fran- 

tick  ? 
Pan.  Why  frantkk  ?  are  not  knocks  the  lawful  courted 
To  open  doors  and  ears  ?' 

Ronca,  Of  vulgar  men  and  houfes.. 
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Pan.  VVhofe  lodging's  this  ?  is't  not  the  aflrologer's  > 

Ron.  His  lodging  ?  no  :  'tis  the  learn' d  phrontiHerion 
Of  moft  divine  Albumazar  ! 

Pan.  Good  fir, 
If  the  door  break,  a  better  fhall  redeem  it. 

Ronca.  How  !  all  your  land  fold  at  a  hundred  years 
purchafe 
Cannot  repair  the  damage  of  one  poor  rap  ! 
To  thunder  at  the  phrontiiterion 
Of  great  Albumazar  f 

Par..  Why,  man,  what  harm  ? 

Ronca,  Sir,  you  mult  know  my  matter's  heav'nly  brain* 
Pregnant  with  myfleries  of  metaphyficks, 
Grows  to  an  embryo  of  rare  contemplation, 
Which  at  tu  i  time  brought  forth,  excels  by  far 
The  armed  fruit  of  Vulcan's  midwifry, 
That  leapt  from  Jupiter's  mighty  cranmm. 

Fan.  What  of  all  this  ? 

Ror.ca.  Thus  one  of  your  bold  thunders  may  abortive,. 
And  caufe  that  birth  mifcarry,  that  might  haveprov'd 
An  inftrument  of  wonders,  greater  and  rarer 
Than  Appollonius  the  magician  wrought. 

Pan.  Are  you  your  mailer's  countryman  T 

Ronca.  Yes :  why  afk  you  ? 

Pan.  Then  mufl  I  get  an  interpreter  for  your  language. 

Ronca.  You  need  not;    with  a  wind  inftrument  my 
mailer  made, 
In  five  days  you  may  breathe  ten  languages, 
As  perfedl  as  the  devil  or  himfelf. 

Pan.  When  may  I  fpeak  with  him  ?. 

Ronca.  When't  pleafe  the  flars. 
He  pulls  you  not  a  hair,  nor  pares  a  nail, 
Nor  flirs  a  foot  without  due  figuring 
The  horofcope.    Sit  down  awhile,  and't  pleafe  you, 
1  fee  the  heavens  incline  to  his  approach. 

Pan    What's  this,  I  pray  you  T 

Ronca..  An  engine  to  catch  flars, 
A  mace  to  arreil  fuch  planets  as  have  lurk'd 
Four  thoufand  years  under  proteSioa 
Of  Jupker  and  Sol. 

Pan. 


Albumazar.  ij 

Pan.  Pray  you  fpe:k  Englifh. 
Ron.  Sir,  'tis  a  perfpicil,  the  beft  under  heaven  ;. 
With  this  I'll  read  a  leaf  of  that  fmall  Iliad 
That  m  a  walnut-fhell  was  defk'd,  as  plainly 
Twelve  long  miles  off,  as  you  fee  Paul's  from  Highgat*. 
Pan.  Wouderful  workman  of  fo  rare  an  inftrument ! 
Ron.  'Twill  draw  the  moon  fa  near,  that  you  would 
fwear 
The  bum  of  thorns  in't  pricks  your  eyes :  the  cryltal 
Of  a  large  arch  multiplies  millions, 
Works  more  than  by  point-blank,  and  by  refraftions 
Optick  and  flrange,  fearcheth  like  the  eye  of  truth, 
All  clofets  that  have  windows.    Have  at  Rome, 
I  fee  the  Pope,  his  cardinals,  and  his  mule, 
The  Englifh  college  and  the  Jefuits^ 
And  what  they  write  and  do. 
Pan.  Let  me  fee  too. 

Ron.  So  far  you  cannot :  for  this  glafs  is  fram'd 
*  For  eyes  of  thirty  ;  you  are  nigh  threefcore. 
But  for  fome  fifty  miles  'twill  ferve  you, 
With  help  of  a  refradive  glafs  that's  yonder. 
For  trial,  fir,  where  are  you  now  ? 
Pan.  In  London. 

Ron.  Ha'  you  found  the  glafs  within  that  chamber  ? 
Pan.  Yes. 

Ron.  What  fee  you  I 

Pan.  Wonders,  wonders!    I  fee  as  in  a  landlkip 
An  honourable  throng  of  noble  perfon?r 
As  clear  as  I  were  under  the  fame  roof: 
Seems  by  their  gracious  brows,  and  Courteous  looks 
Something  they  fee,  which  if  it  be  indifferent 
They'll  favourably  accept,  if  otherwife 
They'll  pardon:  who  or  what  they  be,  I  know  not. 
Ron.  Why  that's  the  court  at  Cambridge,  forty  miks 

hence.     What  elfe  ? 
Pan.  A  hall  thruft  full  of  bare  heads,  fome  bald,  fome 
bufh'd, 
Some  bravely  branch'd. 

Ron.  That's  the  univerfity 
Larded  with  townfmen.    Look  yoa  there,  whar  now  ? 

Pan, 
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Pan.  What  ?  I  fee  Dover  pier,  a  man  now  landing 
Attended  by  two  porters  that  feem  to  groan 
Under  the  burden  of  two  loads  of  paper. 

Ron.  That's  Coriatus  Perficus,  ana's  observations 
Of  AfiaandAfrick. 
Pan.  The  price  I 
Ron.  I  dare  not  fell't 
But  here's  another  of  a  ftranger  virtue. 
The  great  Albumazar  by  wond'rous  art, 
In  imitation  of  this  perfpicil, 
Plath  fram'd  an  inftrument  that  magnifies 
Objects  of  hearing,  as  this  doth  of  ieeing, 
That  you  may  know  each  whifper  from  Prefter  John- 
Again!!  the  wind,  as  frefh  as  'twere  deliver'd 
Through  a  trunk,  or  Glofter's  lifVning  wall. 

Pan.  And  may  I  fee  it,  fir  ?  blefs  me  once  more. 
Ron.  'Tisfomething  ceremonious ;  but  you  fhall  try't. 
Stand  thus.     What  hear  you  ? 
Pan.  Nothing. 
Ron.  Set  your  hands  thus, 
That  the  vertex  of  the  organ  may  perpendicularly 
Point  out  our  zenith.     What  hear  you  now  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Pan.  A  humming  noife  of  laughter. 
Ron.   Why  that's  the  court 
And  univerfity,  that  now  are  merry 
With  an  old  gentleman  in  a  comedy.     What  now  ?' 

Pan.  Celeftial  mufick,  but  itfeems  far  off. 
Lift,  lift,  'tis  nearer  now. 

Ron.  'Tis  mufick  *twixt  the  afts.  Wrhat  now  ? 
Fan.  Nothing.  ' 
Ron.  And  now  ? 

Pan.  Mufick  again,  and  ftrangely  delicate, 
©  moft  angelical  !  they  fing. 
Ron.  And  now  ? 

Sing  facet  ly  that  our  notes  may  eaufe 

The  heavenly  orbs  thb?nfel(ves  to  paufe  ; 

Aud  at  our  mujick  jland  as  ftill> 

As  at  Jove's  amorous  vuill. 

So  hovj  releafe  them  as  before, 

W  have  waited  long  enough,  no  more. 

Pmu 


Albumazar.  I£ 

Pan.  *Tis  gone,  give  me't  sgain.— O  do  not  fo, 

Ron.  What  bear  you  now  ? 

Pan.  No  more  than  a  dead  oyfter* 

0  let  me  fee  this  wo-^d'rous  inftrument. 
Ron.  Sir,  this  is  called  an  otacouiticon. 
Pan.  A  couiticon  ? 

Why  'tis  a  pair  of  afsfs  ears,  and  large  ones. 

Ron.  True  ;  for  in  fuck  a  form  the  great  Albumarar 
Hath  fram'd  it  purpofely,  as  fit'ft  receivers 
Of  founds,  as  fpe&acles  like  eyes  for  fight. 

Pan.  What  gold  will  buy  it  ? 

Ron-  111  fell  it  you  when  'tis  iiniuYd. 
As  yet  the  epiglottis  is  unperfecl. 

Pan.  Soon  as  you  can,  and  here's  ten  crowns  in  earnefo 
For  when  'tis  done,,  and  I  have  purchased  it, 

1  mean  to  entail  it  on  my  heirs  male  for  ever, 
Spight  of  the  ruptures  of  the  common  law. 

Ron.  Nay,  rather  give  it  to  Flavia  for  her  jointure  r 
For  ihe  that  marries  you,  deferves  it  richly. 


Adt.  I.   Seen.    4,. 

Cricca^    Pandolfo,   Ronca. 

Cric.  OTR.,  I  have  fpoke  with  Lelio,  and  he  anfvvers.. 
O  Pan.  Hang  Lelio,  and  his  anfweri.     Come  hi- 
ther, Cricca. 

Wonder  for  me,,  admi  e,  and  be  aftonim'd, 

Marvel  thyfelf  to  marble  at  thefe  engines, 

Thefe  ftrange  Gorgonian  inftrumems. 

Cric.  At  what  ?  1 

Pan.  At  this  rare  peWpici!  and  otacoufticon  r 

For  with  thefe  two  Til  hear  and  fee  ail  fecrets, 

Undo  intelligencers.     Pray  let  my  man  fee 

What's  done   in  Rome  ;  his  eyes  ?re  juft  as  yours  are. 
Ron.  Pandolfo,  are  you  mad  ?  be  wife  and  lecret ; 

See  you  the  ileep  danger  you  are  tu.ribling  in  ? 

Know  you  not  that  thefe  initruments  have  pb*fcr 

To  unlock  the  hiddenTt  clafas  of  whole  ftate.  ? 

And 
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And  you  reveal  fuch  mifteries  to  a  fervant  F 
Sir,  be  advis  d,  or  elfe  you  learn  no  more 
Of  our  unknown  philofophy. 

Pan.  Enough. 
What  news  from  Lelio  ?  fhall  I  have  his  filter  ? 

Cric.  He  fwears  and  vows  he  never  will  confent. 
She  (hall  not  play  with  worn  antiquities, 
Nor  lie  with  fnow  and  flatues  ?  and  fuch  replies 
That  I  omit  for  reverence  of  your  worfhip. 

Pan.  Not  have  his  filter  ?  Cricca,  I  will  have  Flavia, 
Maugre  his  head  :  by  means  of  this  aitrologer 
I'll  enjoy  Flavia.     Are  the  ftars  yet  inclind 
To  his  divine  approach  ? 

Ron.  One  minute  brings  him. 

Cric.  What  'itrologer  ? 

Pan.  The  learned  man  I  told  thee,. 
The  high  almanack  of  Germany,  an  Indian; 
Far  beyond  Trebefond  and  Tripoli, 
Clofeby  the  world's  end  :  a  rare  conjurer, 
And  great  aitrologer.     His  nime,  pray  fir  ? 

Ron.  Albumazarro  Meteorofccpico. 

Cric    A  name  of  force  to  hang  him  without  trial. 

Pan    As  he  excels  in  fcience,  fo  in  title. 
He  tells  of  left  plate,  horfes,  and  ftray'd  cattel, 
Directly,  as  he  hadftol  n  them  all  himfelf. 

Cric.  Or  he,  or  fome  of  his  confederates. 

Fan.  As  thou  refpe&s  thy  life,  look  to  thy  tongue, 
Aibumazar  has  an  otacoufticon. 
Be  filent,  reverend,  and  admire  hisfkill. 
See  what  a  promising  countenance  appears  ! 
Stand  itili  and  wonder,  wonder  and  ftand  it  ill. 


Aft  I.  Seen.  5; 

Aibumazar ,    Ronca,    Pandolfo,   Cricca. 
AW.  Ty    O  N  C  A,    the  bunch  of  planets  new  found 

iV  out 
Hanging  at  the  end  of  my  bdtp  exfpicil, 

Sead 
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Send  them  to  Galilseo  at  Padua  : 

Let  him  beflow  them  where  he  pleafe.     But  the  ftars 

Lately  difcover'd  'twixt  the  horns  of  Aries,, 

Are  as  a  prefent  for  Pandolfo's  marriage^ 

And  hence  ftil'd  Sidera  Pando- fa?a, 

Pan.  My  marriage,  Crimea !  he  forcftesmymarriige  : 
O  moll  celellial  Albumazar  \ 

Crlc.  And  fends  y'  a  prefent  from  the  head'  of  Aries* 
Alb.  My  almanack  made  for  the  meridian 
And  height  of  Japan,  give't  th'  Eaft-  India  company  ; 
There  may^they  fmell  the  price  of  c'oves  and  pepper^ 
Monkeys"  and  China  difhes  five  years  enfuing, 
And  know  the  fuccefs  of  the  voyage  of  Magores  y 
For  in  the  volume  of  the  firmament, 
We  children  of  the  liars  read  things  to  come., 
As  clearly  as  poor  mortals  ftories  pall 
In  Speed  or  Hollingfnead. 

Ron.  The  perpetual  motion 
With  a  true  'larum  in't  to  run  twelve  hours 
'Fore  Mahomet's  return. 

Alb.  Deliver  it  fafe 
To  a  Turkey  fattor,  bid  him  with  care  prefent  it 
From  ine  to  the  houfe  of  Ottoman. 
Ron.  I  will,  fir. 

Cric.  Pray  you  Hand  here,  and  wonder  now  for  me* 
Be  aftoniuYd  at  his  Gorgon,  for  I  cannot. 
Upon  my  life  he  proves  a  meer  impoflor. 

Pan.  Peace,  not  a  word,  be  filent  and  admire. 
Alb.  As  for  the  ifiue  of  the  next  fummer's  war, 
Reveal1 1  to  none,  keep  it  to  thyfelf  in  fecret, 
As  a  touch-Hone  of  my  fkill  in  prophefy.     Begone. 
Ron.   I  go,  fir. 

Alb.  Signior  Pandolfo,  I  pray  you  pardon  me, 
Exotical  difpatches  of  great  confequence 
Staid  me  ;  and  calling  the  nativity 
O'  th'  Cham  of  Tartary,  and  a  private  conference, 
With  a  mercurial  intelligence. 
Y*are  welcome  in  a  good  hour,  better  minute, 
Bell  fecond,   happiell  thi.d,  fourth,  fifth,  and  fcruple^ 
Let  the  twelve  houfes  of  the  horofcope 

Be 
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Be  lodg'd  with  fortitudes  and  fortunates, 

To  make  you^bleit  in  your  defigns,  Pandolfo. 

Pan.  Were't  not  much  trouble  to  your.ftany  employ- 
ments, r'  r 
I  a  poor  mortal  would  fntreat  your  furtherance 
In  a  terreftrial  buiinefs. 

Jib .  My  emphemeris  lies, 
Cr  I  fercfee  your  errand  :   thus,   'tis  thus. 
You  had  a  neighbour  call'd  Antonio, 
A  widower  like  yourfelf,  whofe  only  daughter, 
Flavia,  you  love,  and  neas  much  admir'd 
Your  child  Sulpkia,     Is  not  this  right  ? 

Fan,  Yes,  fir:  O  'ftrange  !  Cricca,  adm!re  in  filence. 
Alb.  You  two  decreed  a  counter-match  betwixt  you, 
And  purpofed  to  truck  daughters.   Is't  not  fo  ? 

Pan.  J  aft  as  you  fay't,     Cricca,  admire  and  wonder. 
Cric.  This  is  no  fuch  fecret  :  look  to  yourfelf,  he'll 

cheat  you. 
Alb.  Antonio,  after  this  match  concluded, 
Having  great  fums  of  gold  in  Barbary, 
Defi?  es  of  yon,  before  he  c  d  fummate 
The  rites  of  matrimony,   be  mj-vht  go  thither 
For  three  months  ;  but   now  'tis  time  and  three 
Since  he  exnbark'd.  and  is  not  yet  returu'd  i 
Now*  £r,  y  ur  bufinefs  is  to  me,  to  know 
Whether  Antonio  be  aead  or  living. 
Ill  tell  you  ir.::anrly 

Pan.  Halt  thou  reveal'd  it  ? 
I  told  it  none  but  tuee. 
Cric.  Not  I. 
Pun.  Why  ftr>re  you  ? 
Are  you  nor  well  ? 

Alb.  I  wander  'twixt  the  poles 
And  heavenly  hinges,  'mongit.  excentricals, 
Centers,  concentricks,  circles,  and  epicycles. 
To  hunt  out  an  afpedt.  &  for  your  bufn.efs. 

Cnc.  Mean  oltentation  !  for  fhair.e  awake  yourfelf. 
Alb.  And  fince  the  lamp  of  iieaven  is  new'y  entred 
Into  Cancer,  old  Antonio  is  ftark  dead, 
Drown'd  in  the  fea>  ilone  dead  ;  for  radius  direclorius 

la 
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In  the  fixth  houfe ;  and  the  waining  moon  by  Capri' 

corn, 
He's  dead,  lie's  dead. 

Crk.  'Tis  an  ill  time  to  marry. 
The  moon  grows  fork'd,  and  walks  with  Capricorn. 

Pan.  Peace,  fool ;  thefe  words  are  full  of  myitery,  " 

Alb,  What  ominous  face,  and  difmal  countenance, 
Mark'd  for  diiailers,  hated  of  all  the  heavens, 
Is  this  that  follows  you  ? 

Pan.  He  is  my  fervant, 
A  plain  and  honefl  fpeaker  ;  but  no  harm  in  him. 

Cric<  What  fee  you  in  my  face  ? 

Alb.  Horror  and  darknefs,  death  and  gallowfes : 
I'd  fwear  thou  werthang'd,  ftood'ft  thou  but  two  foot 

higher  ; 
But  now  the  ftars  threaten  a  nearer  death. 
Sir,  fend  to  toll  his  knell.  ' 

Pan.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 

Alb.  He  fhall  be,  by  the  dint  of  many  ftabs  i 
Only  I  fpy  a  little  hope  of  'fcaping 
Thro'  the  clouds,  and  foul  afpe&s  of  death. 

Cric.  Sir,  pray  give  no  credit  to  this  cheater  ; 
Or,  with  his  words  of  art,  he'll  make  you  dote 
As  much  on  his  feign'd  feifi,  as  on  fair  Flavia, 


A6t.   L  Seen.  6. 

Harpaxy  Turbo >  Albumazar,  Pandolfo,  Cricca. 

Har.  QTAY,  villain,  flay  ;   tho'  fafety  'tfelf  defend 
O  Thoudieft.  [thee, 

Furb.  Come,  do  thy  worft,  thruft  fure,  or  die. 

Cric.  For  heaven's  fake,  gentlemen,  Hay  your  hands  : 
help,  help, 
Help,  Albumazar. 

Harp.  Thus  to  the  hinderer 
Of  my  revenge. 

Cric.  Save  me,  Albumazar. 

Furb,  And  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus.  Crut 
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Crk.  Mailer,  I  die,  I  die. 

HarK^tl^L  bafec°Ward  ?  'Ti,  not  thy  heels 


can  fave  thee, 
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Albumazar,  Pandolf0y    Cricca. 
c'-^./^\H,  oh  ! 

_  V^     P<™-   What  ails  thee,  Cricca  ? 
trie.  I  am  dead,  I  am  dead. 

I  rouble  yourfelf  no  more, 

Pan.   What  dead,  and  fpeak'ft  * 

Crie.  Only  there's  left  a  little  breath  to  tell  you. 

ran.  Why,  where  art  hurt  ? 

CHc.  Stab'd  with  a  thoufand  daggers  ; 
My  heart,  my  lights,  my  liver,  and  my  kin* 
Pierc'd  like  a  fieve. 

it?","'  Here,s  not  a  wound:  ftand  up„ 
'Tis  but  thy  fear.  "\ 

Cra..  'Tis  but  one  wound  all  over  : 
softly,  oh„  foftly.     You-  have  loft  the  true*  fervant. 
Farewel,  I  die. 

Alb    Live  by  my  courtefy  ;  ftand  up  and  breathe* 
x  ne  dangerous  and  malignant  influence  is  pail ; 
^ut  thank  my  charity  that  put  by  the  blows, 
i  he  leaf!  of  which  threatened  a  dozen  graves. 
Now  learn  to  feoff  divine  aftrology, 
And  flight  her  fervant,. 

Cric.  A  furgeon,  good  fir,,  a  furgcon. 

Pan.  Th/art  well,  th'art  well. 

Gn'c.  Now  I  perceive  I  am : 
I  pray  you  pardon  me,  divine  aftrologer. 

Alb.   I  do  :  but  henceforth  laugh  at  aftrology, 
And  call  her  fervant  cheaters. 

Pan.  Now,  to  our  bufinefs.  On  good  Albumazar. 

dlb.  Now,  fince  the  moon  paffeth  from  Capricorn, 
Thro'  Aquarius,  to  the  watry  fign  of  Pifces, 

AntoruVs* 
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Antonio's  drown'd,  and  is  devour'd  by  fifties. 
Fan.  Is't  certain  ? 
Alb.  Certain. 

Fan.  Then  let  my  earneftnefs 
Intreat  your  fkill  a  favour. 
Alb.  It  mall.     But  firft 
I'll  tell  you  what  you  mean  to  a&  me. 
Fan.  Strange ! 

Alb.  Antonio  dead,  that  promis'd  you  his  daughter, 
Your  bufinefs  is  to  intreat  me  raife  his  ghoft, 
And  force  it, so  flay  at  home,  'till  it  have  perform'd 
The  promife  paft,  and  fo  return  to  reft. 

Fan.  That,  that,ye'ave  hit  it,  moil  divine  Albumazar. 
Alb..  *Tis  a  hard  thing  ;  for  deprivation  ad  habitum 
non  datur  regrejjus. 
O  what  a  bufinefs,  what  a  mafter-piece 
'Tis  to  raife  up  his  ghoft,  whofe  body's  eaten 
By  fifh  !  This  work  defires  a  planetary  intelligence 
Of  Jupiter  and  Sol,  and  thefe  great  fpirits 
Are  proud,  fantaftical,     It  afks  much  charges 
To  entice  them  from  the  guiding  of  their  ipheres, 
To  wait  on  mortals, 

Fan.  So  I  may  have  ray  purpofe,  fpare  for  no  coft. 
Alb.  Sir,  fpare  your  purfe  ;  I'll  do  it  an  eafier  way  5 
The  work  fhalLcoit  you  nothing. 
We  have  an  art  is  call'd  praeftigiatory, 
That  deals  with  fpirits,  and  intelligences 
Of  meaner  office  and  condition., 
Whole  fervice  craves  fmall  caarges :  with  one  of  thefe 
I'll  change  fome  fervant,  or  good  friend  of  yours, 
To  the  periecl  fhape  of  this  Antonio  ; 
So  like  in  face,  behaviour,  fpeech,   and  a&ion, 
That  all  the  town  (hail  fwear  Antonio  lives. 

Fan.  Moll  necromantical  aftrologer, 
Do  this,  and  take  me  for  your  fervant  ever. 
And  for  your  pains,  after  the  transformation, 
This  chain  is  yours:  it  coft  two  hundred  pound, 
Befide  the  jewel. 

Alb.  After  the  work  is  finifh'd  !  then  how  nov  ? 
What  lines  are  thefe  that  look  fanguineous, 

As 
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As  if  the  ftars  conjur'd  to  do  you  mifchiefs  ? 
Pan.  How,  mean  you  me  ? 
Alb.  They're  dufky  marks  of  Saturn  : 
It  feems  fome  ftone  fhall  fall  upon  your  lead, 
Threat'ning  a  fracture  cf  the  pericranium. 

Pan.  Cricca,  come  hither;  fetch  me  my  ftafF again; 
Threefcore  and  ten's  return'd  :  a  general  palfy 
Shakes  out  the  love  of  Flavia  with  a  fear. 
Is  tiiere  no  remedy  ? 

Alb.  Nothing  but  patience. 
7  he  planet  threatens  fo,  whofe  prey  you  are. 
The  ftars  and  planets  daily  war  together  ; 
For,  mould  they  ftand  at  truce  but  one  half  hour> 
This  wond'rous  machine  of  the  world  would  ruin  : 
Who  can  withftand  their  powerful  influence  ? 
Par?.  You  with  your  wifdom,  good  Albumazar. 
Alb.  Indeed,  th'  Egyptian  Ptolomy  the  wife* 
Pronounc'd  it  as  an  oracle  of  truth,  Jafiens  dominabitar 

aftris. 
Who's  above  there  ?  Ronca,  bring  down  the  cap 
Made  in  the  point  of  Mercury  being  afcendant. 
Here,  put  it  on  j  and  in  your  hand  this  image, 
Fram'd  on  a  Tuefday,  when  the  fierce  God  of  war 
Mounted  th'  horizon  in  the  fign  of  Aries. 
With  thefe  walk  as  unwounded  as  Achilles, 
Dipt  by  his  mother  Thetis. 

Pah\  You  bind  me  to  your  fervice, 
Alb.  Next  get  the  man  you  purpofe  to  transform, 
And  meet  me  here. 

Pan.  I  will  not  fail  to  find  you, 
Alb.  Mean  while,  with  fcioferical  inflrument, 
By  way  of  azimuth  and  almicantarath , 
I'll  feekfrme  happy  point  in  heaven  for  you. 
Pan.  I  reft  your  fervant,  fir. 
Alb.  Leu!l  the  itars 
Guide  you  with  moft  propitious  influence. 


Aft. 
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A<a.  I.     Seen.  8, 

Pandolfo,  Cricca. 

Pan.  T  YERE's  a  Grange  man,    indeed,    of*  fkill  pro- 

XX  found ! 

How  right  he  knew  my  bufinefs  'fore  he  faw  me  ! 
And  how  thou  fcofPft  him  when  we  talk'd  in  private  ! 
*Tis  a  brave  inflrument  his  otacoufticon. 

Cric   In  eameft,  fir,  I  took  him  for  a  cheater ; 
As  many,  undername  of  cunning  men, 
With  promife  of  altrology,  much  abufe 
The  gaping  vulgar,  wronging  that  facred  fkill 
That  in  the  ilars  reads  all  our  actions. 

Pan.  Are  there  no  arches  o'er  our  heads?    Look, 
G  icca. 

Cric.  None  but  the  arch  of  heaven ;  tha.  cannot  fall. 

Pan,  Is  not  that  made  of  marble  ?  I  have  read 
A  ftone  dropt  from  the  moon ;  and  much  I  fear 
The  fit  mould  take  her  now,  ar.d  void  another. 

Cric.  Fear  nothing,   fir;    this  charm'd  mercurial  cap 
Shields  from  the  fall  of  mountains  -,  'tis  not  a  ftone 
Can  check  his  art :  walk  boldly. 

Pan.  I  do.     Let's  in. 

Finis  Ad.  1. 


Ad.  II.     Scen#  u 


Tri/rcafo,  Armcllina 

Trin  1     fE  that  m  r:ot  in  love,    he  lies  de  cap* 

JC~i  «  jfc  ;    for   I  am  idV,  choicely  neat  m  my 

clothe1,  valiant,    and  exfrem<       •    y.       My  medxtatioas 

are  loaded  with  m .--.  not  a  dog 

akei 
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ihakes  his  tail,  but  I  figh  out  a  paffion  :  thus  do  I  to  mV 
miftrefs ;  but,  alas,  I  kifs  the  dog,  and  fhe  kicks  me,  I 
never  fee  a  young  wanton  fitly,  but  fay  I,  there  goes  Ar- 
mellina; nor  a  lufty  ftrong  afs,  but  I  renember  myfelf, 
and  fit  down  to  confider,  what  a  goodly  race  of  mules 
would  inherit,  if  fhe  were  willing ;  only  I  want  utter- 
ance, and  that's  amain  mark  of  love  too, 

Ann.  Trincalo,  Trincalo. 

Trim*  O,  'tis  Armellina  !  Now  if  fhe  have  the  wit  to 
begin,  as  I  mean  fhe  fhould,  then  will  I  confound  her 
with  compliments,  drawn  from  the  plays  I  fee  at  the 
Fortune,  and  Red  Bull,  where  I  learn  all  the  words  I 
fpeak  and  underftand  not. 

Arm.  Trincalo,  what  price  bears  wheat,  and  faffron, 
that  your  band's  fo  fliffand  yellow?— not  a  word--Why, 
Trinca!o,  what  bufinefs  in  town  ?  how  do  all  at  Tot- 
nam  ? — grown  mute  ? —  What  do  you  bring  from  the 
country  ? 

Trin.  There  'tis.  Now  are  my  flood  gates  drawn, 
and  111  furround  her. — What  have  I  brought,  fweet  bk 
of  beauty  ?  a  hundred  thoufand  falutations  o*  th'  elder 
houfe  to  your  moll  ifluftrious  honour  and  worfhip. 

Arm.  Tome  thefe  titles  ?  Is  your  bafket  full  of  no- 
thing elfe  r 

Trin.  Full  of  the  fruits  of  love,  moll:  refplendent  lady ; 
a  prefent  to  your  worthinefs  from  your  worihip's  poor 
vafTal  Trincalo. 

Arm.  My  life  on't,  he  fcrap'd  thefe  compliments  from 
his  cart  the  laft  load  he  carried  for  the  progrefs.  What 
ha"  you  read,  that  makes  you  grow  fo  eloquent? 

Trin,  Sweet  madam,  I  read  nothing  but  the  lines  of 
your  ladyfhip's  countenance ;  and  defire  only  to  kifs  the 
fkirts  of  your  garments,  if  you  vouchfafe  me  not  the  hap- 
pinefs  of  your  white  hands. 

Arm.  Come,  give's  your  bafket,  and  take  it. 

Trim.  O  fweet !  now  will  I  never  warn  my  mouth  after, 
nor  breathe  but  at  my  noftrils,  left  I  lofe  the  tafte  of  hei 
fingers.  Armellina,  I  muft  tell  you  a  fecret,  if  you'll 
make  much  on't. 

Arm,  As  it  deferves.    What  is't  i 
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Trim*  I  love  you,  dear  morfel  of  modefly,  I  love  you  • 
and  fo  truly,  that  I'll  make  youmiftrefs  of  my  thouohts, 
lady  of  my  revenues,  and  commit  all  my  moveables  into 
your  hands ;  that  is,  I'll  give  you  an  earneft  kifs  in  the 
highway  of  matrimony. 

Arm.  Is  this  the  end  of  all  this  bufinefs  ? 

Trim,  7'his  is  the  end  of  all  this  bufinefs,  moll  beauti- 
ful, and  moil  worthy  to  be  mofl  beautiful  lady. 

Arm.   Hence,  fool,  hence. 

frin\  Why,  now  (he  knows  my  meaning,  let  it  work. 
She  put  up  the  fruit  in  her  lap,  and  threw  away  the 
bafket :  !tis  a  plain  fign  (he  abhors  the  words,  and  em- 
braces the  meaning.  O  lips,  no  lips,  but  leaves  be- 
fmear'd  with  mel-dew !  O  dew,  no  dew,  but  drops  of 
honey-combs !  O  combs,  no  combs,  but  fountains  full  of 
tears  !  O  tears,  no  tears,  but 
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Pandolfo,  'Trincalo. 

Pan.  •^NRicca  denies  me  :  no  perfuanons, 

V>f  Proffers,  rewards,  can  work  him  to  transform. 
Yonder' s  my  country  farmer,  Trincalo  : 
Never  in  fitter  time,  good  Trincalo. 

Trin.   Like  a  lean  horfe  t'  a  frefh  and  lufty  pafture. 

Pan.  What  rent  do'ft  pay  me  for  thy  farm  at  Totnam  ? 

Trim.  Ten  pound  ;  and  find  it  too  dear  a  peny worth. 

Pan.  My  hand,  here.     Take  it  rent-free  for  three 
lives, 
To  ferve  me  in  a  bufinefs  I'll  employ  thee. 

Trim,  Serve  you  ?  I'll  ferve,  referve,  conferve,  pre- 
ferve, 
Deferve  you  for  th*  one  half.     O  Armellina, 
A  jointure,  ha,  a  jointure  !  What's  your  employment  ? 

Pan.   Here's  an  aftrologer  has  a  wond'rous  fecret, 
To  transform  men  to  other  fhapes  and  perfons. 
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Trin.  How,  transform  things  to  men  }  I'll  bring  nine 
taylors, 
Refus'd  laft  mutter,  {hall  give  five  marks  apiece 
To  fhape  three  men  of  fervice  out  of  all, 
And  grant  him  the  remnant  fhreds  above  the  bargain. 

Pan.  Now.,  if  thou'lt  let  him  change  thee,  take  this 
leafe, 
Drawn  ready  ;  put  what  lives  thou  pleafeii. 

Trin.  Stay,  fir. 
Say  I  am  transform' d  ;  who  fhall  enjoy  the  leafe, 
I,  or  the  perfon  I  muft  turn  to  ? 

Pan.   Thou, 
Thou.     The  refemblance  lafls  but  one  whole  day  ; 
Then  home  true  farmer,  as  thou  wert  before. 

Zrrau  Where   fhall  poor  Trincalo  be  ?    how's  this, 
transform'd  ? 
Tranfmuted,  how  ?  not  I.     I  love  myfelf 
Better  than  fo  :  there's  no  leafe.     Vd  not  venture 
For  the  whole  fee-fimple. 

Pan.  Tell  me  the  difference 
Betwixt  a  fool  and  a  wife  man. 

Trin.  As  'twixt  your  worfliip  and  myfelf. 

Pan.  A  wife  man 
Accepts  all  fair  occafions  of  advancement, 
Flies  no  commodity  for  fear  of  danger, 
Ventures  and  gain?,  lives  eafily,  drinks  good  wine, 
Fares  neatly,  is  richly  cloath'd,  in  worthielt  company  ; 
While  your  poor  fool  and  clown,  for  fear  of  peril, 
Sweats  hourly  for  a  dry  brown  cruil  to  bed  ward, 
And,  wakes  all  night  for  want  of  moifture. 

Trin.   Well,  fir, 
I'd  rather  ftarve  in  this  my  lov'd  image, 
Than  hazard  thus  my  life  for  others  looks, 
Change  is  a  kind  of  death,  I  dare  not  try  it. 

Pan.  'Tis  not   fo  dangerous  as  thou  tak'ft  it ;  we'll 
only 
Alter  thy  count- nance  for  a  day.     Imagine 
Thy  face  mafk'd  only  ;  or  that  thou  dream'fl  all  night 
Thou  wer't  apparel'd  in  Antonio's  form. 
And,  waking,  rind  thyfelf  true  Trincalo. 

Trin. 
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*Tnn.  Antoino's  form  !  was  not  Antonio  a  gentleman? 

Par:.  Yes,  and  a  neighbour  ;  that's  his  houfe. 

Trin.   O  ho  ! 
Now  do  I  fmellth'  aftrologer's  trick  :  he'll  ileep  me 
In  foldier's  blood,  or  boil  me  in  a  caldron 
Of  barbarous  law  French  ;  or  anoint  me  over 
With  fupple  oil  of  great  mens  fer vices ; 
For  thefe  three  means  raife  yeomen  to  the  gentry. 
Pardon  me,  fir  ;  I  hate  thofe  medicines.     Fie! 
All  my  poilerity  will  fmell  and  taite  on't, 
Long  as  the  houfe  of  Trincalo  endures. 

Pan,- There's  no  fuch  bufmefs;   thou  {halt  only  feem 

nd  thus  deceive  Antonio's  family. 
p^Trin.   Are  you   ailur'd  ?    'twould    grieve  me   to    be 

bray'd 
In  a  huge  mortar,  wrought  to  pafle,  and  moulded 
To  this  Antonio's  mould.     Grant  1    be  turn'd  ;  what 
then  ? 

Pan.  Enter  his  houfe,  be  reverenc'd  by  his  fervants, 
And  give  his  daughter  Haviato  me  in  marriage. 
The  circumftances  I'll  infirucl:  thee  after. 

Trifi.  Pray  give  me  leave  :  this  fide  fays  do't,  this  do 
not. 
Before  I  leave  yon,  Tom  Trincalo,  take  my  coimfel : 
Thy  miflrefs  Armellina  is  Antonio's  maid, 
And  thou,  in  his  fhape,  may 'ft  poffefs  her  :   turn. 
But  if  I  be  Antonio,  then  Antonio 
Enjoys  that  happinefs,  not  Trincalo. 
A  pretty  trick  to  make  myfelf  a  cuckold  ! 
No,  no  ;  there,  take  your  leafe.     I'll  hang  nrft.     Soft, 
Be  notfo  cholerick,  Thomas.     If  I  become  Antonio, 
Then  all  his  Riches  follow.     This  fair  occailon 
Once  vanifh'd,  hope  not  the  like  ;   of  a  flar-k  clown, 
I  fhall  appear  fpeck  and  fpan  a  gentleman. 
A  pox  of  ploughs  and  carts,  and  whips  and  horfes.  , 
Then  Armellua  ihall  be  given  to  Trincalo, 
Three  hundred  crowns  her  portion.     We'll  get  a  boy, 
And  call  him  Transformation  Trincalo: 
I'lldo't,  fir, 
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Pan.  Artrefolv'd? 

Trin.  Refolv'd  !  'tis  done  ; 
With  this  condition  :  after  I  have  given  your  worihip 
My  daughter  Flavia,  you  fhall  then  move  my  worfhip, 
And  much  intreat  me,  to  bellow  my  maid 
Upon  myfelf,  I  mould  fay  Trincalo. 

Pan.  Content ;  and,  for  thy  fake,  will  make  her  por- 
tion 
Two  hundred  crowns. 

Trin.  Now  are  you  much  deceiv'd  : 
I  never  meant  it. 

Pan.  How  ? 

Trin.  I  did  but  jeft; 
And  yet,  my  hand,  I'll  do't :  for  I  am  mutable, 
And  therefore  apt  to  change.  Come,  come,  fir,  quickly. 
Let's  to  th'  aftrologer,  and  there  transform, 
Reform,  conform,  deform  roe  at  your  pleafure 
I  loath  this  country  countenance.     Difpatch  :  my  fkin 
Itches,  like  fnakes  in  April,  to  be  cut  off. 
Quickly,  O  quickly,  as  you  love  Flavia,  quickly. 
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Albumazar ,  Pandolfo>  Ronca,  Trincalo. 

Alh.  Olgni°r  Pandolfo,  y'  arrive  in  happieft  hour  : 

J)  If  the  feven  planets  were  your  neareft  kindred, 
And  all  the  conftellations  your  allies; 
Were  the  twelve  houfes,  and  the  inns  o'  th'  zodiack, 
Your  own  fee-fimple,  they  could  ne'er  have  chofen 
A  fitter  place  to  favour  your  defires. 
For  the  great  luminaries  look  from  Hilech, 
And  midft  of  heaven,  in  angles,  conjunctions, 
And  fortunate  afpe&s,  a  trine  and  fextile, 
Ready  to  pour  propitious  influences. 

Pan.  Thanks  to  your  power  and  courtefy,  that  fo 
plac'd  them. 
That  is  the  man  that's  ready  for  the  bufinefs. 

Alh. 
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Alb.  Of  a  moft  happy  countenance,  and  timber  fit 
To  fquare  to  th'  gentry  :  his  looks  as  apt  for  changing, 
As  he  were  cover'd  with  chamelions  fkins. 

frin.  Except  my  hands,  and  'twill  be  troublefome 
To  fit  thefe  fingers  to  Antonio's  gloves. 

Pan.  Pray  let's  about  the  work  as  foon  as  may  be. 

Alb.  Firil  chufe  a  large  low  room,    whofe  door's  full 
Eait, 
Or  near  inclining  :  for  th'  oriental  quarters 
Moll  bountiful  of  favours. 

Fan.  I  have  a  parlour. 
Of  a  great  fquare,  and  height  as  you  defire  it. 

Alb.  Southward  mull  look  a  wide  and  fpacious  win* 
dow: 
For  howfoever  Omar,  Alchabitius, 
Hali,  Albenezra,  feem  fomething  to  diflent ; 
Yet  Zoroaflres,  fon  of  Oromafu::, 
Hiarcha,  Brachman,  Thefpion,  Gymnofophift, 
Gebir,  and  Budda  Babylonicus, 
With  all  the  fubtile  Cabalifls  and  Chaldees, 
Swear  the  befl  influence  for  our  metamorphofis, 
Stoops  from  the  South,  or,  as  fome  fay,  South-call. 

Pan.  This  room's  as  fit  as  you  had  made  it  of  purpofe. 

Trin.  Now  do  I  feel  the  calf  of  my  right  leg 
Tingle,  dwindle  to  th'  fmallnefs  of  a  bed-iiaif, 
Such  a  fpeech  more,  turns  my  high  fhoes  fcrait  boots. 

Ron.  Ne'er  were  thofe  authors  cited  to  better  purpofi, 
For,  thro'  that  window,  all  Pandolfo's  treafures 
Mull  take  their  flight,  and  fall  upon  my  moulders. 

Alb.  Now  if  this  light  meridional  had  a  large  cafe- 
men  t, 
That  over-look'd  fome  unfrequented  alley, 
'Twere  much  more  proper;  for  th' intelligences 
Are  nice  and  coy,  fcorning  to  mix  their  efTence 
With  throng'd  dillurbance  of  crofs  multitudes. 

Ron.  Spoken  by  art,  Albumazar  ;  a  provident  fetter; 
For  fo  fhall  we  receive  what  thou  hand'll  out, 
Free  from  difcovery.     But,  in  my  confeience, 
All  windows  point  full  fouth  for  fuch  a  buiinefs. 

Pan.  Go  to  my  houfe,  fatisfy  your  curious  choice; 
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But,  credit  me,  this  parlour's  fit;  it  neighbours 
To  a  blind  alley,  that,  in  bufieil  term-time, 
Feels  not  the  footing  of  one  pafienger. 

Alb.  Now  then  declining  from  TheOurgia, 
Artenofaria,  Pharmacia,  rejecting 
Necro-puro  gec-hydro-cheiro-cofcinomancy, 
With  other  vain  and  fuperilitious  fci&nces, 
We'll  anchor  at  the  art  preftigiatory, 
That  reprefeats  one  figure  for  another, 
'With  imooth  deceit  abufing  th1  eyes  of  mortals. 

Trln.  O  my  right  arm  !  'tis  alter'd  ;  and  methinks 
Longs   for  a  fword.      Thefe  words  have  flain  a.  plow- 
man. 

Alb.  And  fince  the  moon's  the  only  planet  changing, 
For  from  the  Neomenia,  in  feven  days, 
To  the  Dicotima,  in  feven  more  to  th'  Paufelinum, 
And  in  as  much  from  Plenilunium 
7  h'orow  Dicotima  to  Neomenia, 
k'Tis  me  mull  help  us  in  this  operation,. 

Trm.  What  towns  are  thefe  ?  The  flrangenefs  of  thefe 
names 
Hath  fcal'd  the  marks  of  many  a  painful  harveft, 
And  made  my  new  peel'd  finger  kch  for  dice. 

Pan.  Deeply  confider'd,  wond'rous  Albumazar ! 
Olet  me  kifs  thofe  lips  that  flow  with  fcience. 

Alb.  For,  by  her  various  looks  fhe  intimates 
To  undemanding  fouls,  that  only  fhe 
Hath  pow'r  t'  effect  a  true  formation. 
Caufe  then  your  parlour  to  be  kept  carefully, 
Walh'd,  rubb'd,  perfunfd,  hang'd  round,  from  top  to 

bottom, 
With  pure  white  lunary  tap'ilry,  or  needle-work  ; 
But  if 'twere  cloth  of  filver,  'twere  much  better. 

Ro7i.  Good  good  !    a  rich  beginning  :-    good  \   what's 
next  ? 

Alb  Spread  all  the  floor  with  fined  Holland  meets, 
And  over  them  fair  damaik  table-cloths; 
Above  all  thefe,  draw  me  chalce  virgins  aprons  : 
'1  he  room,  the  work,  and  workman  mull  be  pure.  ^ 

cirln  With  virgins  aprons  ?    the   whole   compafs  of 
this  city  Cannot 
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Cannot  afford  a  dozen. 

Ron.  So,  there's  fhirts 
And  bands  to  furnifh  all  on's  for  a  twelve- month. 

Alb.  An  altar  in  the  mid-it,  loaded  with  plate 
Of  filverbafons,  ewers,  cups,  candleflieks, 
FLiggom,  and   beakers,  falts,  chargers,  caiting-bottles, 
'Twere  not  amifs  to  mix  fome  bowls  of  gold, 
So  they  be  marly,  the  better  to  refemble 
The  lovely  brotherhood  of  Sol  and  Luna  : 
Alfo  fome  diamonds  for  Jupiter. 
For  by  the  whitenefs,   and  bright  fparkling  luflres. 
We  allure  th' intelligences  to  deicen  J. 

Ron.  Furbo  and  I  are  thofe  intelligences 
That  mult  attend  upon  the  my  fiery. 

Alb.  Now  for  the  ceremonious  facrifke, 
Provide  fuch  creatures  as  the  moon  delights  in  ; 
Two  fucking  lambs,  white  as  the  Alpine  fnow  : 
Yet  if  they  have  a  mole  or  two,  'twill  pafs : 
The  moon  herfelf  wants  not  her  fpots-. 

Pan.  'Tis  true. 

Ron.  Were  they  hell- black,  we'd  make  a  fliift  to  ©at 
them. 

Alb.  White  capons,   pheafants,    pigeons :  one  little 
black -bird 
Would  ftain  and  fpoil  the  work.     Get  feveral  wines 
To  quench  the  holy  embers  :  Rhenifh,  Greek  wine, 
White  Mufkadel,  Sherry,  and  rich  Canary, 
So't  be  not  grown  too  yellow  ;  for  the  quicker, 
Brifker,  and  older,  the  better  for  thefe  ceremonies : 
The  more  abundance,  fooner  ihall  we  fmifh. 
For  'tis  our  rule,  in  fuch  like  bufineffes, 
Wrho  fpares  mod,  fpends  moft.     Either  this  mufl  do't, 
Or  th'  revolution  of  five  hundred  years 
Cannot :  fo  fit  are  al  the  heavens  to  help  us. 

Ron.  A  thoufand  thanks !  thou'lt   make   a  complete 
cheat, 
Thus,  loaded  with  this  treafure,  cheer'd  with  wine, 
Strengthen"  d  with  meat,  we'll  carry  thee  in  triumph, 
As  the  great  general  of  our  achievement. 

Pan.  Sir,  for  rich  plate  and  jewels  I  have  (lore ; 
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But  know  not  how  to  furnim  you  with  hangings. 

Alb.  Cannot  you  borrow  from  the  mops  ?  Four  hours 
Shall  render  all  as  fair  as  you  receiv'd  it.    j 

Pan.  That  can  I  eafily  do. 

Alb.  And  here  you  fit  : 
If  you  chance  meet  with  boxes  of  white  comfits, 
Marchpane,  and  dry  fucket,  macaroons,  and  diet-bread, 
'Twill  help  on  well. 

Ron.  To  furnith  out  our  banquet. 

Alb.  I  had  clean  forgot  ;  we  mull  have  ambergrife, 
The  grayeft  can  be  found,  fome  dozen  ounces ; 
IT!  ufe  but  half  a  dram  ;  but  'tis  our  fafhion 
T'  offer  a  little  from  a  greater  lump. 

Pan.  All  mail  be  done  with  expedition. 

Alb.  And,  when  your  man's  transform'd,    the  chain 
you  promis'd. 

Pan.  My  hand;  My  deeds  fhall  wait  upon  my  pro- 
mife. 

Alb.  Lead   then,    with  happy  foot,    to  view    the 
chamber. 

Pan.  I  go,  fir.     Trincalo,  attend  us  here, 
And  not  a  word,  on  peril  of  thy  life. 

Trim.  Sir,  if  they  kill  me,  IT1  not  flir  afoot ; 
And,  if  my  tongue's  puird  out,  not  fpeaka  word. 
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Trinca/o,  Cricca. 

$rin.  /^VWhat  bufinefs  'tis  to  be  transform'd  ! 

\J  My  matter  talks  of  four  and  twenty  hours ; 
But,  if  I  mifs  thefe  flags  of  yeomanry, 
Gilt  in  the  Head,  and  fhine  in  the  bloom  of  gentry, 
Tis  not  their  'ftrology,  norfacrifice, 
Shall  force  me  call  that  coat.     I'll  ne'er  part  with't, 
Till  I  be  fherifF  of  th'  county,  and  in  commuTion 
Of  peace  and  quorum.     Then  will  I  get  m'  a  clerk, 
A  pradtis'd  fellow,  wifer  than  my  worihip, 

And 


Albumazar,  32 

And  domineer  amongft  my  fearful  neighbours, 
And  feafl  them  bountifully  with  their  own  bribes. 

Cric.  Trincalo  ! 

Trin.  T'  wear  a  gold  chain  at  every  quarter  {efiions, 
Look  big,  and  grave,  and  ipeak  not  one  wife  word. 

Cric.  Trincalo  ! 

Trin.  Examine  wenches  got  with  child,  and  curioufly 
Search  all  the  circumflances  :  have  blank  mittimufTes 
Printed  in  reiidinefs  ;  breathe  nought  but  fnvah, 
Rogue,  ha  ?  how  ?  hum  ?  conflable,  look  to  your  charge* 
Then  vouch  a  flatute,  and  a  Latin  fentence, 
Wide  from  the  matter. 

Cric.  Trincalo  ! 

Trin.  Licence  all  ale-houfes, 
Match  my  fon  Transformation  t'  a  knight's  daughter, 
And  buy  a  bouncing  pedigree  of  a  Welch  herald  :    and 
then ■ 

Cr/V.What  in  fuchferious  meditations  ? 

Trin.  Faith  no  ;  but  building  caftles  in  the  air, 
While  th'  weather's  fit  :  O  Cricca,  fuch  a  bufinefs  I 

Cric.  What  is't  ? 

Trin.  Nay  foft,   they  Ve  fecrets  of  my  mafler  ; 
Lock'd  in  my  breaft  :  he  has  the  key  at's  purfe  firings. 

Cric.  My   mailer's  fecret  ?    keep    it,  good   farmer, 
keep  it, 
I  would  not  lend  an  ear  to't,    if  thou  didft  hire  me, 
Farewell. 

Trin.  O  how  it  boils  and  fwells  I  if  I  keep't  longer, 
'Twill  grow  t'impoflume  in  my  breaft,    and  choak  me. 
Cricca ! 

Cric.  Adieu,  good  Trincalo  ;  the  fecrets  of  oar  betters 
Are  dangerous,   I  dare  not  know't. 

Trin.  But  hear'il  thou, 
Say  I  mould  tell,  canil  keep't  as  clofe  as  I  do  ? 

Cric.  Yes :  but  I  had  rather  want  it.  Adieu. 

Trin.  Albumazar 

Cric.  Farewell. 

Trin.  Albumazar— 

Cric.  Pr'ythee. 

Trin.  Albumazar, 

B  $  Th'aftroi 
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Th'adrologer  hath  undertook  to  change  me 

T' Antonio's  fhape  :  this  done,  mull  I  give  Flavia 

To  my  old  matter,  and  his  maid  to  TrincJo. 

Eric.  Bat  where's  Pandolfo  and  Albumazar  > 

Trin.  Gone  newly  home  to  choofe  a  chamber  fitting 
For  tranfmutation. — So,  now  my  heart's  at  eafe. 

Cric  I  fear  the  fkill  and  cunning  of  Albumazar 
With  his  black  art,  by  whom  Pandolfo  feeks 
To  compafs  Fhvia,  fpight  of  her  brother  Lelio, 
And  his  own  fon  Eugenio  that  loves  her  dearly. 
I'll  lofe  no  time,  but  find  them,  and  reveal 
The  plot  and  work  to  crofs  this  accident. 
But  Trincalo,  art  thou  fo  rafh  and  vent'rous 
To  be  trans forrn'd  with  hazard  of  thy  life  ? 

Trin.  What  care  I  for  a  life,  that  have  a  leafe 
For  three  :  but  I  am  certain  there's  no  danger  in't. 

Cric.  No  danger  !  cut  thy  finger,  and  that  pains  thee;: 
Then  what  wili't  do  to  fhred  and  mince  thy  carkafs, 
Bury' tin  horfe-dung,  mould  it  new,  and  turn  it 
T'Antonio  ?  and  when  th'art  chang'd,  if  Lelio 
Smell  out  your  plot,  what  worlds  of  punifhment 
Thou  mult  endure  ?  Poor  Trincalo  !    the  defire 
Of  gains  abufes  thee  :  be  not  transform'd. 

Cric.  Cricca,  thou  underftanded  not  :  for  Antonio, 
Whom  I  refemble,  differs  all:    not  I. 
Trin.  Yonder  they  come,  FH  hence  and  hade  to  Lelio; 
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Albumazar,   Pandolfo,    Cricca,  Trincalo. 
Alb.  *TT^'HE  chamber's    fit :    provide  the  plate   and 

X  hangings, 

And  other  neceflaries  :  give  drift  order 
The  room  be  cleans'd,  ferfurh'd,  and  hang'd ;  mean 

while, 
With  adrolabeand  meteorofcope, 
I'll  find,  the  cufp  and  alfridaria, 
And  know  what  planet  is  uvsazimi.  Van. 
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Pan.  All  mall  be  ready,  fir,  as  you  command  it. 

Trin.  Doctor  Albumazar,  I  have  a  vein  of  drinking^ 
And  artery  of  leachery  runs  through  my  body: 
Pray,  when  you  turn  me  gentleman,  preferve 
Thofe  two,  if 't  may  be  done  with  reputation. 

Alb.  Fear  not,  I'll  only  call  the  firfl;  good  fellowfhip> 
And  th'other  civil  recreation. 

Trin.  And  when  you  come  to  th*  heart,  fpoii  not  ih& 
love  of  Armellina  ; 
And  in  my  brain  leave  as  much  difcretion 
As  may  fpy  fallhood  in  a  tavern  reckoning ; 
And  let  me  alone  for  bounty  *o  wink  and  pay'k 
And  if  you  change  me  perfectly, 
I'll  bring  y'a  dozen  knights  for  cuftomers. 

Alb.  I  warrant  thee. — Sir,  are  you  well  inftrudted 
In  all  thefe  neceiTaries  ? 

Pan.  They're  in  my  table-book. 

Alb.  Forget  not  clothes  for   th'  new  transformed  and 
robes 
For  me  to  facrince,  you  know  the  fafhion. 
I'll  rather  change  five,  than  apparel  one  : 
For  men  have  living  fouls,  clothes  are  unanimate. 

Pan.  Here,  take  this  ring,  deliver  it  to  my  brother. 
An  officer  in  the  wardrobe,  he'll  furnifh  you 
With  robes  and  clothes  of  any  ftufTor  fafhion. 

Alb.  Almuten  Alchochoden  of  the  flars  attend  you, 

Fan.  I  kifs  your  hands,  divine  aftrologer. 
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Pandolfoy    Trincalo. 
fan.  T  TP  quickly,  Trincalo,  to  my  child  Sulpitia, 
\J     Bid  her    lay  out  my  fairefl  damafk  table- 
cloths, 
The  fairefl  Holland  meets,  all  the  filver  plate, 
Two  goffips  cup5  of  gold  :  my  greateft  diamonds: 
Make  hafte. 
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Trin.  As  fail  as  Alchochoden  and  Almutea 
Can  carry  me  :  for  fure  thefe  two  are  devils. 
^  Pan.  This  is  that  blefTed  day  I  fo  much  long'd  for : 
Four  hours  attendance,  till  my  man  be  charged, 
Fait  locks  me  in  the  lovely    arms   of  Fiavia.     Away 

Trincalo. 
How  flow  the  day  Aides  on  !  when  we  defire 
Time's  hafle,   it  Teems  to  lofe  a  match  with  lobfters, 
And  when  we  wiih  him  ilay,   he  imps  his  wings 
With  feathers  plum'd  with  thought.     Why,  Trincalo  ! 

Trin.  Here,  fir. 

Pan.  Come,  let's  away  for  cloth  of  filver,  ] 
Wine  and  materials  for  the  facrifice. 
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Lelio,  E  ugenio,  Cricca. 

Le.  Tp  Ugenio,  thefe  words  are  wonders  pail  belief. 

Jjy  Is  your  old  father  of  fo  poor  a  judgment, 
To  think  it  in  the  power  of  man  to  turn 
One  perfon  to  another  ? 

Eug.  Lelio,  his  defire 
T'enjoy  your  filler  Fiavia,  begets  hope, 
Which  like  a  waking  dream,  makes  falfe  appearance 
Lively  as  truth  itfelf, 

Le.  But  who's  the  man 
That  works  thefe  miracles  ? 

Eug.  An  aftrologer, 

Le.  How  deals  aerology  with  tranfmutation  } 

Cric.  Under  the  vail  and  colour  of  aftrology, 
He  clouds  his  hellifh  (kill  in  necromancy. 
Believe  it  by  fome  art,  or  falfe  impoilure, 
He'll  much  difturb  your  love,  and  yours,  Eugenic. 

Le.  I  ugenio,  tis  high  time  for  t' awake. 
And  as  you  love  our  Fiavia,  and  I 
Your  filler  fair  Sulpitia  ;  let's  do  fomething 
Worthy  their  beauties.     Who  falls  into  a  fea 
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Swoln  big  with  tempeft,  but  he  boldly  bears 
The  waves  with  arms  and  legs,  to  fave  his  life  ? 
So  let  us  flrive  'gainft  troublous  ftorms  of  love. 
With  our  beft  power,  left  after  we  afcribe 
The  lofs  to  our  dull  •negligence,  not  fortune. 

Eug.  Lelio,  had  I  no  interefl  in  your  fifter, 
The  holy  league  of  friendfhip  fhould  command  me, 
Befides  the  feconding  Sulpitia's  love, 
Who  to  your  nobleneis  commends  her  life. 

Le.  She  cannot  out-love  me,  nor  you  out- friend  me, 
For  th'  facred  name  whereof,  I  have  rejected 
Your  father's  offers,  importunities, 
Letters,  conditions,  fervants,  friends,  and  laftly 
His  tender  of  Sulpitia  in  exchange 
For  Fiavia.     But  though  I  love  your  fifter 
Like  mine  own  foul ;  yet  did  the  laws  of  friendfhip 
Mailer  that  ftrong  afte&ion,  and  deny'd  him. 

Eug.  Thanks  ever,  and  as  long  fhali  my  beft  fervice 
Wait  on  your  will.     Cricca,  our  hope's  in  thee, 
Thou  mull  inftrucl:  us. 

Cric.  You  muft  truft  in  fortune, 
That  makes  or  mars  the  wifeft  purpofes. 

Le.  What  fiy'ft  ?  what  think'ft  ? 

Cric.  Here's  no  great  need  of  thinking, 
Nor  fpeech  ;  the  oil  of  fcorpions  cures  their  poifon. 
The  thing  itfelf  that's  bent  to  hurt  and  hinder  you, 
Offers  a  remedy  :  'tis  no  fooner  known, 
But  th'  worft  on't  is  prevented. 

Eug.  How,  good  Cricca  ? 

Cric.  Soon  as  you  fee  this  falfe  Antonio 
Come  near  your  doors  with  fpeeches  made  of  purpofe, 
Full  of  humility  and  companion  ; 
With  long  narrations  how  he  'fcap'd  from  fhipwreck, 
And  other  feign'd  inventions  of  his  dangers  : 
Bid  him  be  gone  ;  and  if  he  prefs  to  enter, 
Fear  not  the  reverence  of  your  father's  looks, 
Cudgel  him  thence. 

Le.  But  were't  not  better,  Cricca, 
Keep  him  faft  lockt,  till  his  own  fhape  return, 
And  fo  by  open  courfc  of  law  correct  him  ? 

Cnc. 
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Cric.  No.  For  my  imfler  would  conceive  that  counfel 
Sprung  from  my  brains :  and  fo  ihould  I  repent  it. 
Auvife  no  more,  buc  home  and  charge  your  people, 
That  if  Antonio  come,  they  drive  him  tnence 
With  threat'ning  words,  and  blows  if  need  be* 

he.  'Tis  done. 
I  kifs  your  hands,  Eugenio. 

Eug.  Your  fervant,  fir. 
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Enter  Eugenio,  Cricca,  F/avia,  as  running  to  Pondolfo. 
Eug.  #^Ricca,  commend  my  fervice  to  my  miftrefs. 
V>  Cric.  Commend  it  to  her  yourfelf.     Mark'd 
you  not  while 
We  talk,  how  through  the  window  fhe  attended, 
And  fed  her  eyes  on  you  ?  there  fhe  is. 

Eug.  'True. 
And  as  from  nights  of  florms  the  glorious  fun 
Breaks  from  the  e^ft,  and  chaierh  thence  the  clouds 
That  choakt  the  air  with  horror,  fo  her  beauty 
DifpeJls  fad  darknefs  from  my  troubled  thoughts, 
Aad  e'ears  my  heart. 

Fla.   Life  of  my  foul,  well  met. 

Eug.  How  is't,  my  deareit  Elavia  ? 

Fla.  Eugenio, 
As  be;;    ;ecomeo  a  woman  meft  unfortunate, 
That  having  bv'd  fo  long,  and  been  perfwaded 
Hei  chalte  -ite&ion  was  by  yours  requited, 
Have  by  delays  been  famifh'd.     Had  I  conceal'd' 
Thofe  flames  your  virtue  kindled,   then  y 'ad  iued, 
Intreated,  fworn,  and  vow'd,  and  long  e'er  this 
Wrought  all  means  poiiibie  to  effect  our  marrrage. 
But  now 

Eug,  Sweet  foul,  defpair  not,  weep  not  thus, 
Un'.eis  you  wifh  my  heart  mould  life  blood  crop, 
Fail  as  your  eyes  do  tears.    What  is't  you  fear  ? 
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Fla.  Firft,  that  you  love  me  not. 

Eug.  Not  love  my  Flavia  ! 
Wrong  not  your  judgment :  rip  up  this  amorous  breaft> 
And  in  that  temple  fee  a  heart  that  burns 
l'th'  veftal  facrifice  of  chafteft  love, 
Before  your  beauty's  deitv. 

Fla.   If  fr, 
Whence  grows  thiscoldnefs  in  foliciting 
My  brother  to  the  match  ? 

Eug.  Confider,  iweeteflr, 
I  have  a  father  rival  in  my  love  ; 
And  though  no  dutv,  reverence  nor  refpeft 
Have  power  to  change  my  thoughts  ;  yet  'tis  not  comely 
With  open  violence  to  withiland  his  will ; 
But  by  fair  counes  try  to  divert  his  mind 
From  difproportioned  affections. 
And  if  I  cannot,  then  nor  fear  of  anger, 
Nor  life,  nor  lands,  (hell  crofs  our  purpofes. 
Comfort  yourfelf,    fweet  Flavia  :  for  your  brother 
Seconds  our  hopes  with  his  beil  fervices. 

Fla.  But  other  fears  opprefs  me:   methinks  I  fee 
Antonio  my  old  father,  new  retum'd, 
Whom  all  intelligence  have  drownM  this  three  months, 
Enforcing  me  to  marry  the  fool  Pandolfo, 
Thus  to  obtain  Sulpi:ia  for  himfeif. 
And  fo  laft  night  I  dream'd,  and  ever  fince 
Have  been  fo  fcar'd,  that  if  you  haite  not, 
Expect  my  death. 

Eug.  Dreams  flow  from  thoughts  of  things  we  molt 
defire, 
Or  fear,  and  feldom  prove  true  prophets,  would  they  did, 
Then  were  I  now  in  full  poffeflion 
Of  my  belt  Flavia  :  as  I  hope  I  (hall  be. 

Cric.  Sir,  pray  take  your  leave  :  this  is  to  no  end, 
'Twill  but  increafe  your  grief  and  hers. 

Eug.  Farewell, 
Sweet  Flavia,  reft  contented  with  affurance 
Of  my  beit  love  and  fervice. 

Fla.  Farewell,  Eugenio.. 

*  Aft.  II 
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Sulpitia,  Fla<via. 

Suh  T">Flavia,  I  kifs  your  hands. 

J/        Flavia.  Sulpitia,  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  I 
faw  you  not. 

Suh  T faith,  you  have  fome  fixt  thoughts  draw  youx 
eyes  inward,  when  you  fee  not  your  friends  before  you. 

Fla.  True,  and  I  think  the  fame  that  trouble  you. 

Sul.  Then  'tis  the  love  of  a  young  gentleman,  and 
bitter  hatred  of  an  old  dotard, 

Fla.  'Tis  £o9  witnefs  your  brother  Eugenio,  and  the 
rotten  carkafs  of  Pcndolfo.  Had  I  a  hundred  hearts,  I 
ihould  want  room  to  entertain  his  love,  and  the  other's 
hate. 

Su/.  I  could  fay  as  much,  were't  not  fin  to  flander  the 
dead.  Miferable  wenches !  how  have  we  offended  our 
fathers,  that  they  mould  make  us  the  price  of  their  do- 
tage, the  medicines  of  their  griefs,  that  have  more  need 
of  phyfick  ourfelves  ?  I  mull  be  frofl- bitten  with  the  cold 
of  your  dad's  winter,  that  mine  may  thaw  his  old  ice 
with  the  fpring  of  your  iixteen.  I  thank  my  dead  mother, 
that  left  me  a  woman's  will  in  her  laft  teftament :  That's 
ail  the  weapons  we  poor  girls  can  ufe,  and  with  that  will 
I  fight  'gainfl  father,  friends,  and  kindred,  and  either  en- 
joy Lelio,  or  die  in  the  field  in's  quarrel. 

Fla.  Sulptitia,  you  are  happy  that  can  withftand  your 
fortune  with  fo    merry  a  resolution. 

Sul.  Why  ?  fhould  I  twine  my  arms  to  cables,  and 
figh  my  foul  to  air  ?  fit  up  ull  night  like  a  watch-candle, 
and  diftill  my  brains  through  my  eye-lids?  Your 
brother  loves  me,  and  I  love  your  brother  ;  and  where 
thefe  two  confent,  I  would  fain  fee  a  third  could  hin- 
der us. 

Fla.  Alas !  our  fex  is  mofl  wretched,  nurs'd  up  from 
infancy  in  continual  flavery.  No  iooner  able  to  prey  for 
ourfelves,  but  they  brail  and  hud  us  fo  with  four  awe 
of  oarents,  that  we  dare  not  offer  to  bate  at  our  defires. 

And 
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And  whereas  it  becomes  men  to  vent  their  amorous  paf- 
fions  at  their  pleafure  ;  we,  poor  fouls,  muil  rake  up  our 
affedtions  in  the  afhes  of  a  burnt  heart,  not  daring  to 
figh,  without  excufe  of  the  fplcen,  or  fit  of  the  mother. 

Sul.  I  plainly  will  profefs  my  loveofLelio,  'tishoneft, 
chafte,  and  ftains  no  moderty.  Shall  I  be  married  to  An- 
tonio, that  hath  been  a  fous'd  fea-fifh  thefe  three  months  ? 
and  if  he  be  alive,  comes  home  with  as  many  impairs  as 
a  hunting  gelding  or  a  fall' n  pack -norfe.  No,  no,  I'll  fee , 
him  freeze  to  cryflal  firft.  In  other  things,  good  father, 
I  am  your  moil  obedient  daughter,  but  in  this  a  pure 
woman.  'Tis  your  part  to  offer,  mine  to  refufe,  if  I 
like  not.  Lelio's  a  handfome  gentleman,  young,  frefh, 
rich,  and  well  fafhionM  ;  and  hitu  will  Sulpitia  have,  or 
die  a  maid :  And  i'faith,  the  temper  of  my  blood  tells 
me,  I  never  was  born  to  fo  cold  a  misfortune.  Fie  Fla- 
via  !  fie  wench !  no  more  tears  and  fighs,  cheer  up ; 
Eugenio  to  my  knowledge  loves  you,  and  you  fhall 
have  him ;  I  fay  you  fhall  have  him . 

Fla.  1  doubt  not  of  his  love,  but  know  no  means  how 
he  dares  work  againft  fo  great  a  rival ;  your  father  in  a 
fpleen  may  difinherit  him. 

Sul.  And  give't  to  whom  ?  h' as  none  but  him  and  me : 
what  though  he  doat  awhile  upon  your  beauty,  he  will 
not  prove  unnatural  to  his  fon.  Go  to  your  chamber  ; 
my  genius  whifpers  in  my  ear,  and  fwears,  this  night  we 
fhall  enjoy  our  loves  ;  and  with  that  hope  farewell. 

Fla.  Farewell,  Sulpitia. 

A&.  III.  Seen.  i. 

Fandolfo9  Cricca. 

<P*ff.TT7HlLEthe  aftrologer  hews  outTrincalo, 

W     Squaring  and  framing  him  t'Antonio, 
Cricca,  I'll  make  thee  partner  of  a  thought 
That  fomething  troubles  me. 

Grid 
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Cric.  Say,  fir,  what  is' t? 

Pan.  I  have  no  heart  to  give  Albumazar 
The  chain  I  promis'd  him. 

Cric.  Deliver  it  me, 
And  I'll  prefent  it  to  him  in  your  name. 

ran.  T'has  been  an    heir- loom    to    our  houfe  four- 
hundred  yearsr 
And  mould  I  leave  it  now,  I  fear  good  fortune 
Would  fly  from  us,  and  follow  it, 

^  Cric.  Then  give  him 
The  price  in  gold. 

Pan.   h  comes  to  a  hundred  pounds  ; 
And  how  would  that,  well  huftanded,  grow  in  time? 
I  was  a  fool  to  prcmife,  I  confefs  it, 
I  was  too  hot  and  forward  in  the  bufinefs. 

Cric.  Indeed  I  wonder'd  that  your  wary  thriftinefs^ 
Not  wont  to  drop  one  penny  in  a  quarter 
Id  y,  would  part  withluch  a  fum  fo  eafily. 

Pan.  My  covetous  thrift  aims  at  no  other  mark 
Than  in  fit  time  and  place  to  mew  my  bounty. 
Who  gives  continually,  may  want  at  length 
Wherewith  to  feed  his  liberality. 
But  for  the  love  of  my  dear  Flavia 
I  would  not  fpare  my  life,  much  lefs  my  treafure^ 
Yet  if  with  honour  I  can  win  her  cheaper. 
Why  mould  I  call  away  fo  great  a  fum  ? 

Cric.  True  :  I  have  a  trick  now  hatching  in  my  brain, 
How  you  my  handfomly  preferve  your  credit, 
And  fave  the  chain. 

Pan.  I  would  gladly  do  it^ 
But  fear  he  understands  us  what  we  fay. 

Cnc.  What  can  you  lofe  to  try 't  ?  if  it  take, 
There's  fo  muchfav'd,  if  otherwife,.  nothing  loft.- 
Pan.  What  is't,  go:d  Cricca  ? 

Cric.  Soon  as  Albumazar  corner,  loaded  with  news. 
Of  th'  tranfmutation  of  your  fervant  Trincalo, 
I'll,  entertain  him  here,  mean  while  ileal  you 
Clofely  into  the  room,  and  quickly  hide 
Some  fpecial  piece  of  plate  :  Then  run  out  amaz'd, 
Roaring,  that  all  the  ftreet  may  know  y'are  robb'd. 

Next 
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Mext  threaten  to  attach  him,  and  accufe  him 
Before  a  juftice,  and  in  th'end  agree 
[f  he  reft  ore  the  plate,  you'll  give  the  chain, 
Otherwife  not. 

Pan.  But  if  we  be  difcover'd  ! 
For  by  his  inftruments  and  familiars 
He  can  do  much. 

Cric.  Lay  all  the  fault  on  Trincalo. 
But  here's  the  main  point.     If  you  can  difTemble 
Cunningly,  and  frame  your  countenance  to  exprefo 
Pity  and  anger,  that  fo  learn'd  a  man 
Should  ufe  his  friend  fo  bafely ;  if  you  can  call 
An  out-cry  well,  roar  high  and  terrible. 

Pan.  I'll  fetch  aery  from  th'bottcm  of  my  heels 
But  I'll  roar  loud  enough  ;  and  thou  mull  fecond  me 
With  wonder  at  the  fudden  accident. 

trie,  But  yours  is  the  main  part,  for  as  you  play  t 
You  win  or  lofe  the  chain. 

Pan.  No  more,  no  more,  he  comes. 


Aft.  III.  Seen.  2. 

Albumazar,  Pandolfoy  Cricca. 

Alb.  Qlgnior  Pandolfa,  three  quarters  of  an  hour 
ij  Renders  your  fervant  perfectly  transform'd. 

Cric .  Is  he  not  wholly  chang'd  ?  what  parts  are  wanting  ? 

Alb.  Antonio's  Ihape  hath  cloth'd  his  bulk  and  vifage^ 
Only  his  hands  and  feet,  fo  large  and  callous, 
Require  more  time  to  iupple. 

Cric.  Pray  you,  fir, 
How  long  {hall  he  retain  this  metamorphofis  ? 

Alb.  Thecompleat  circle  of  a  natural  day. 

Cric.  A  natural  day  !  are  any  days  unnatural  ? 

Alb.  I  mean  the  revolution  of  thffirft  mover, 
Juft  twice  twelve  hours,  in  which  period  the  rapt  motion 
Rovvls  all  the  orbs  from  eaft  to  Occident. 

Pun,  Help,  help,  thieves,  thieves,  neigbours    I   am 

robb'd,  thieves,  thieves  ! 

Cric , 
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trie.  What  a  noife  make  you  fir  ? 
Pan.  Have  I  not  reafon 
That  thus  am  robbM  ?  thieves,  thieves,  call  conftabks 
I  he  watch  and  fcrjeants,   friends  and  conftables, 
Neighbours,  I  am  undone. 
Cric.  This  is  well  begun 
So  he  hold  out  dill  with  a  higher  ftrain. 
What  ails  you,  fir? 

Pan.  Cricca,  my  chamber's  fpoil'd 
Of  all  my  hangings,  cloathsand  filver  plate. 

Cric.  Why    this  is  bravely  feigned  ;    continue,  fir. 
Pan.  Lay  all  the  goldfmiths,  keepers,  marflials,  bailiffs 
Lnc .Fie,  fir,  your  paffion  falls,  cry  louder,  roar 
That  all  the  ftree-t  may  hear. 

Pan.  Thieves,  thieves,  thieves  ! 
All  that  I  had  is  gone,  and  more  than  all. 

Cric    Ha  ha,  ha,  hold  out;  lay  out  a  lion's  throat, 
A  little  louder. 

Pan.  I  can  cry  no  longer, 
My  throat's  fore,  I  am  robb'd,  all's  gone, 
Both  my  own  treafure,  and  the  things  I  borrow'd. 
Make  thou  an  out-cry,  I  have  loll  my  voice ; 
Cry  fire,  and  then  they'll  hear  thee. 

Cric.  Good,  good,  thieves, 
What  have  you  loft  ? 

Pan.  Wine,  jewels,  table-cloths, 
A  cupboard  of  rich  plate. 

Cric.  Fie,  you'll  fpoil  all. 
Now  you  outdo  it.     Say  but  a  bowl  or  two. 

Pan.  Villain,  I  fay  all's  gone  ;   the  room's  as  clean 
As  a  wip'd  looking-glafs  :  oh  me,  oh  me  f 
Cric.  What,  in  good  earneft  ? 
Pan.  Fool  in  accurfed  earneft. 
Cric.  You  gull  me  fure. 
Pan.  The  window  towards  the  fouth  ftands  ope,  from 
whence  went  all  my  treafure.     Where's  the  aftrologer  ? 

Alb.  Here,  fir,  and  hardly  can  abftain  from  laughing 
To  fee  you  vex  yourfelf  in  vain. 

Pan.  In  vain,  Albumazar  ? 
I  left  my  plate  with  you,  and  'tis  all  vanifh'd, 

And 
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Knd.  you  mall  anfvver  it. 

Jib.  O  !  were  it  poftible 
Sy  pow'r  of  art  to  check  what  art  hath  done, 
four  man  fhould  ne'er  be  changed :  to  wrong  me  thus 
N\\h  foul  fufpicion  of  flit  felony  ? 
four  plate,  your  cloth  of  filver,  wine,  and  jewels, 
„inen,  and  all  the  reft,  I  gave  to  Trincalo, 
md  for  more  fafety,  locked  them  in  the  lobby, 
ie'H  keep  them  carefully.     But  as  you  love  your  mi- 

ftrefs, 

Difturb  him  not  this  half  hour,  left  you'll  have  him 
like  to  a  centaur,  ha'f  clown,  h  Jf  gentleman ; 
uffer  his  ^oot  and  hand  that's  yet  untouched, 
*o  be  innobled  like  his  other  members. 

Pan.  Albumazar,  I  pray  you  pardon  me, 
"h'unlook'd-for  barenefs  of  the  room  amaz'd  me. 

Alb.  How  !  think  you  me  fo  negligent  to  commit  ' 
>o  ricn  a  mafs  of  treafure  to  th'open  danger 
Df  a  large  cafement,  and  fufpicious  alley  ? 
^o,  fir,  my  facrifice  no  fooner  done, 
3ut  I  wrapped  all  up  fafe,  and  gave  it  Trincalo. 
"  could  be  angry,  but  that  your  fudden  fear 
ixcufes  you.     Fie,  fuch  a  noife  as  this 
rlalf  an  hour  paft,  had  fcar'd  the  intelligences, 
\nd  fpoird  the  work  ;  but  no  harm  done,  go  walk 
leftward,  directly  weftward,  one  half  hour  : 
Then  turn  back,  and  take  your  fervant  turn'd  t' Antonio, 
\nd  as  you  like  my  fkill,  perform  your  promife, 
L  mean  the  chain. 

Pan.  Content,  let's  ftill  go  weftward, 
Weftward,  good  Cricca,  ftill  diredly  weftward. 


A£t  III,     Seen.  3. 

Albumazar,  Ronca,    Harpax,  Furbo. 
Alb.  rvURBO,  Harpax,  and  Ronca,  come  out,  all's 

p  clear. 

Why  here\a  noble  prize  worth  venturing  for. 


gjr  Albumazar, 

Is  not  this  braver  than  freak  all  night  in  danger, 
Picking  of  locks,  or  hooking  cloths  it  windows  ? 
Here's  plate  and  gold,   and  cloth,  and  meat  and  wine, 
All  rich,  and  e^fily  got.     Ronca,  flay  hereabout, 
And  wait  till  Trincaio  come  forth :  then  call  him 
With  a  low  reverence  Antonio, 
Give  him  this  gold  with  thanks,  tell  him  he  lent  it 
Before  he  went  to  Barbary. 

Ron.  How!  lofe  ten  pieces  ? 

Alb.  There's  a  neceflity  in't,  devife  fome  courfe 
To  get't  again  ;  if  not,  our  gain's  fufficicnt 
To  bear  that  lots.     Furbo,  find  oat  Javjlona 
The  courtezan,  let  her  feign  herfelf  a  gentlewoman, 
Inamour'd  of  Antonio  ;  bid  her  invite  him 
To  banquet  with  her,  and  by  all  means  poflible 
Force  him  ftay  there  two  hours. 

Ear.  Why  two  hours  ? 

Alb.  That  in  that  time  thou  mayft  convey 
Our  treafure  to  the  inn,  and  fpeak  a  boat 
Ready  for  Gr.ivefend,  and  provide  a  fupper: 
Where,  with  thofe  precious  liquors,  and  good  meats, 
We'll  cheer  our  elves ;  and  thus  well  fed,  and  merry, 
Take  boat  by  night. 

Fur.  And  what  will  you  do  ? 

Alb.  Firilin,  and  ufher  out  our  changeling  Trincaio. 
Then  finifh  up  a  bufinefs  of  great  profit, 
Begun  with  a  rich  merchant,  that  admires 
My  fkill  in  alchymy.     I  mufl  not  lofe  it. 

Ron.  Harpax,  beftow  the  plate  ;  Furbo,  our  beards, 
Black  patches  for  our  eyes,   ana  other  properties, 
And  at  the  fame  time  and  place  meet  all  at  fupper. 


Aft.  III.      Seen.  4. 

Albumazar,  Trircalo. 
Alb.  QTAND   forth,    transform'd  Antonio,   fully 

k3         mued 
From  brown  roak  feathers  of  dull  yeomanry 
To  th'  glorious  bloom  of  gentry  :  plume  yourfelf  fieek  ; 

Swear 
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Swear  boldly  y'are  the  man  you  reprefent 
To  all  that  dare  deny  it. 

Trin.  I  find  my  thoughts 
Moft  ftrangcly  alter'd,  but  methinks  my  face 
Feels  ftill  like  Trincalo. 

Alb.  You  imagine  fo. 
Senfes  are  oft  deceiv'd.     As  an  attentive  angler 
Fixing  his  fteady  eyes  on  the  fwift  ftreams 
Of  a  iteep  tumbling  torrent,  no  fooner  Urns 
His  fight  to  land,  but  giddy,  thinks  the  firm  banks 
And  conftant  trees,  move  like  the  running  waters : 
So  you  that  thirty  years  have  liv'd  in  Trincalo, 
Chang'd  fuddenly,  think  y'are  fo  ftill ;  but  inftantly 
Thefe  thoughts  will  vaniih. 

Trin.  Give  me  a  loo  king -glafs 
To  read  your  (kill  in  thefe  new  lineaments. 

Alb.  Vd  rather  give  you  poifon;  for  a  glafs 
By  fecret  power  of  crofs  reflections, 
And  optick  virtue,  fpoils  the  wond'rous  work 
Of  transformation,  and  in  a  moment  turns  you, 
Spight  of  my  fkill,  to  Trincalo  as  before. 
We  read  that  Apuleius  was  by  a  rofe 
Chang1  d  from  an  afs  to  man  :  fo  by  a  mirror, 
You'll  lofe  this  noble  luftre,  and  turn  afs. 
I  humbly  take  my  leave  ;  but  ftill  remember 
T'avoid  the  devil,  and  a  looking-glafs. 
New-born  Antonio,  I  kifs  your  hands. 

Trin.  Divine  Albumazar,  I  kifs  your  hands. 


Adt.  III.     Seen.  5. 

Trincalo,  Rone  a. 

^7',;,\T^  ^  ^  am  Srown  a  gentleman,  and  a  fine 

jLNI  one, 

1  know',  by  th'kifung  of  my  hands  fo  courtly. 
My  courteous  km.es  bend  in  fo  true  diftance, 
As  if  my  foot  walk'd  in  a  frame  on  purpofe. 
Thus  I  accoft  you  -,  or  thus,  fwcet  fir,  your  fervant: 

Nay, 
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Nay  more,  your  fervant's  fervant :  that's  your  grand- 

fervant. 
I  could  defcend  from  the  top  of  Paul's  to  th'  bottom, 
And  on  each  flep  drew  parting  compliments. 
Strive  for  a  door,  while  a  good  carpenter 
Might  make  a  new  one.     1  am  your  fhadow,  fir, 
And  bound  to  wait  upon  you  ;  i'faith  I  will  not :  pray, 

fir,  Sec. 

0  brave  Albumazar  f 

Ron.  Juft  JE fop's  crow,  prink'd  up  in  borrow'd  feathers. 

Trz'n.  My  veins  are  nll'd  with  newnefs :  O  for  a  fur* 
geon 
To  ope  this  arm,  and  view  my  gentle  blood, 
To  try  if 't  run  two  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

1  feel  my  underftanding  is  enlarg'd 

With  the  rare  knowledge  of  this  latter  age. 
A  facred  fury  over-fways  me.     Prime, 
Deal  quickly,  play,  difcard,  I  fet  ten  millings  and  fix- 
pence. 
You  fee't  ?  my  reft,  five  and  a  fifty.     Boy,  more  cards, 
And  as  thou  go'ft,  lay  out  fome  roaring  oaths 
For  me ;  I'll  pay  thee  again  with  intereft. 

0  brave  Albumazar ! 

Ron.  How  his  imagination  boils,  aud  works  in  all 
things 
He  ever  faw  or  heard  ' 

JW».  At  gleek  ?  content. 
A  mourneval  of  aces,  gleek  of  knaves, 
Juft  nine  a  piece.     Sir,  my  grey  Barbary 
'Gainft  your  dun  cow,  three  train  fcents  and  th'courfe, 
For  fifty  pound  ;  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 
I'll  meet  next  cocking,  and  bring  a  haggard  with  me 
That  ftoops  as  free  as  lightning,  ftrikes  like  thunder. 

1  lie  ?  my  reputation  you  mall  hear  on't. 

0  brave  Albumazar  ! 

Ron.  He'll  grow  ftark  mad,  I  fear  me. 
Trin.  Now  I  know 

1  am  perfectly  transform'd,  my  mind  incites  me 
To  challenge  fome  brave  fellow  for  my  credit, 
And  for  more  fafety,  get  fome  friend  in  private 
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To  take  the  bufinefs  up  in  peace  ?nd  quiet. 

Ron.  Signior  Antonio  ? 

Trin.  There's  not  a  crumb  of  Trincalo 
In  all  this  frame,  but  the  love  of  Armellina  : 
Were't  not  for  thee  Pd  travel,  and  home  again, 
As  wife  as  I  went  over. 

Ron.  Signior  Antonio  !  welcome  ten  thoufand  times: 
Bleft  be  the  heavens  and  feas  for  your  return. 

Trin.  I  thank  you,  fir:  Antonio  is  your  fervanr, 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well.  Fie  !   I  kiis  your  hands,  and 
thus  accoft  you. 

Ron.  This  three  months  all  your  kindred,  friends,  and 
children. 
Mourn'd  for  your  death. 

Trin.  And  fo  they  well  might  do, 
For  five  days  I  was  under  water ;  and  at  length 
Got  up  and  fpread  myfelf  upon  a  chert, 
Rowing  with  arms,  and  fleering  with  my  feet ; 
And  thus  in.five  days  more  got  land  :  believe  it, 
I  made  a  moll:  incredible  efcape, 
And  fafe  return  from  Barbary  :  at  your  fervice. 

Ron.  Welcome  ten  thoufand  times  from  Barbary, 
No  friend  more  glad  to  fee  Antonio 
Than  I :  nor  am  I  thus  for  nope  of  gain  ; 
But  that  I  find  occafion  to  be  grateful 
By  your  return.     Do  you  remember,  fir, 
Before  you  went,  as  I  was  once  arretted, 
And  could  nor  put  in  bail,  you  palling  by, 
Lent  me  ten  pound,  and  fo  difcharg'd  the  debt  ? 

Trin.    Yes,  yes,  as  well  as  'twere  but  yeflerday. 

Ron.  Oft  have  I  waited  at  your  houfe  with  monev, 
And  many  thanks  ;  but  you  were  itill  beyond  feas. 
Now  am  I  happy  of  this  fair  occafion 
To  teftify  my  honeil  care  to  pay  you  : 
For  you  may  need  it. 

Trin.  Sir,  I  do  indeed, 
Witnefs  my  treafure  call  away  by  fhipwreck. 

Ron.  Here,  fir. 

Trin.  Is  the  gold  good  ?  for  mine  was  good  I  lent  you. 
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Ron.  It  was,  and  fo  is  this.    Signior  Antonio,  for  this 
courtefy, 
Call  me  your  fervant. 

Trim*  Farewell,  good  fervant,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  I 
know  not  fo  much  as  his  name !  ten  pounds  ?  this  change 
is  better  than  my  birth  ;  for  in  all  the  years  of  my  yeo- 
manry, 1  could  never  yoak  two  crowns,  and  now  I  have 
hoarded  ten  fair  twenty  milling  pieces.  Now  will  I  go  to 
this  aftrologer,  and  hire  him  to  turn  my  cart  to  a  caroch, 
my  four  jades  to  two  Dutch  mares,  my  miflrefs  Armel- 
lina  to  a  lady,  my  plow -boy  Dick  to  two  guarded  foot- 
men :  then  will  I  hurry  myfelf  into  the  mercer's  books, 
wear  rich  clothes,  be  called  Tony  by  a  great  man,  fell  my 
lands,  pay  no  debts,  hate  citizens,  and  beat  ferjeants ; 
and  when  all  fails,  fneak  out  of  Antonio  with  a  two- 
penny looking-glafs,  and  turn  as  true  Trincalo  as  ever. 


Ad.  III.  Seen.  6. 

HarpaXy  Trincalo, 

Harp.  fMgnior  Antonio,  welcome. 

i^     Trin,  My  life  here's  ten  pound  more, 
I  thank  you  heartily. 

Harp.  Never  in  fitter  feafon  could  J  find  you. 
Jf  you  remember,  fir,  before  you  went 
To  Barbary,  I-lent  you  ten  pound  in  gold. 

Trim  Faith  I  remember  no  fuch  thing,  excufe  me, 
What  may  I  call  your  name  ? 
Harp.  My  name  is  Harp  ax, 
Your  friend  and  neighbour,  of  your  old  acquaintance. 
Trip.  What,  Harpax  !  I  am  your  lervant,  I  kifs  your 
hands. 
Yon  muft  excufe  me,  you  never  lent  me  money. 
Harp.  Sir,  ,as  I  live,  ten  twenty  milling  pieces. 
Trin.  Dangers  at  fea,  I  find;  have  huftmy  memory. 
Harp.  Why  here's  yc  ;  hand- writing,  feaTd  and 

fign'd 
In  } ft  your  a 

Tnn. 
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Trin.  'Tis  true,  'tis  true  5  but  I  fuftain'd  great  loffes 
By  reafon  of  the  mipwreck.     Here's  five  pieces, 
Will  that  content  you  ?  and  to  morrow  morning 
Come  to  my  houfe  and  take  the  reft. 
±-Har.  Well,  fir, 

Tho'  my  neceffity  would  importune  you 
For  all,  yet  on  your  worfhip's  word,  the  reft 
I'll  call  for  in  the  morning.     Farewel,  Antonio, 
TrzKj  I  fee  we  gentlemen  can  fometimes  borrow 
As  well  as  lend,  and  are  as  loth  to  pay 
As  meaner  men.     I'll  home,  left  other  creditors 
Call  for  the  reft. 


Ad:.  Ill,  Seen,  7. 

Rone  a,  Trincalo. 

-Ron.  {Mgnior  Antonio  !  I  faw  you  as  you  landed, 

O  And  in  great  hafte  follow'd  to  congratulate. 
Your  fafe  return,  with  thefe  moft  wifti'd  embraces. 
frfam  And  I  accept  your  joy  with  like  affection. 
How  do  you  call  yourfelf  ? 

Ron.  Have  you  forgot 
Your  dear  friend  Ronca,  whom  you  lov'd  fo  well  ? 
Trin.   O,  I  remember  now  my  dear  friend  Ronca. 
Ron.  Thanks  to  the  fortune  of  the  fea?  that  fav'd  yon-.' 
Irin.  I  fear  J  owe  him  money  :  how  {hall  I  fhift  hiui  ? 
How  do's  your  body,  Ronca  ? 

Ron.  My  dear  Antonio, 
Never  fo  well  as  now  I  have  the  power 
Thus  to  embrace  my  friend,  whom  all  th' Exchange 
Cave  drown'd  for  three  whole  months.     My  dear  Aft-"* 
tonio ! 
Trin.  I  thank  you,  fir. 
Ron.  I  thank  you. 
Trin.  While  my  dear  Ronca 
Clipt  me,  my  purfe  ftiook  dangeroufiy ;  yet  both  his 
arms 

C  2  And 
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And  hands  embraced  my  neck  :  nere's  none  behind  me 
How  can  this  be  ? 

Ron.  Mod  dear  Antonio, 
Was  not  your  paffage  dangerous  from  Parbary  ? 
We  had  great  winds  and  tempefts ;  and  I  fear  me, 
You  felt  the  force  at  fea. 

Trim.   Yes,  deareft  Ronca. 
How's  this  ?  I  fee  his  hands,  and  yet  my  purfe  is  gone. 

Ron.  Signior  Antonio,  I  fee  your  mind's  much  troubled 
About  affairs  of  worth  ;  I  take  my  leave, 
And  kifs  your  hands  of  liberality. 

Trim.  And  kifs  my  hands  of  liberality  ? 
I  gave  him  nothing  :  Oh  my  purfe  ! 
X)ear  mailer  Ronca. 

Ron.  What's  your  pleafure,  fir  ? 
Trim.  Shew  me  your  hand. 
Ron.  Here  'tis. 
Trin.  But  where's  th'other  ? 
Ron.  Why  here. 

Trin.  But. I  mean  where's  your  other  hand? 
Ron.  Think  you  me  the  giant  with  a  hundred  hands? 
Trim.  Give  me  your  right. 
Ron.  My  right  ? 
Trin.   Your  left. 
Ren.  My  left  ? 
Trim.  iNowboth. 

Ron.  There's  both,  my  dear  Antonio : 
Keep  yourfelf  dark,  eat  broth:  your  fearful  paffage, 
And  want  of  natural  reft,  hath  made  you  framick. 
Trin.  Villain,  rogue,  cut-purfe,  thief,  dear  Ronca  flay. 

He's  gore 

I'thMevil's  name,  how  could  this  fellow  do  it  ? 
I  felt  his  hands  fall  lock'  d  about  my  neck  ; 
And  ftill  he  fpoke.  It  could  not  be  his  mouth  : 
For  that  was  full  of  dear  Antonio  : 
My  life  he  itoie't  with  his  feet  :  fuch  a  trick  more 
Will  work  worfe  with  me  than  a  looking-glafc  : 
To  lofe  five  pound  in  court'fy,  and  the  reft 
-In  falaution ! 

Ran. 
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Ron.  Signior  Antonio, 
What  ails  you  ? 

Trin.  Ronca,  a  rogue,  a  cut-purfe, 
Hath  robb'd  me  of  five  twenty  milling  pieces. 

Ron.  What  kind  of  man  was  he,  ibmething  like  me  ? 

Trin.  H'ad  fuch  a  thievifh  countenance  as  your  own, 
But  that  he  wore  a  black  patch  o'er  his  eye. 

Ron.  Met  you  with  Ronca?  'tis  the  cunning'ft  nimmev 
Of  the  whole  company  of  cut-purfe  hall : 
I  am  forry  I  was  not  here  to  warn  you  of  him. 


Ad.  III.     Seen.  8. 

Fur bo 9  B  evil  on  a,  Trincalo. 
i^.TOU  RBO,  no  moxe,  unlefsthy  words  were  charms 

J/    Of  power  to  revive  him  :  Antonio's  dead. 
He's  dead,  and  in  his  death  hath  buried 
All  my  delights:  my  ears  are  deaf  to  mufick 
That  founds  of  pleafure  :  fing  then  the  dolefuirft  notes 
That  e'er  were  fet  by  melancholy  :  O  Antonio  ! 

Furbo  fings  this  fong. 
Flow  fir earns  of  liquid fa Its  from  my  fad  eyes, 
To  celebrate  his  mournful  ex e quiet. 
Antonio '/  dead,  he^s  dead,  and  I  remain 
To  draw  my  poor  life  in  continual pain % 
Till  it  have  paid  to  hi  i  fad  memory 
Duty  of  love  :  O  then  mofl  willingly, 
Drowned  with  my  tears,  as  he  with  waves,  Td.fi. 
Bev.  Break  thy  fad  firings,  and  inftrument :  O  ftrange  ! 
he's  here. 
Signior  Antonio  !  my  heart's  fweet  content ! 
My  life  and  better  portion  of  my  foul ! 
Are  you  return'd  and  fafe  ?  for  whofe  fad  death 
I  fpentfuch  ftreams  of  tears,  aud  gufts  of  fighs. 
Or  is't  my  love,  that  to  my  longing  fancy 
Frames  your  defired  fhape,  and  mocks  my  fenfes  ? 
Trin.   Whom  do  you  talk  withal,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

C  3  Bev 
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Bev.  With  my  bed  friend,  commander  of  my  life,. 
My  mod  belov'd  Antonio. 

Yr'm.  With  me  ? 
What's  your  defire  with  me,  fweet  lady  ? 

Bev.  Sir,  to  command  me,  as  you  have  done  ever,. 
To  what  you  pleafe  :  for  all  my  liberty 
Lies  in  your  fervice. 

Trim.  Now  1  fmell  the  bufmefs. 
This  is  fome  gentlewoman  enamourM 
With  him  whole  fhape  I  bear.     Fie  !  what  an  afs 
Was  I  to  flrange  myfelf,  and  lofe  the  occafion 
Of  a  good  banquet,  and  her  company  ? 
I'll  mend  it  as  I  can. — Madam,  I  did  but  jeft,. 
To  try  if  abfence  caus'd  you  to  forget 
A  friend  that  lov'd  you  ever. 

Bev.  Forget  Antonio, 
Whofe  dear  remembrance  doth  inform  the  foul 
Of  your  poor  fervant  Bevilona  !  no, 
No^  had  you  dy'd,  it  had  not  quench'-done  fpark 
Of  th1  fweet  affection  which  your  love  hath  kindPd 
In  this  warm  breail, 

Tn'n.  Madam,  the  waves  had  drown'd  me, 
But  that  your  love  held  up  my  chin. 

Bev.  Will't  pleafe  you 
Enter  and  reft  yourfelf,  refrefh  the  wearinefs 
Of  your  hard  travel ;   [  have  good  wine  and  fruits. 
My  hufband's  out  of  town :  you  {hall  command 
My  houfe,  and  all  that's  in't. 
Trim.  Why,  are  you  married  r 
Bev.  Have  you  forgot  my  hufband,  an  angry  roarer? 
^rin.  O,  I  remember  him  :  but  if  he  come. 
Bev.  Whence  grows  this  fear?  how  come  you  fo  re- 
fpeftful  I 
You  were  not  wont  be  numVd  with  fuch  a  coldns. 
Co  in,  fweet  life,  go  in. 

Trin.  O,  I  remember  while  I  liv'd  in  Barbary 
A  pretty  fong  the  Moors  fing  to  a  gridiron  : 
Sweet  madanv  by  your  favour  I'll  fing't  to  this 

Moth 
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Jlcoch,  dolajk,  &c.     Thus  'tis  in  Englifh. 
My  heart  inflames  doth  fry > 
Of  all  thy  beauty , 
While  I 
Die. 
Fie  f 
And  why 
Should"1]}  thou  deny 
Me  thy  fweet  company  ? 
My  brains  to  tears  do  flow ', 
-  While  all  below 
Doth  gloiu. 

or 

Foe. 

if/*, 

How  cavfl  tfiou  go 
About  to  fay  me  no  ? 
This  the  Moors  call  two  wings  upon  a  gridiron. 
But  it  goes  fweeter  for  o'th'iron  inftrument. 

Ron.  There's  one  within  my  kitchen  ready  flrung  :  ga 

in, 
Trin.  Sweet  lady,  pardon  me,  I'll  follow  you. 
Happy  Antonio  in  fo  rare  a  miftrefs ! 
But  happier  I,  that  in  his  place  enjoy  her  ; 
I  fay  ftill,  there's  no  pleafure  like  transforming. 


Ad.    III.    Seen.  9. 

Ronca,  Bevilo  <a%  Trtncalo. 
2?g#.T^ T  O  W  is  the  afs  expccling  of  a  banquet", 

JJS|    Ready  to  court,  embrace,  and  kit's  his  mill  re  fi.' 
But  I'll  foon  ftarve  him.     What  ho  !  [Knocks  at  tbi  <t  ir. 
Bev.  Who's  that  fo  boldly  knocks  ?  1  am  not  within  i 
Or  bufy  :  why  fo  importunate  r  who  is'c : 
Roa.  *Tis  I. 
Bcv.  Your  name  ? 

Ron,  Thomas  ap  William,  ap  Morgan,  ap  Davy,  ap 
Roger,  &c, 

C  i,  jrw* 


Trin.  Spinola's  camp's  broke  loofe-.atroop  of  foldiers! 

fir. 
Bev.  O  me!  my  hufband!  O  me  wretch!  'tis  my  hu- 
fband. 
Trim  One  man,  and  wear  fo  many  names ! 
Brv.  Ofir, 
H'as  more  outragious  devils  in  his  rage 
Than  names.     As  you  refpect  your  iife,  avoid  him. 
Down  at  that  window. 

Trin.  'Tis  as  high  as  Paul's. 
Open  the  garden  door. 

Benj.  He  has  the  keys. 
Down  at  fome  window,  as  you  love  your  life, 
Tender  my  honour,  and  your  fafety. 

Ron.  Bevilona! 
Dov/n,  or  I'll  break  the  doors,  and  with  the  fplinters 
Beat  all  thy  bones  to  pieces  :  down  you  whore  ! 
Be<v.  Be  patient  but  a  little  ;  I  come  inftantly. 
Trin.  Ha'  you  no  trunk  nor  chefl  to  hide  me  ? 
Bev.  None,  fir. 
Alas  I  am  clean  undone,  it  is  my  hufband. 

Ron.  Doubrlefs  this  whore  hath  fome  of  her  compa- 
nions 
That  wrong  me  thus.     But  if  I  catch  the  villain, 
I'll  bathe  my  hungry  fword,  and  (harp  revenge, 
In  his  heart-blood.     Come  doun. 

Bev.  I  cannot,    ftay. 
There  Hand?  an  empty  hogfhead  with  a  falfe  bottom 
To  ope  and  {hut  at  pleafure  ;  come  hither  in, 
In,  as  you  bvc  yeaf  life. 

Trin    But  hear  you,  madam, 
Is  there  no  looking- glafs  within't?  for  I  hateglaffes 
As  naturally  as  fome  do  cats,  or  checfe. 
Bc*u    In,   in,  there's  none. 
Ron.  Who  now  ?  is  the  afs  pafs'd  ? 
£cv.  I  tunn'd  him  up,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  fear  he'll  fall 

a  working. 
Ron.  Second  me  handfomely,  we'll  entertain  him 
An  hour  or  two,   and  laugh  and  get  his  cloaths 
'i.jim  ke  our  fport  up.  Wife,  where's  the  empty  hogfhead 

That 


Albumazar.  $j 

That  was  wont  to  (land  under  the  flairs  ? 

Be<v.  There  dill. 

Ron  Out  with  it  quickly  :  I  mufthveit   filPd. 

Be<v.  Not  to  day, good  fir,  to  morrow  will  ferve  as  well. 

Ron.  Imuil  ha't  now. 

Be*v,  'Tis  more  than  I  can  carry. 

Ron.  Til  help  thee  :  fo,  fo.    Foh!  this  veffel's  mufty. 
Fetch  out  feme  water. 

Be<v.  Fetch't  yourfelf. 

Trin  Pox  of  all  tranfmutation,  lam  fmother'd. 
Lady,  as  you  love  me,    give  the  hogfhead  vent. 
The  beer  'that's  in't  will  work  and  break  the  veffel. 

Be<v.  Signicr  Antonio,  as  you  love  your  life, 
Lie  i'ill  and  clofe,  for  if  you  ftir  you  die. 

Ron.  So,  fo,  now  fhake  it,  fo,  fo. 

Trin.  Oh  I  am  drown'd,  I  drown ! 

Ron.    Whence  comes  this  hollow  found?  I  drown,   I 
(mother. 
My  Life  tis  Trincalo,  for  I  have  heard  that  coxcomb, 
Tnatafs,  that  clown,  feeks  to  corrupt  my  wife, 
Sending  his  fruit  and  dainties  from  the  country. 

0  that  'twere  he  !   How  would  I  ufe  the  villain  ! 
Firft  crop  his  ears,    then  flit  his  nofe  and  geld  hirr^* 
And  with  a  red  hot  iron  fear  his  raw  wounds  ; 
Then  barrel  him  again,  and  fend  the  eunuch 

To  the  great  Turk  to  keep  his  concubines. 

Who's  w.'thin  here  ?     [  Trincalo  knocks  in  the  tub. 

Bev.  One  that  you  dare  not  touch. 

Ron.  One  that  I  dare  not  ?  [Comes  out. 

Out,  villain,  out Signior  Antonio  ! 

Had  it  been  any  but  yourfelf,  he  died. 
But  as  you  fav  d  my  life  before  you  went, 
So  now  command  mine  in  your  fervices. 

1  would  have  fworn  y'had  been  drown' d  in  Barbary. 

Trin.  'Twas  a  hard  paffage  :  but  not  fo  dangerous 
As  was  this  veffel.     Pray  you  conceive  no  ill, 
I  me<-nt  no  harm,  but  call'd  o;  your  wife  to  know 
How  my  fon  Lelio  did,  and  daughter  Flavia. 

Ron.  Sir,  I  believe  you. 

Trin.  But  I  mud  tell  you  one  thing* 

C  5  Yo  I 


You  mud  not  be  fo  jealous,  on  my  honour 
She's  very  honeft. 

Ron.  For  you  I  make  no  queftion. 
But  there's  a  rogue  called  Trincalo,  whom  if  I  catchy. 
Ill  i  teach  him. 

Trin.  Who,  you  mean  Pandolfo's  farmer  ? 
Alas,  poor  fool,  he's  a  ftark  afs,   but  harmlefs. 
And  tho'  fhe  talk  with  Jiim,  'tis  but  to  laugh, 
As  all  the  world  do's  at  hira :    come,   be  friends 
At  my  entreaty. 

Ron.  Sir,  for  your  fake. 

fle-v.  I  thank  you. 

Trin.  Let's  have,  a  fire  •>  and  while  I  dry  myfel£, 
Provide  good  wine  and  meat.     I'll  dine  with  you. 
I  muft  not  home  thus  wet.  I  am  fomething  bold  with  you. 

Ron  My  houfeand  felf  are  at  yourfervice. 

Trin.  Lead  in. 
Alas,  poor  Trincalo,  hadfi  thou  been  taken, . 
Thou  had'ft  been  tunn'd  for  Turkey. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  fair  fall  Antonio's  fhape. 
What  a  notorious  wittall's  this !  ha,  ha,  .ha*. 
Finis  Aa.  3.. 


Aft.  IV.  Sceru  i>. 


Antonio,, 


THUS  by  great  favour  of  propitious  ftars, . 
From  fearful  ftorms,fhip  wreck,  aud.raging  billows^ 
Mercilefs  jaws  of  death,  am  I  return'd 
To  th'  j         Kid  quiet  boibm  of  my  country, ; 
The  memory  of  thefemisfortur.es  p..fs'dt 
Seafons  the  welcome,  and  augments  the  pleafure 
I  (hall  receive  of  my  fon  Lelio, 
And  daughter  Fiavia,    So  doth  allo)r: 

-      ■-    '  Maks 
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Make  gold,  that  elfe  were  ufelefs,  ferviceable. 
So  the  rugged  forehead  of  a  threatening  mountain, 
Threatens  the  fmoothnefs  of  a  fmiling  valley. 


Aft.  IV.   Seen.    2* 

Cricca,   Antonio, 

Cric.  TT  THAT  do  I  fee  ?  is  not  this  Trincalo, 

y  y     Transformed  t' Antonio  I   'tis,  and  fo  per- 
fetfly, 
That  did  the  right  Antonio  now  confront  him, 
I'd  fvvear  they  both  were  true,  or  both  were  falfe, 

Ant.  This  man  admires  the  unexpe&ednefs 
Ol  my  return- 

Q-ic.  O  wond'rous  power  of  liars, . 
And  fkill  of  art  t'  apply't !  You  that  are  marry'd 
May  juftly  fear,  left  this  aftrologer 
Cloath  your  wives  fervants  in  your  fh'ape,  and  ufe  yea 
As  Jupiter  did  Amphitryo,   You  that  are  rich, 
Ih  your  own  form  may  lofe  your  gold. 

Ant:  Tis  Cricca. 

Cric.  He  feems  fo  juft  the  man  he  represents, 
That  Idare  hardly  ufe  him  as  I  purpos'd. 

Aut>   Cricca,   well  met;    how  fares  my  frimd  Pan* 
dolfo  ? 

Cric.  Your  friend  Pandolfo  !  how  are  your  means  inv 
prov'd,. 
To  ftile  familiarly  your  mafter  friend  ? 
-     Ant.  Whatfay'ftthou? 

Cric.  That  I  rejoice  your  worihip's  fafe  return'd 
From  your  late  drowning.    Th*  exchange  hath  giv'n 

you.  loft, 
And .all  your  friends  worn  mourning  three  months  paft, 

Ant.  The  danger  of  the  fhipwreck  J  efcap'd, 
So  defperate  was,  that  I  may  tiu'y  fay 
J  am  new-bcrn,  not  fav'd. 

Ci k,  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  thro'  what  a  grace, 

C  6 
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And  goodly  contenance  the  rafcal  fpeaks ! 
V.  h  it  a  grave  portance !   could  Antonio 
Himielf  out-do  him  ?  O  you  notorious  villain  ! 
Who  would  have  thought  thou  could'il  have  thus  duTem- 
bled  ? 

Ant,  How  now!  a  fervant  thus  familiar  :   firrah, 
Ufc  your  companions  fo  :  more  reverence 
Becomes  you  better. 

Cric.  As  tho'    I  underftood  not 
The  end  of  all  this  plot,  and  goodly  bufinefs. 
Come,  I  know  all.      See!  this  untilTd  clod  of  earth 
Conceits  his  mind  transformed  as  well  as  body. 
He  wrings  and  bites  his  lips  for  fear  of  laughing.     Ha# 


ha,  h 


Ant.  Why  laugh  you,  fir  rah'? 

Cric.   To  fee  thee  changed 
So  ftrangely,  that  I  cannot  fpy  an  inch 
Of  thy  old  clownifh  carcafe :  ha,  ha. 

Ant,  Laughter  proceeds 
Prom  abfurd  actions  that  are  harmlefs. 

Cric.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Sententious  blockhead. 

Ant,  And  y'are  ill  advisM 
To  jeft  inftead  of  pity.     Alas !  my  miferies, 
Dangers  of  death,  flavVy  of  cruel  Moors, 
And  tedious  journeys,  might  have  eafily  alter'd 
A  ftronger  body,  much  more  this  decayM  veiTei, 
Out-worn  with  age,  and  broken  by  misfortunes. 

die    Leave  your   fet  fpeeches.      Go  to  Antonio's 
houfe, 
Efftcl  your  bufinefs ;  for,  upon  my  credit, 
Th'art  fo  well  turn'd,  they  dare  not  but  accept  thee. 

Ant,  Where  mould  I  hope  for  welcome,  if  not  there, 
Prom  my  own  houfe,  children,  and  family  ? 

Cric.  Is't  poffible  this  coxcomb  mould  conceive 
His  mind  transform'd  ?  How  gravely  he  continues 
The  countenance  he  began  !  ha,  ha.   Why  blockhead, 
Think'ft  to  deceive  me  too  ?  Why  Trincalo  ? 

Ant.  I  underltand  you  not-     Hands  off. 

Cric,  Art  not  thou  TrincaJo, 

Pandolfo's 
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Pandolfo's  man  ? 

Ant.  I  not  fomuch  as  know  him. 

Cric  Dar'il  thou  deny't  to  me  ? 

Ant.  I  dare,  and  mull 
To  all  the  world,  long  as  Antonio  lives. 

Cric.  You  arrant  afs !  have  I  not  known  thee  ferve 
My  mailer  in  his  farm  this  thirteen  years  ? 

Ant.  By  all  the  oaths  that  bind  mens  confciences 
To  truth,  I  am  Antonio,  and  no  other. 


Aft.  IV.    Seen.  3- 

Pandolfo,    Cricca,  Antonio. 

Pan.  \%7  HAT  means  this  noife  r  O  Cricca  !  what*s 
W  the  matter  ? 

Cric.  Sir,  here's  your  farmer  Trincalo,  transform'd 
So  juftas  he  was  melted,   and   new  call 
Jn  the  true  mould  of  old  Antonio. 

Pan.  Th'  right  eye's  no  liker  to  the  left,  than  he 
To  my  good  neighbour.     Divine  Albumazar  ! 
How  I  admire  thy  fkill!   Jufl  fo  he  look'd, 
And  thus  he  walk'd  :  this  is  his  face,  his  hair, 
His  eyes,  and  countenance.     If  his  voice  be  like, 
Then  is  th"*  aftrologer  a  wonder-worker. 

Ant.  Signior  Pandolfo,  I  thank  the  heavens  as  much 
To  find  you  wel>,  as  for  my  own  return. 
How  does  your  daughter,  and  my  love,  Sulpitia? 

Pan.  Well,  well,  Sir. 

Cric.  This  is  a  good  beginning  : 
How  naturally  the  rogue  diffembles  it ! 
With  what  a  gentle  garb^  and  civil  grace, 
He  fpeaks  and  looks !  How  cunningly  Albumazar 
Hath  for  our  purpofe  fuited  him  in  B^rbary  clothes  f 

I'll  try  him  further:  Sir, 
We  hear'd  you  were  drown'd  ?  pray  you,  how  fcap'd 
you  fhipwreck  ? 

Ant.  No  fooner  was  I  fhiptd  forBarbary, 

But 
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But  fair  wind  follow'd,  and  fair  weather  led  us; 
When  enter'd  in  the  ftreights  of  Gibraltar, 
The  heavens,  and  feas,  and  earth  confpirV  againft  us  ; 
The  tempefl  tore  our  helm,  and  rent  our  tackles,. 
Broke  the  main-maft,  while  all  the  fea  about  U* 
Stood  up  in  watry  mountains  to  overwhelm  us  ; 
And  ftruck's  againfl  a  rock,  fplitting  the  veflel 
T1  a  thoufand  fplinters.     I,  with  two  mariners,. 
Swam  to  the  coaft,  where,  by  the  barbarous  Moors, 
We  were  furprizM,  fetter'd  and  fold  for  ilaves. 

Cric.  This  tale  th'aftroleger  pen'd,  and  he  hath  conn'd 
it. 

Ant.  But  by  a  gentleman  of  Italy,,. 
Whom  I  had  known  before 

Pan.  No  more;  this  tafte 
Proves  thou  canft  play  the  reft;     For  this  fair  ftory, 
My  hand,.  I  make  thy  ten  Pounds  twenty  marks, 
Thou  look  ft  and  fpe.ik'il  fo  like  Antonio. 

Ant*  Whom  Ihould  I  look  and  fpeak  like,  but  myfelf  ? 

Cric.  Goodf.ftill!i 

Pan.  But  now,  my  honeft  Trincalo, 
Tell  me  where's  all  the  plate,  the  gold,  and  jewels, 
That  the  aftrologer,  when  he  had  transform'd  thee, 
Gommitted  to  thy  charge  ?  are  they  fafe  lock'd  ? 

Ant:  I  underftand  you  not. 

Pan.  The  jewels,  man; 
The  plate  and  geld  th'  aftrologer,  that  changed  thee, 
Bade  thee  lay  up. 

Ant.  What  plate  ?'  what  gold  ? 
What  jewels  ?  what  transformation  ?  what  aftrologer  ? 

Cric.  Leave  eft  Antonio  now,  and  fpeak  like  Trin- 
calo. 

Ant.   Ltave  off  your  jelling.     It  neither  fuits  your. 

place 
Nor  age,  Pandolfo,  to  feoff  your  antient  friend. 
I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  gold  and  jewels, , 
Nor  b*  the  aftrologer,   nor  Trincalo. 

Cm.  J  etrer  and  better  ftill.     Believe  me,  &*$ . 
He  thinks  timfelf  Antonio,  and  e^er  mall  be, 
And  (o  poffefs  your  pto^-^A<  thou  not  Jj«#^. 
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My  matter's  farmer  ? 

Ant.  I  am  Antonio, 
Your  mailer's  friend.     If  he  teach  you  no  more  man- 
ners  • 

Pan,  Humour    of  wiving's    gone.     Farewel,   good. 
Flavia. 
Three  thoufand  pound  muft  not  be  loft  fo  flightly. 
Come,  Sir,  we'll  draw  you  to  the  aftrologer, 
And  turn  you  to  your  ragged  bark  of  yeomanry. 

Ant.  To  me  thefe  Terms  ? 

Pan.  Come,  I'll  not  lofe  my  plate. 

Cric.  Stay,  Sir,  and  take  my  counfel.     Let  him  ftiH 
Firmly  conceit  himfelf  the  Man  he  feems : 
Thus  he,  himfelf  deceiv'd,  will  far  more  earneflly 
Effect  your  bufmefs,  and  deceive  the  reft. 
There's  a  main  difference  'twixt  a  felf-bred  adlion 
And  a  forc'd  carriage, ,    Suffer  him,  then,  to  enter 
Antonio's  houfe,  and  waitth'  event :  for  him, 
He  can't  'fcape  :  what  you  intend  to  do, 
Do't  when  he'as  ferv'd  your  turn.     I  fee  the  maid  5 . 
Let's  hence,  left  they  fufped  our  confutations. 

Pan.  Thy  counfel' s  good:  away.. 

Cric.  Look,  Trincalo,. 
Yonder's  your  beauteous  miftrefs,.  Armellina, 
And  daughter  Flavia,     Courage,  I  warrant  thee. 

Ant.  Bleft  be  the  heav'ns  that  rid  me  of  this  trouble  g . 
For  with  their  farmer  and  aftrologer, 
Plate  and  gold,  they've  alrnoft  madded  me. 


Aft  IV.     Seen.  4, 

Flavia,  Armellina,  Antonio. 
Fla.  \  Rmellina. 

J\     Arm.    Miftrefs. 
Fla.  Is  the  door  faft  ? 
Arm.  Yes,  as  an  ufurer's  purfe» 
Fla,  Come  hither,  wench. 

Look 
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Look  here,  there's  Trincalo,  Pandolfo's  farmer, 
Wrapt  in  my  father's  (hape  :  pr'ythee  come  quickly, 
And  help  me  to  abufe  him. 
Arm.  Notorious  clown ! 

Ant.  Thefe  are  my  gates,  and  that's  the  cabinet 
That  keps  my  jewels,  Lelio  and  his  filler. 

Fla.  Never  was  villainy  fo  perfonate 
In  feemly  properties  of  gravity. 

[Ant.  Knocks. 
Who  is  he  that  knocks  fo  boldly  ? 
Arm.   What  want  you,  Sir  ? 

Ant.  O  my  fair  daughter,  Flavia  !  let  all  the  liars 
Pour  down  full  bleiTings  on  thee.     Ope'  the  doors. 

Fla.  Mark  !  his  fair  daughter  Flavia,  ha,  ha,  ha  : 
Moll  fhamelefs  villain,  how  he  counterfeits  ! 

Ant.  Know'fl  not  thy  father,  old  Antonio  ? 
Is  all  the  world  grown  frantick? 
Fla.  What  Antonio  ? 
Ant.  Thy  loving  father,  Flavia. 
Fla.  My  father  ! 
Would  thou  wert  in  his  place.     Antonio's  dead, 
Dead,  under  Water  was  drown'd. 

Ant.  Then  dead  and  drown'd 
Ami. 

Fla.  I  love  not  to  converfe  with  dead  men. 
Ant.  Open  the  door,  fweet  Flavia. 
Fla.  Sir,  I  am  afraid  ; 
Horror  inclofes  me,  my  hair  Hands  up, 
I  fweat  to  hear  a  dead  man  fpeak,  you  fmell 
Qf  putrefaction  :  fy  !  1  feel't  hither. 

Ant.  Th'art  much  abus'd,  I  live.     Come  down,  and 

know  me. 
Arm.  Miltrefs,  let  me  have  fome  fport  too.     Who's 

there  ? 
Ank,  Let  me  come  in. 
Arm.  Soft,  foft,  Sir,  y'are  too  hafly. 
Aft.  Quickly,  orelfe — - 
Arm    Good  words,  good  words,  I  pray, 
In  ftrangtr  ho  ifes :  were  the  doors  your  own, 
You  might  be  bolder. 

Ant. 
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Ant,  I'll  beat  the  doors  and  windows 
About  your  ears. 

Arm.  Are  you  fo  hot  ?  We'll  cool  you. 
Since  your  late  drowning,  your  grey  and  reverend  head 
Is  fmear'd  with  ouze,  and  fluck  with  cockle-Jhells : 
This  is  to  wafh  it. 

Ant.  Impudent  whore  ! 

Ar?n.  Out,  carter  : 
Hence,  dirty  whipRock  ;  hence,   yon  foul  clown.     Be- 
gone, 
Or  all  the  water  I  can  make,  or  borrow, 
Shall  ®nce  more  drown  you. 


Aft.  IV.     Seen.  5. 

Lelio9  Antonio,  Armellina, 

Lei.     \  Rmellina,whom  do  you  draw  your  tongue  upoa 
J\  fo  fharply  ? 

Arm.  Sir,  'tis  your  father's  ghoft,  that  ilrives  by  force 
To  break  the  doors,  and  enter. 

Lei.  'Tis  his  grave  look  ! 
In  every  lineament  himfelf  no  liker. 
Had  I  not  hap'ly  been  advertifed, 
What  could  have  fore'd  me  think  'twere  Trincalo  ? 
Doubtlefs  th'  aftrologer  hath  rais'd  a  ghoft, 
That  walks  in  th'  reverend  fhape  of  my  dead  father. 

Ant.  Thefe  ghofts,  thefe  Trincalo's,  and  aftrologers, 
Strike  me  befide  myfelf.     Who  will  receive  me, 
When  mine  own  fon  refufeth  ?  Oh  Antonio  ! 

Lcl.  Infinite  power  of  art !  who  would  believe 
The  planets  influence  could  transform  a  man 
To  feveral  fhapes  ?  I  could  now  beat  him  foundly ; 
But  that  he  wears  the  awful  countenance 
Of  my  dead  father,  whofe  memory  I  reverence. 

Ant.   If  I  be  chang'd  beyond  thy  knowledge,  font 
Confider  that  th'  excefs  of  heat  in  Barbary, 
The  fear  of  ftiipwreck,  and  long  tedious  journeys, 

Have 
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Have  tann'd  my  fkin,  and  fhrunk  my  eyes  and  cheeks ; 
Yet  flill  this  face,  tho'  alter'd,  may  be' known  : 
This  fear  bears  witnefs,  'twas  the  wound  thou  cur'dft 
With  thine  own  hands. 

Lei.  He  that  chang'd  Trincalo 
T'  Antonio's  figure,  omitted  not  the  fear, 
As  a  main  character. 

Ant.  I  have  no  other  marks, 
Or  reafons  to  perfuade  them  :  methinks  thefe  words, 
I  atn  thy  father,  were  argument  fufneient 
To  bend  thy  knees,  and  creep  to  my  embrace ments. 

Lei    A  fudden  coldnifs  itrikes  me  :  my  tender  heart 
Peats  with  companion  of  I  know  not  what. 
Sirrah,  be  gone  ;  trufs  up  your  goodly  fpceches, 
Sad  fhipwrecks,  and  ilrange  transformations. 
Your  plot's  difcover'd,  'twill  not  take  :  thy    impudence 
For  once,  I  pardon.     The  pious  reverence 
I  owe  to  th'  grave  refemblance  of  my  father, 
Holds  back  my  angry  hands.     Hence,  if  I  catch  you 
Haunting  my  doors  again,  Til  baftinado  you 
Out  of  Antonio's  fkin.     Away. 

Ant.  I  go,  fir  ; 
And  yield  to  fuch  crofs  fortune  as  thus  drives  me. 


Aft.  IV.     Seen.  6. 

Trincalo,  and  Be*vilona  drejfing  him. 

Tr/'n  \  X  7HEN  this  transform  edfubfiance  of  my  carca& 

V V     E**d  live  imprifon'd  in  a  wanton  hogfhead, 
My  name  was  don  Antonio,  and  that  tide 
Preferv'd  my  life,  and  chang'd  my  fuit  of  clothes. 
How  kindly  the  good  gentlewoman  us'd  me  !  with  what 
refpedt,  and  careful  tendernefs  ! 

Be<v.  Your  worfhip,  fir,  had  ever  a  fickly  constitution, 
and  I  fear  much  more  now,  fince  your  long  travel.  As 
you  love  me,  off  with  thefe  wet  things,  and  put  on  the 
fuit  you  left  with  me  before  you  went  to  Barbary.  Good 

fir,. 
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fir,  neglect  not  your  health  ;  for,  upon  my  experience 
there  is  nothing  worfe  for  the  rheum  than  to  be  drench'd 
in  a  muily  hogihead 

Trin. Pretty  foul  !fuch  another  fpeech  would  have  drawn \ 
off  my  legs  and  arms,,  as  eafiry  as  hofe  and  doublet.  Had 
I  been  Trincalo,  I'd  have  (worn  th'  had  cheated  :  butv 
fy  !  'tis  bafe  and  clownifh  to  fufpeft,  and  a  gentleman's 
freenefs  to  part  with  a  call  fuit.     Now  to  the  bufinefs  : 
I'll  into  my  own  houfe,  and  firft  bellow  Armellina  up- 
•n  Trincalo;  then  try  what  can  be  done  for  Pandolfor 
for  'tis  a  rule  I  was  wont  to  obferve,  firft  do  your  own 
affairs,  and  next  your  mailer's.  This  word  mailer  makes 
me  doubt  Tarn  not  chang'd  as   I  mould  be.     But  all's- 
one,  I'll  venture,  and  do  fomething   worthy  Antonio's 
same  while  I  have  it. 


Aft.  IV.     Seen.  7. 

Antonio,  Trincalo, 

Ant.  T  T  7Retched  Antonio!  haft  been   preferv'd  fo 

W  ftrangely 

From  foreign  m'feries,  to  be  wrong'd  at  home  ? 
Barr'd  from  thy  houfe  by  the  (corn  of  thine  own  children  \ 
¥rin.    Knocks, 
4nt.  But  flay,  there's  one  knocks  boldly  ;  't  may  be 

fome  friend. 
Trill*  Knocks  again. 
Ant.  Dwell  you  here,  gentleman  ? 
Trin.  He  calls  me  gentleman  : 
See  th'  vertue  of  good  cloaths !  All  men  falute, 
Honour,  refpeel:,  and  reverence  us. 

Ant,  Young  gentleman, 
Let  me,  without  offence,  intreat  your  name, 
And  why  you  knock  ? 

Trin.  How,  firrah,  fauce-box,  my  name  ! 
Or  thou  fome  ftranger  art,  or  grofly  ignorant, 
That  know'ft  not  me.     Ha!  what  art  thou  that  a&'ft 
it  ?  Jnt. 
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Ant.  Be  not  in  choler,  fir. 

Trin,  Befits  it  me, 
A  gentleman  of  publick  reputation, 
To  ftoop  fo  low  as  fatisfy  the  queftions 
Of  bafe  and  earthly   pieces   like  thyfelf  ?    what     art' 
thou?  ha? 

Ant.  TV  unfortunate  pofTefTor  of  this  houfe. 

Trim.  Thou  lieft,  bafe  fycophant,  my  worlhip  owns  it. 

Ant.  May  be  my  fon  hath  ibid  it  in  my  abfence, 
Thinking  me  dead.— How  long  has't  called  you  mailer? 

Trin,  'Long  as  Antonio  poifeft  it. 

Ant.  Which  Antonio? 

Trtn.  Antonio  Anaftafio. 

Ant.  That  Anaftafio, 
That  was  drown'd  in  Barbary  ? 

Trin.  That  Anaftafio, 
That  felf  fame  man  am  I :  I  'fcap'd  by  fwimming, 
And  now  return  to  keep  my  former  promife 
Of  Flavia  to  Pandolfo  ;  and  in  exchange, 
To  take  Sulpitia  to  my  wife. 

Ant.  All  this 
I  intended  'fore  I  went:  but  fir,  if  I 
Can  be  no  other  than  myfelf,  and  you 
Are  that  Antonio,  you  and  1  are  one. 

Tr in. How !  one  with  thee  ?  fpeakfuch  another  fy liable, 
And  by  the  terror  of  this  iteel, 
That  ne'er  (aw  light,  but  fent  to  endlefs  darknefs 
All  that  durft  flan d  before' t,  thou  dieft. 

Ant.  Alas  ! 
My  weaknefs  grown  by  age,  and  pains  of  travail, 
Difarms  my  courage  to  defend  myfelf , 
I  have  no  ftrength  but  patience. 

Trin.  What  art  now  ? 

Ant.  Peter,  and  Thomas,  William,  what  you  pleafe. 

Trin.  What  boldnefs  madded  thee  to  iteal  my  name  ? 

Ant.  Sir,  heat  of  win© 

Trin.  And  when  y'are  drunk, 
Is  there  no  perfon  to  put  on  but  mine, 
To  cover  your  intended  villainies  .^ 

Ant.  But  good  fir,  if  I  be  not  I,  what  am  I  ? 

Trim, 
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Tit*.  An  ox,  an  als,  a  dog. 

Ant.  Strange  negligence, 
To  lofe  myfelf !  me  thinks  I  live  and  move, 
Remember.  Could  the  fearful  apprehenfion 
Of  th'  ugly  fear  of  drowning  fo  transform  me  ? 
Or  did  I  die,  and  by  Pythagoras'  rule, 
My  foul  is  provided  of  another  lodging  ? 

Trim.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  except  Antonio  ; 
'Tis  death  to  touch  that  name. 

Jnt.  Dangers*  at  fea 
Are  pleafures,  weighM -with  thefe  home-injuries. 
Was  ever  man  tnus  icar'd  befide  himfelf  ? 
O  moft  unfortunate  Antonio ! 
At  fea  thou  fufFerdft  Ihip wrack  of  thy  goods, 
At  land  of  thine  own  felf.     Antonio, 
Or  what  name  elfe  they  pleafe,  fly,  fly  to  Barbary, 
And  rather  there  endure  the  foreign  cruelty 
Of  fetters,  whips,  and  Moors,  than  here  at  home 
Be  wrong'd  and  baffled  by  thy  friends  and  children. 

Tn'n.  How!  prating  ftili?  why  Timothy  begone, 
Or  draw,  and  lay  Antonio  down  betwixt  us. 
Let  fortune  of  the  fight  decide  the  queilion. 
Here's  a  brave  rogue,  that  in  the  king's  high-way 
Offers  to  rob  me  of  my  good  name.      Draw. 

Jnt-  Thefe  wrongs  recall  my  flrength,  I  am  refolv'd : 
Better  die  once  than  fuffer  always.     Draw. 

fri.   Stay,     underftand'ft  thou   well   nice   points  of 
duel  ? 
Art  born  of  gentle  blood,  and  pure  defcent  ? 
Was  none  of  all  thy  lineage  hang'd  or  cuckold  ? 
Baftard,  or  baftinado'd  ?  is  thy  pedigree 
As  long,  as  wide  as  mine  ?  for  otherwife 
1  hou  wer't  moll  unworthy  ;  and  'twere  lofs  of  honour 
In  me  to  f.ght.     More,  1  have  drawn  five  teeth : 
If  thine  ftand  found  the  terms  are  much  unequal. 
And  by  uric!  laws  of  duel,  I  am  excused 
To  fight  on  difadvantage. 
Jnt.  This  is  fome  afs ! 


Trim. 
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Trin.  IF  we  concur  in  all,  write  a  formal  chalienge, 
And  bring  thy  fecond  :  mean  while  I  make  proviiion 
Of  Calais  fand,  to  fight  upon  fecurely.     Ha  ! 


Aft  IV.    Seen.   2. 

Lelio,  Cricea,  Trincalo,  Ajftonio. 

Zel     A  M  I  awake  ?  or  do  deceitful  dreams 

,/V  Prefent  to  my  wild  fancy  things  I  fee  not  ? 
'Cric.  Sir,  what  amazement's  this  ?  why  wonder  you? 

Lei.  See'ftthou  not  Trincalo  and  Antonio  ? 

Cric.  O  ftrange  !  they're  both  here. 

Lei.  Didft  not  thou  inform  me 
That  Trincalo  was  turn'd  to  Antonio  ? 
Which  I  believing,  like  a  curfed  fon, 
With  moll  reproachful  threats,  drove  mine  old  father 
From  his  own  doors ;  and  yet  reft  doubtful,  whether 
This  be  the  true  Antonio :  may  be  th'  aftrologer 
Hath  chang'dfome  other,  a;.d  not  Trincalo, 

Cric.  No,  fear  it  not,  'tis  plain  :   Albumazar 
Hath  cheated  my  old  matter  of  his  plate. 
For  here's 'the  farmer,  as  like  himfelf  as  ever; 
Only  his  clothes  excepted.     Trincalo ! 

Trin.  Cricca,  where's  Trincalo  }  doeft  fee  him  here  ?   i 

Cric.  Yes,  and  as  rank  an  afs  as  e'er  he  was. 

Trin.  Thou  'rt  much -deceived,  thou  neither  fee'ft  no: 
know'ft  me. 
1  am  transform'd,  transform'd. 

Cric.  Th'art  Hill  thyfelf. 
Lelio,   this  farmer's  half  a  fool,  half  knaVe. 
And  as  Pandolfodid  with  much  intreaty 
Perfwade  him  to  transform,  fo  as  much  labour 
Will  hardly  bring  the  coxcomb  to  himfelf, 
That  ne'er  was  out  on't.     Who  art,  if  not  he  ? 

Trin.  My  name  is  don  Antonio,  I  am  now  going 
To  mine  own  houfe,  to  give  Pandolfo  Flavia, 
And  Armellinato  his  farmer  Trincalo, 

Hcil 
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|:iow  dar'fl  thou,  Cricca,  but  a  meaner  fervant 
Refemble  me  a  man  of  worth  and  worfhip, 
To  fuch  a  clown  as  Trincalo,  a  branded  fool, 
|An  Afs,   a  laughing-flock  to  town  and  country  ? 
\rx  not  afham'd  to  name  him  with  Antonio  ? 

Lei.  Do  not  thy  adlions,  with  thy  rude  behaviour, 
Proclaim  thee  what  thou  art  ? 

Cric.  Notorious  clown ! 

Trin.  Villain  th'  hail  broke  my  (boulders. 

Le.  O  did'ft  feel  him  ? 

Trim*  Ay,  with  a  pox. 
[  Lei.  Thenth'  art  Ml  Trincalo. 
For  hadft  thou  been  Antonio,  he  had  fmartes!. 

Trin.  I  feel  it  as  I  am  Antonio. 

Cric.  Fool?  who  loves  Armellina  ? 

Trin.  'Tis  I,   'tis  I. 

Cric.  Antonio  never  lov'd  his  kitchen-maid. 

Trin.  Well,  I  was  taken  for  Antonio, 
And  in  his  name  receiv'd  ten  pound  in  gold, 
Was  by  his  miflrefs  entertain' d  ;  but  thou 
JEnvy'ft  my  happinefs ;  if  th'  hayft  th'  ambition 
To  rife  as  I  have  done,  go  to  Albumazar, 
And  le  him  change  thee  to  a  knight,  or  lord. 

Cric.  Note  the  Grange  power  of  ftrong  imagination. 

Trin.  A  world  of  engines  cannot  wreft  my  thoughts, 
From  being  a  gentleman :  I  am  one,  and  will  be  : 
And  though  I  be  not,  yet  will  think  myfelf  fo  : 
And  fcorn  thee,  Cricca,  as  a  (lave  and  fervant. 


Adz.  IV.    Seen.  9. 

Cricca,    Lel'to,    Antonio. 

Cric." *Tp  I  S  but  loft  labour  to  diffuade  his  dulnefs 
Believe  me,  that's  your  father. 
Lei.  When  I  drove  him  hence, 
Spight  of  my  blood,  his  reverend  countenance 
Strook  me  t*  a  deep  compaffion.     To  clear  all, 

I'll 
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I'll  afk  one  queftion.     Signior  Antonio, 

What  money  took  you  when  you  took  your  voyage  ? 

Ant.  As  I  remember,  fourfcore  and  fifteen  pound 
In  Barbary  gold.     Had  Lucio  kept  his  word, 
I  had  carried  juft  a  hundred. 

LeL  Pardon  me,  father  ; 
'Twas  my  blind  ignorance,  not  want  of  iuty, 
That  wrong'd  you  :  all  was  intended  for  a  farmer, 
Whom  an  aftrologer,  they  faid,  transformed. 

Ant .  How,  an  aftrologer  ? 

LeL  When  you  parted  hence, 
foems  you  promis'd  Flavia  to  Pandolfo. 
News  of  your  death  arriving,  th'old  gentleman 
Importunes  me  to  fecond  what  you  purposed. 
Confulting  therefore  with  my  friends  and  kindred, 
Loth  my  fitter  mould  be  buried  quick 
I*th'  grave  of  threefcore  years,  by  their  advice 
I  fully  did  deny  him.     He  chafes  and  ftorms, 
And  finds  at  length  a  cunning  man,  that  prormVd 
To  turn  his  farmer  to  your  lhape  ;  and  thus 
Poffefs  your  houfe,  and  gi^e  him  Flavia.     » 
Whereof  I  warn'd,  wrong'd  you  inftead  of  Trincalo. 

Ant.  Then  hence  it  came  they  calPd  me  Trincalo, 
And  talk'd  of  an  aftrologer  ;  which  names 
Almoft  inrag'd  me  pall  myfelf  and  fenfes. 
'Tis  true  I  promis'd,  but  have  oft  repented  it ; 
And  much  more  fince  he  goes  about  to  cheat  me. 
He  muft  not  have  her,  fir. 

LeL  I  am  glad  y'are  fo  refolv'd. 
And  fince  with  us  you  find  that  match  unequal, 
Let's  us  all  intreat  you  to  beftow  your  daughter 
Upon  his  fon  Eugenio. 

Ant.  Son,  at  your  pleafure 
Difpofe  of  Flavia,  with  my  full  confent. 

LeL  And  as    you  judge    him  worthy  your  daughter 
Flavia, 
Think  me  no  lefs  of  his  Sulpitia. 

Ant.  I  do :  and  ever  had  defire  to  match 
Into  that  family  ;  and  now  I  find  myfelf 

7  Old, 
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Old,  weak,  unfit  for  marriage,  you  fhall  enjoy  her, 
If  1  can  work  Pandolfo  by  intreaty. 

Cric.  To  deal  with  him  with  reafon  and  intreaties, 
Is  to  perfwade  a  mad-man  :  for  his  love 
Makes  him  no  lefs.     All  fpeeches  oppofite 
T'his  fixt  defire,  and  love-corrupted  judgment, 
Seem  extream  fooleries.     Will  he  confent 
To  give  his  daughter  to  your  lbn,  and  you 
Deny  him  Flavia  ?  Shall  Eugenio 
Expecl  or  land  or  love  from  old  Pandolfo, 
Being  Lis  open  rival  ?  'tis  impoflible. 
He  fought  to  couzen  you ;  therefore  refolve 
To  pay  him  in's  own  money.     Be  but  advis'd 
By  my  poor  counfel,  and  one  ftroke  fnall  cut 
The  root  of  his  defigns,  and  with  his  arrows 
Strike  hif  own  plot  To  dead,  taat  ev'n  Albumazar, 
With  all  his  ftars  and  inftruments,  fnall  never 
Give  it  frefli  motion. 

Ant.  Cricca,  to  thy  direction 
We  yield  ourfelves,  manage  us  at  thy  pleafure. 
Lei.  Speak  quickly,  Cricca. 
Cric.  The  ground  of  all  this  bufinefs 
Is  to  catch  Trincalo,  and  lock  him  fall 
Till  I  rel»  ife  him :  next,  that  no  man  whifper 
Th'  leaH:  word  of  your  return.     Then  will  I  home, 
And  with  a  chearful  look  tell  my  old  matter, 

That  Trincalo but  ftay,  look  where  he  comes ! 

Let's  in,  and  there  at  leifure  I'll  inform  you 
From  point  to  point.     Lelio,  detain  him  here, 
Till  I  fend  Armellina  down  to  fecond  you. 
Crofs  him  in  nothing,  call  him  Antonio, 
And  he's  gull'd  enough. 
Lei.  Fear  not,  let  me  alone. 
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A&.  IV.     Seen.  10. 

Trine  a  lo^  Lelio. 

Trfc  ^TA HIS  rafcal,  Cricca,  with  his  arguments 

J[     Of  malice,  fo  difturbs  my  gentle  thoughts, 
That  I  half  doubt  I  am  not  what  I  feem  : 
But  that  will  foon  be  clear'd  ;  if  they  receive  me 
In  at  Antonio's  houfe,  I  am  Antonio. 

Lei.  Signior  Antonio,  my  moll  loving  father ! 
Bled  be  the  day  and  hour  of  your  return. 

frt m.  SonX'elio  J  a  bleiling  on  my  child ;  I  pray  thee 
tell  me, 
How  fares  my  fervant  Armellina  ?  well  ? 

Le .  Have  you  forgot  my  fifter  Flavia  ? 

Trin.  What,  my  dear  -daughter  Flavia  ?  no,  but  £rft 
Call  Armellina  :  for  this  day  we'll  celebrate 
A  gleek  of  marriages  :  Pandolfo  and  Flavia, 
Sulpitia  and  myfelf,  and  Trincalo 
With  Armellina.     Call  her,  good  Lelio,  quickly, 

Lei.  I  will,  fir. 

Trim.  So  :  'tis  well  that  Lelio 
Confefieth  me  his  father.     Now  I  am  perfect, 
Perfect  Antonio.  I 


A£t.  IV.     Seen.  n. 

'  Armellivay  Trincalo. 

Arm.  Olgnior  Antonio ! 

i^  My  long  expe&ed  mailer  ? 

Trin.  O  Armellina  ! 
Come,  let  me  kifs  thy  brow  like  my  own  daughter. 

Arm.  'Tis  too  great  a  favour.     1  kifs  your  foot* 
What  fall'n  ?  alas !  how  feeble  yOv.  are  grown 
With  your  long  travel ! 
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*Trin.  True,  and  being  drown'd, 
Nothing  fo.gricv'd  me,  as  to  Iofe  thy  company. 
But  fmce  I  am  fafe  return '-d,  for  thy  good  fervice 
I'll  help  thee  to  a  hufband. 

Arm.  A  hufband,  fir  ? 
Some  young  and  lufty  youth,  or  elfe  Til  none. 

Irin.  To  one  that  loves  thee  dearly,  dearly  wench  : 
A  goodly  man,  like  me  in  limbs  and  fafhion. 

Arm.  Fie,  an  old  man  !  how!  call  myfelf  aways 
And  be  no  nurfe  but  has  ? 
Trin.  He's  not  like  me 
In  years  and  gravity,  but  fair  proportion; 
A  handfome  well-fet  man  as  1. 
Ann.  His  name  ? 

Trin.  'Tis  Tom  Trincalo  of  Totnam. 
Arm.  "Signior  Pandolfo's  lufty  farmer  ? 
Trin.  That's  he. 

Arm.  Moil  unexpe&ed  happinefs !  'tis  the  man 
1  more  efteem  than  my  own  life :  fweet  mailer, 
Procure  that  match,  and  think  me  Satisfied 
'For  all  my  former  fervice  without  wages. 
But  ah,  I  fear.ycu  jell.     My  poor  unworthinefs 
Hopes  not  fo  great  a  fortune  as  fweet  Trincalo. 
No,  wretched  Armellina,  in  and  defpair  : 
Back  to  thy  mournful  drefTer ;  there  lament 
Thyfelf  to  kitchen-fluff,  and  burn  to  alhes, 
For  love  of  thy  fweet  farmer. 
Trin.  Alas !  poor  foul, 

How  prettily  ftie  weeps  for  me! Wilt  fee  him? 

Arm.  My  foul  waits  in  my  eyes,  and  leaves  my  body 
Senfelefs. 

Trin.  Then  fwear  to  keep  my  counfel. 
Arm.  I  fwear 
S$y  th'  beauteous  eyes  of  Trincalo. 
Trin.  Why,  I  am  Trincalo. 

Arm.  Your  worfliip,  fir  !   why  do  you  flout  you* 
fervant, 
Right  worfhipful  Antonio,  my  reverend  mailer  ? 
Trin   Pox  of  Antcnio,  I  am  Tom  Trincalo, 
Why  laugh'ft  thou  > 
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Arm.  'Tis  defire  and  joy, 
To  fee  my  fweetefc. 

Trin,  Look  upon  me  and  fee  him. 

Arm.  I  fay  I  fee  Antonio,  and  none  other. 

Trin.  I  am  within,  thy  love ;  without,  thy  mailer. 
TV  aflrologer  transform^  me  for  a  day. 

Arm.  Mock  not  your  poor  maid,    pray  you  fir. 

Trin.   I  do  not. 
Now  would  I  break  this  head  againfl  the  flones, 
To  be  unchang'd  ;  fie  on  this  gentry,  it  flicks 
Like  bird-lime,  or  the  pox.     I  cannot  part  with  't. 
Within,  I  am  flill  thy  farmer  Trincalo. 

Arm    Then  mufl  I  wait,  till  old  Antonio 
Be  brought  to  bed  of  a  fair  Trincalo; 
Or  flea  you,  and  flrip  you  to  yourfelf  again. 

Trin.  Carry  me  to  your  chamber.     Try  me  there. 

Arm.    O  fir,  by  no  means :  but  with  my  lovely  farmer 
I'd  Hay  all  night,  and  thank  him. 

Trin,  Crofs  misfortune  ! 
Accurft  Albumazar !  and  mad  Pandolfo  ! 
To  change  me  thus,  that  when  I  mofl  defire 
To  be  myfelf,  I  cannot.     Armellina, 
Fetch  me  a  looking-glafs. 

Arm.  To  what  end? 

Trin.  Fetch  one. 
Let  my  old  mailer's  bufinefs  fink  or  fwitn, 
This  fweet  occafion  mufl  not  be  negledled. 
Now  mail  I  know  th'ailrologer's  fkill.  O  wonderful, 
Admir'd  Albumazar  in  two  transmutations ! 
Here's  my  old  farmer's  face.     How  in  an  inftant 
I  am  unchang'd  that  was  fo  long  a  changing !  Here's  my 

flat  nofe  again,  C5>. 
Now,  Armellina,  take  thy  lov'd  Trincalo 
To  thy  defired  embracements,  ufe  thy  pleafure, 
Kifs  thy  bellv  full. 

Arm,  Not  here  in  publick. 
T'  enjoy  too  foon  what  pleafeth,  is  unpleafant  : 
The  world  would  envy  then  my  happinefs. 
Go  in,   IT1  follow  you,  aud  in  my  bed-chamber 
We'll  confummate  the  match  in  privacy. 

Trin. 
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Trin.  Was  not  the  face  I  wore  far  worfe  than  this? 
But  for  thy  comfort,  wench,  Albumazar 
Hath  died  my  thoughts  lb  deep  i'th'  grain  of  geiitry, 
'Tis  not  a  gl  ifs  can  rob  me  of  my  good  fafhion, 
And  gentlemanly  garb.     Follow,   my  dear. 

Arm.   1*11  follow  you.     So,  now  \*are  fa.fl  enough. 

Trin.  Help,  Armellina,  help,  I  am  fall'n  i'th1  cellar  :- 
Bring  a  frefh  plantane  leaf,  I  have  broke  my  fhin. 

Arm*  Thus  have  I  caught  me  a  huiband  in  a  trap. 
And  in  good  earner!,  meant  to  marry  him. 
'Tis  a  tough  clown  and  Iufty  :  he  works  day  and  night  ; 
And  rich  enough  for  me,  that  have  no  portion 
But  my  poor  fervice.     Well,   he's  fomething  foolim  ; 
The  better  can  i  domineer,  and  rule  him 
At  pleafure.     That's  the  mark  and  utmoit  higUt 
We  women  aim  at.     I  amrefolv'd;  Til  have  him. 


Ad.   IV.     Seen.  12. 

LdiQy   Crlcca. 

Let.  T  N,  Armellina,  lock  up  Trincalo. 
X     Arm.  I  will,  fir. 

Lei.  Cricca,  for  this  thy  counfel,  iPt  fucceed, 
Fear  not  thy  mailer's  anger  :   I'll  prefer  thee, 
And  count  thec  as  my  genius,  or  good  fortune. 

Gric.  It  cannot  chufe  but  take.     I  know  his  humour; 
Andean  at  pleafure  feather  him  with  hopes, 
Making  him  fly  what  pitch  I  wifli,  and  ftoop 
When  I  ihew  foul. 

Lei.  Eut  for  the  fuit  of  cloaths  ? 

Cric.  I'll  throw  them  o'er  your  wall.     Away, 
Hafte  to  Eugenio  and  Sulpitia, 
Acquaint  them  with  the  bufinefs. 

LcL  I  go. 

D  3  Aft, 


78  Albumazar. 

Aft.  IV.     Seen.  13. 

Lelio,  Sulfitla. 
Lei.  ^BT^  HE  hopeful  iffue  of  thy  counf  1,  Cricca, 

X    Brightens  this  ev'ning,  and  makes  it  more  excel 
The  cleared  day,  than  a  grey  morning  doth 
The  blinded  midnight,  raifing  my  amorous  thoughts 
To  fuch  a  pitch  of  joy,  that  riches,  honour, 
And  other  pleafures,  to  Sulpitia's  love,. 
Appear  like  mole-hills  to  the  moon. 
SuL  Lelio! 

Lei.  O  there's  the  voice  that  in  one  note  contains 
All  chords  of  mufick :  how  gladly  fheTl  imbrace 
The  news  I  give  her,  and  the  meflenger ! 

SuL  Soft,  foft,  y'are  much  miftaken ;.  for  in  earneft* 
I  am  angry,   Lelio ;  and  with  you. 

Let.  Sweeteir,  thofe  flames 
£ ife  from  the  fire  of  love,  and  foon  will  quench 
J  th'  welcome  news  I  bring  you. 
SuL  Stand  ftill,  1  charge  you 
By  th'  virtue  of  my  lips ;  fpeak  not  a  fylkbfe* 
As  you  expect  a  kifs  mould  clofe  my  choler  ; 
for  I  mull  chide  you. 
Lcl.  O  my  Sulpitia, 
Were  every  fpeech  a  piftol  charged  with  death, 
j'd  ibnd  them  all  in  hope  of  that  condition. 
SuL  Firif,  fir,  I  hear,  you  teach  Eugcnio 
To  grave  a  warinefs  in  your  filler's  love, 
And  kill  his  honeft  forv\ardnefs  of  aftedion 
With  your  far-fetclfd  refpecls,  fufpicious  fears: 
You  have  your  may-bes ;  this  is  dangerous  : 
ri  hat  courfe  were  better  :  for  if  fo,  and  yet 
Who  knows?  the  event  is  doubtful ;  be  advis'd, 
*Tis  a  young  rafhnefs :  your. father  is  your  father  : 
Take  leifure  to  confider.     Thus  jr*ave  confider'd 
Poor  Flav  ia  almoft  to  her  grave.     Fie,  Lelio, 
Had  this  my  fmallnefs  undertook  the  bufinefc, 
And  dene  no.rnpre  in  four  fliort  winters  days 
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Than  you  in  four  months ;  I'd  have  vowed  my  mai- 
denhood 
To  the  living  tomb  of  a  fad  nunnery  : 
Which  for  your  fake  I  loath. 

LcL  Sweet,  by  your  favour. 

Sul.  Peace,  peace  :  now  y'are  fo  wife,  a*  if  ye  had 
eaten 
Nothing  but  brains  and  marrow  of  Machiavel: 
You  tip  your  fpeeches  with  Italian  mottir 
Spanilh  refrane:,  and  Englilh  quoth  be\<.     Believe  me, 
There  is  not  a  proverb  falts  your  tongue,  but  plants 
Whole  colonies  of  white  hairs.     O  what  abufinefs 
Thefe  hands  mull  have  when  you  have  married  me, 
To  pick  outfentences  that  over-year  you  ! 

Lei.  Give  me  but  leave. 

Sul.  Have  I  a  lip  ?  and  you 
Made  fonnets  on't  ?  'tis  your  fault,  for  other  wife 
Your  filler  and  Eugenio  had  been  lure 
Long  time  e'er  this. 

Lei  But 

SuL  Stay,  your  cue's  not  come  yet. 
I  hate  as  perfectly  this  grey-green  of  yours, 
As  old  Antonio's  green-grey.     Fy  !  wife  lovers 
Are  moil  abfurd.     Were  I  not  full  refolved, 
I  mould  begin  to  cool  mine  own  affection. 
For  fhame  confider  well  your  filler's  temper. 
Her  melancholy  may  much  hurt  her.     Refpedl  her* 
Or  fpight  of  mine  own  love,  I'll  make  you  flay 
Six  months  before  you  many  me, 

[Lslio  nvhiffers, 

Sul.  This  your  fo  happy  news  ?  returned,  and  fafe  ? 
Antonio  yet  alive  ? 

[  Lelio  wbifptri » 

Sul.  And  what  then? 

[  Lelio  mjbifotri* 

SuL  Well  ;  all  your  bufinefs  mull  be  compared 
With  winding  plots,  and  cunning  ftratagems. 
Look  to't  :  for  if  we  be  not  married  e'er  next  morning, 
By  the  great  love  that  is  hid  in  this  fmall  compafs, 
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Flavia  and  rvyfelf  will  Ileal  you  both  away, 
To  your  eternal  fharne  and  foul  difcredit. 

Lei.  How  prettily  this  lovely  littlenefs, 
In  her  own  breath  pleads  her  own  caufe,  and  my  filler's  ! 
Chides  me,  and  loves  !  This  is  that  pleafing  temper 
I  more  admire,  than  a  continued  fvveetn^fs 
That  over  fatisfies ;  'tis  fait  I  love,  not  fugar. 


Ad.  V.     Seen.   i. 

jflhumazar ,  Rene  a,   Fur bo ,  Harpax. 

Alb.  T   TOW?  not  a  fingle  fhare  of  this  great  prize, 
X  X  That  have  deferv'd  the  whole  ?  was't  not 
my  plot, 
And  pains,  and  you  meer  inflruments  and  porters  ? 
Shall  I  have  nothing  ? 

Ron.  No,  not  a  filver  fpoon. 

Fur.  Nor  cover  of  a  trencher  fait. 

Ear.  Nor  table-napkin. 

Alb,  Friends,  we  have  kept  an  honed  truft  and  faith 
Long  time  amongft  us :  break  not  the  facred  league, 
By  mfmg  civil  theft  ;  turn  not  your  furt 
'Gainft  your  own  bowels.     Rob  your  careful  mailer  ! 
Are  you  not  afham'd  ? 

Ron.  'Tis  our  profeiTion, 
As  yours  aftrology.     And  in  the  days  of  old, 
Good  morrow  thief,   as  welcome  was  receiv'd, 
As  now  your  worfhip.     *Tis  your  own  inflru&ion, 

Fur.  The  Spartans  held  it  lawful,  and  th' Arabians, 
So  grew  Arabia  happy,  Sparta  valiant. 

Bar*  The  world's  a  theater  of  theft :  great  rivers 
Rob  fmaller  brooks  ;  and  them  the  ocean. 

Jib.  Have  not  I  wean'd  you  up  from  petty -larceny, 
Dangerous  and  poor  ?  and  nurit  you  to  full  ftrength 
Of  fafe  and  gainful  theft  ?  by  rules  of  art 
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And  principles  of  cheating  made  you  free 
From  taking,  as  you  went  invifible  ; 
And  do  ye  thus  requite  me ;  this  the  reward 
For  all  my  watchful  care  ? 

Ron.  We  are  your  fcholars, 
Made,  by  your  help  and  our  aptnefs,  able 
Toinftrucl  others.     'Tis  the  trade  we  live  by. 
You  that  are  fervant  to  divine  aftrology, 
Do  fomething  worth  her  livery.     Caft  figures, 
Make  almanacks  for  all  meridians. 

Fur.  Sell  perfpiciis,  and  inftruments  of  hearing, 
Turn  clowns  to  gentlemen ;  buzzards  to  falcons, 
Cur-dogs  to  grey-hounds  ;  kitchen-maids  to  ladies. 

Har.  Difcover  more  new  ftars,  and  unknown  planets  : 
Vent  them  by  dozens,  ftile  them  by  the  names 
Of  men  that  buy  fuch  ware.  Take  lawful  courfes, 
Rather  than  beg. 

Alb.  Not  keep  your  honeft  promife  ? 

Ron.  Believe  none,  credit  none  :  for  in  this  city 
No  dwellers  are,  but  cheaters  and  cheateez. 

Alh.   You  promis'd  me  the  greateft  mare. 

Ron.  Our  promife  ! 
If  honefl  men,  by  obligations 
And  inftruments  of  law  are  hardly  conftrain'd 
T'obferve  their  word ;  can  we,  that  make  profeffion 
Of  lawlifs  courfes,  do't  ? 

Alb.  Amongft  ourfelves ! 
Falcons  that  tyrannise  o'er  weaker  fowl, 
Hold  peace  with  their  own  feathers. 

Har.  But  when  they  counter 
Upon  one  quarry,  break  that  league  as  we  do. 

Alb.  At  leaft  reftore  the  ten  pound  in  gold  I  lent  you, 

Ron.  'Twas  lent  in  an  ill  fecond,  worfer  third, 
And  lucklefs  fourth  :  'tis  loft,  Albumazar. 

Fur.  Saturn  was  in  afcenfion,  Mercury 
Was  then  combuft  when  you  delivered  it. 
'Twill  never  be  reftor'd. 

Ron.  Hali,   Abenezra, 
Hiarcha,  Jracinnan,  Budda,  Babylonicus, 
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And  all  the  Ghaldees  and  the  Cabalifts, 
Affirm  that  fad  afpeft  threats  lofs  of  debts. 

Har^  Frame  by  your  azimuth  Almkantarath, 
An  engine  like  a  mace,  whofe  quality 
Of  ftrange  retradlive  virtue  may  recal 
Defperate  debts,  and  with  that  undo  ferjeants. 

Alb.  Was  ever  man  thus  baited  by's  own  whelps  ? 
Give  me  a  (lender  portion  for  a  flock 
To  begin  trade  again. 

Ron.  'Tis  an  ill  courfe 
And  full  of  fears.     This  treafure  hath  inricht  us, 
And  given  us  means  to  purchafe  and  live  quiet 
Of  th'fruit  of  dangers  part.     When  I  us'd  robbings 
All  blocks  before  me  look'd  like  conftables, 
And  pofts  appear'din  fhape  of  gallowfes, 
Therefore,  ^ood  tutor,  take  your  pnpils  counfel : 
'Tis  better  beg  than  Heal  ;  live  in  poor  clothes 
Than  hang  in  fattin. 

Aib.  Villains,  I'll  be  reveng'd, 
And  reveal  all  the  bufinefs  to  a  juftice. 

Ron.  Do,  if  thou  long'ft  to  fee  thy  own  anatomy. 

Alb.  This  tjeachery  perfwades  me  to  turn  honeft. 

Fur.  Search  your  nativity  ;  fee  if  the  fortunates 
And  luminaries  be  a  good  afpett, 
And  thank  us  for  thy  life.     Had  we  done  well, 
We  had  cut  thy  throat  e'er  this* 

Alb.  Albumazar, 
Truft  not  thefe  rogues ;  hence,  and  revenge. 

Ronca.  Fellow,  away,  here's  company.    Let's  hence, 

\Zxpmt. 


A&.  V. 


AxBirafAZAK*  $3 

A<3.  V.     Seen,   2. 

Cricca,   Pandolfa. 
trie.  TVJOW  Cricca,  mafk  thy  countenance  in  joy, 
X^f  Speak  welcome  language  of  good  news  $  and- 
move 
Thy  mailer,  whofe  defires  are  credulous, 
To  believe  what  thou  giv'fl  him.     If  thy  defign 
Land  at  the  haven  'tis  bound  for,   then  Lelio, 
Eugenio,    and  their  miftrefies,  are  oblig'd 
By  oath  to  aflure  a  flate  of  forty  pounds 
Upon  thee  for  thy  life. 

Pan.  I  long  to  know 
How  my  good  farmer  fpeeds  ;  how  Trincalr  * 

Hath  been  receiv'd  by  Lelio. 

Cric.  Where  (hall  I-fihd  him  ?: 
What  we  moil  feek  flill  flies  us  ;  what's  avoided*. 
Follows  or  meets  us  full.     I  am  emboli, 
With  trotting  all  the  (Ireets  to  find  Pandolfo, 
And  blefs  him  with  good  news. 

Pan,  This  hafle  of  Cricca 
Bodes  fome  good  :  doubtlefs  my  Trincalo, 
Receiv'd  for  Antonio,  hath  given  me  Flavia. 
Cricca  ! 

Cric.  Neither  in  Paul's,  at  home,  nor  in  the  Exchange 
Nor  where  he  ufes  to  converfe  !  he's  loll, 
And'muilbecry'd. 

Pan,  Turn  hither^Cricca,  Cricca 
Seell  me  not  ? 

Cric.  Sir,  the  news,  and  hafle  to  tellit,. 
Had  almofl  blinded  me.     'Tis  fo  fortunate;, 
I  dare  not  pour  it  all  once  upon  your. 
Left  you  mould  faint,  and  fwoon  away  with  joy  :* 
Your  transform'd  Trincalo- 

Pan.  What  news  of  him  ? 

Cric.  Enter' d  as  owner  in  Antonio's  houfe— 

Pan.  On. 

GvY,  Is  acknowledge  by  his  daughter  Elavia, 
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And  Lelio  for  their  father. 

Pan.  Quickly,  good  Cricca  f 

Cric.  And  hath  lent  me  in  hafle  to  bid  you— — 

Par.  What  ? 

Cric.  Come,  with  your  fonEugenio 

Pan.  And  then  ? 

Cric.  That  he  may  be  witnefs  of  your  marriage. 
But,  fir,  I  fee  no  figns  of  fo  large  goodnefs 
As  I  expected,  and  this  news  deferv'd. 

Pan.  'Tis  here,  'tis  here,  within.     All  outward  fymp- 
tom% 
And  characters  of  joy,  are  poor  exprefiions 
Of  my  inward  happinefs.     My  heart's  full, 
And  cannot  vent  the  paflions.      Run,  Cricca,  ran, 
Run  as  thou  lov'il  me,  call  Eugenio, 
And  work  him  to  my  purpofe  :    thou  can' it  do  it. 
Hr.fts,  call  him  inftantly. 

Cric.  I  fiy,  fir. 


A&.V.  Seen.  3. 

Pandolfo. 

HOW  mail  I  recompence  this  aftrologer, 
This  great   Albumazar  !  through  whofe  learned 
hands 
Fortune  hath  pour'd  the  effect  of  my  bell  wifhes, 
And  crown'd  my  hopes.     Give  him  this  chain  !  alas, 
'Tis  a  poor  thanks,  mort  by  a  thoufand  links 
Of  hit>  large  merit.     No,  he  muft  live  with  me 
And  my  fvveet  Flayia,  at  his  eafe  and  pleafure, 
Wanting  for  nothing.     And  this  very  night 
Til  get  a  boy,   and  he  erect  a  figure 
To  calculate  his  fortunes..  So  there's  Trincalo 
Antoniated,  or  Antonio  Intrinculate. 


'Aft. 


Albumazar.  85 

Ad.  V.   Seen.   4. 

Antonio,  Pandolfo,  Le/io,  Eugenio, 

Ant.  Olgnior  Pandolfo  !  welcome. 
ij     Lei.   Your  fervant,  fir. 

Pan.  Well  met,  Antonio ;  ray  prayers  and  wifhes 
Have  waited  on  you  ever. 

Ant.  Thanks,  deareft  friend. 
To  fpeak  my  danger  paft,  were  to  difcourfe 
Of  dead  men  at  a  feaft.     Such  fad  relations 
Become  not  marriages.     Sir,  I  am  here 
Return  d  to  do  you  fervice.     Where's  your  fon  ? 

Pan.  He'll  wait  upon  you  prefently. 

Eug.  Signior  Antonio  ! 
Happily  welcome. 

Ant.  Thanks,  Eugenio. 
How  think  you,  gentlemen,  were  it  amifs 
To  call  down  Flavia  and  Sulpitia, 
That  wh3t  we  do,  may  with  a  full  confent 
Be  entertain'd  of  all  ? 

Pan.  'Tis  well  remember'd. 
Eugenio  call  your  lifter. 

Ant.  Lelio,  call  my  daughter. 


Aft  V.    Scene  5. 

Pandolfo,   Antonio, 

Pan.  TTT^fety  confider'd,  Trincalo  ;    'tis  a  fair  pro- 

VV  logue 

To  the  comedy  enfuing.     Now  I  confefs 
Albumazar  had  equal  power  to  change 
And  mend  thy  underftanding  with  thy  body. 
Let  me  embrace  and  hug  thee  for  this  fervice : 
'Tis  a  brave  onfet  :  ah,  my  fweet  Trincalo  ! 
Ant.  How  like  you  the  beginning  ? 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Tis  o'  th'  further  fide 
All  expectation. 

Ant.  Was't  not  right,  and  fpoken 
Like  old  Antonio  ? 

Pan.  'Tis  mofl  admirable  ! 
Weret  he  himfelf  that  fpoke,  he  could  net  better't* 
And,  for  thy  fake,  I  wifh  Antonio's  (hape 
May  ever  be  thy  houfe,  and  's  wit  thy  inmate, 
But  where's  my  plate,  and  cloth  of  filver  ? 

Ant,  Safe. 

Pan,  They  come.     Keep  ftate,   keep  date,   or  air* 
difcover'd. 


A&.  V.     Seen.  6. 

Antonio,  Pandolfo,  Eugenio$  Lelio,  Flavia,  Sulpitia, 

Ant.  "FpUgenio,  Flavia,  Lelio,  Sulpitia, 

IV  Marriages  once  confirmed,  and  confum mate,. 
A  dmit  of  no  repentance.     Therefore  'tis  fitting 
All  paitus,  with  full  freedom,  fpeak  their  pleaiure, 
Before  it  be  too  late. 

Pan.  Good  !  excellent  I 

Ant.  Speak  boldly  therefore.     Do  you  willingly 
Gwe  full  authority,  and  what  I  decree, 
Touching  thefe  buiinefles,  you'll  all  perform  ? 

Eug.  J  reil  as  you  difpofe  :  what  you  determine, 
With  my  bell  power  I  ratify  ;  and  Sulpitia, 
1  dare  be  bold  to  promife,  fays  no  lefs. 

Sul.  Whate'er  my  father,  brother,  and  yourfelf 
Shall  think  convenient,,  pleafeth  me. 

Lei    In  this, 
As  in  all  other  fervice,   I  commit  myfelf 
To  your  commands ;  and  fo,  I  hope,  my  filler. 

Fla.   With  ail  obedience  :  for  difpofe  of  me 
As  of  a  child,  that  judgeth  nothing  good, 
But  what  you  mall  approve. 

Ant,  And  yoUj  Pandolfoiir 

Ear,. 
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tan.  I  moft  of  all.     And,  for  I  know  the  minds 
Of  youth  are  apt  to  promife,  and  as  prone 
To  repent  after,  'tis  my  advice  they  fwear 
T*  obferve,  without  exception,  your  decree, 

Fla.  Content. 

SuL  Content. 

Pan.  By  all  the  powers  that  hear 
Oaths,  and  rain  vengeance  upon  broken  faith,, 
I  promife  to  confirm  and  ratify 
Your  fentence. 

Lei.  Sir,  I  fwear  no  lefs. 

Eug.  Nor  I. 

Fla.  The  felf-fame  oath  binds  me. 

Sul.  And.me  the  fame. 

Van.  Now  Antonio,  all  our  expectation- 
Hangs  at  your  mouth.     None  of  us  can  appeal 
From  you  to  higher  courts. 

Ant.  Firfl,  for  preparative 
Or  flight  praeludium  to  the  greater  matches,. 
I  muit  intreat  you,,  that  my  Armellina 
Be  match'd  with  Trincalo.     Two  hundred  crowns 
I  give  her  for  her  portion. 

Pan.  'Tisdone.     Some  reliques 
Of  his  old  clownery,  and  dregs  o'  th'  country,. 
Dwell  in  him  ft  ill.     How  careful  he  provides 
For  himfelf  firfl !  content.     And  more,  I  grant  him 
A  leafe  for  twenty  pounds,,  a  year. 

Ant.  I  thank  you. 
Gentlemen,  fince  I  feel  myfelf  much  broken 
With  age,  and  my  late  miferies,.  and  too  cold 
To  entertain  new  heat,  I  freely  yield 
Sulpitia,  whom  I  lov'd,  to  my  fon  Lelio. 

Pan.  How  cunningly  hath  the  farmer  provided 
T'  obferve  the  'femblance  of  Antonio's  perfon, 
And  keep  himfelf  fti  11  free  for  Armellina! 

Ant.  Signior  Pandolfo,  y' are  wife,  and  under ftand. 
How  ill  hot  appetites  of  unbridled  youth 
Become  grey  hairs.     How  grave  and  honourable 
Were't  for  your  age  to  be  enamour'd 
With  the  feir  fliape  of  virtue,  and  the  glory 
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Of  our  fore-fathers !  then  would  you  blufh  to  think, 
How  by  this  dotage,  and  unequal  love, 
You  ilain  their  honour,  and  your  own.     Awake, 
Banilh  thofe  wild  affections,  and  by  my  example 
Turn  to  your  repofed  felf. 

Pan.  To  what  purpofe,  pray  you, 
Serves  this  long  proeme  ?  on  to  th'  fentence. 

Ant.  Sir, 
Conformity  of  years,  likenefs  of  manners, 
Are  Gordian  knots  that  bind  up  matrimony. 
Now,  between  feventy  winters  and  fixteen, 
There's  no  proportion,  nor  leafl  hope  of  love. 
Fie  !  that  a  gentleman  of  your  difcretion, 
Crown'd  with  fuch  reputation  in  your  youth, 
Should,  in  your  veflern  days,  lofe  th'  good  opinion 
Of  all  your  friends ;  and  run  to  th'open  danger 
Of  doling  the  weak  remnant  of  your  days 
With  difcontentment  unrecoverable. 

Pan.  jr^ack  me  no  mere;    pray  you,  let's  hear  the 
fentence. 
Note  how  the  afs  would  fright  me,  and  endear 
His  fervice  ;  intimating  that  his  pow'r 
May  overthrow  my  hopes.     Proceed  to  th' fentence. 

Ant.  Thefe  things  confider'd,  I  bellow  my  daughter 
Upon  your  fon  Eugenio,  whofe  con  ftant  love, 
With  his  fo  modeft  carriage,  hath  deferv'd  her. 
And,  that  you  freeze  not  for  a  bed-fellow, 
I  marry  you  with  patience. 

Pan.  Treacherous  villain ! 

Ac:urfed  Trincalo  !  P1L But  this  no  place : 

He's  too  well  back'd.     Bur  fhortly,  when  the  date 
Of  his  Antoniofhip's,    expir  d  revenge 
Shall  fweeten  this  difgrace. 

Ant.  Signior  Pandolfo, 
When  you  recover  yourfelf,  loll  defperately 
In  cufpropotior/d  dotage,  then  you'll  thank  me 
For  this  great  favour,     .de  not  obftinate  : 
Difquiet  not  yourfelf. 

Pan.  I  diank  you,  fir.  [Manet  Pandolf$. 

Act 
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Adt.  V.     Seen.  7. 

Pandolfo. 

AND,  that  you  freeze  not  for  abed-fellow, 
I  marry  you  with  patience — traiterous  villain  ! 
Is  it  not  enough  to  wrong  me,  and  betray  me, 
But  't  mull  be  done  with  feoffs  ?  Accurfed  Trincalo ! 
And  me  moft  miferable  !  that  when  I  thought 
T'  embrace  young  Flavia,  fee  her  before  my  face 
Beftow'd  upon  my  fon !  my  fon  my  rival ! 
This  is  Eugenio's  plot,  and  his  friend  Lelio's; 
Who,  with,  my  fervant  Cricca,  have  confpir'd, 
And  fuborn'd  Trincalo,  to  betray  his  mailer. 
Why  do  I  rage  'gainfl  any  but  myfelf, 
That  have  committed  fuch  a  ferious  bufinefs 
To  th'  hands  of  a  bafe  clown,  and  ignorant  ? 
I  fee  mine  error,  but  no  means  to  help  it. 
Only  the  fweetnefs  of  revenge  is  left  me, 
Whicii  I  mull  execute :  th'  hours  of 's  gentry    , 
Are  now  clean  fpent.     I'll  home,  and  there  attend  him. 

[Exit. 


A6t.  V.     Seen.  8. 

Trincalo  drunk,  but  femething  recover  d 

WElcome  old  trufty  Trincalo,  good  farmer,  wel- 
come !  Give  me  thy  hand,  we  muft  not  part 
hereafter.  Fie,  what  a  trouble  'tis  to  be  out  of  a  man's 
felf !  if  gentlemen  have  no  pleafure  but  what  I  felt  to- 
day, a  team  of  horfes  {hall  not  drag  me  out  of  my  pro- 
feilion.  There's  nothing  amongil  them  but  borrowing, 
compounding  for  half  their  debts,  and  have  their  purie 
cut  for  the  reft,  cozen'd  by  whores,  frighted  with  huf- 
bands,  wafh'd  in  wet  hogfheads,  cheated  of  their  cloaths, 
and  falling  in  cellars  for  conclufion» 

Aft. 
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Aft.  V.     Seen.  9. 

Pandolfo  at  the  window,  Trincalo. 

fa*-f~\  Precious  piece    of  vil  any !     are    you    un« 

\J  changed? 

How  confident  the  rogue  dares  walk  the  flreets ! 

Trim,  And  then  fuch  quarrelling  !  never  a  fuit  I  wore 
to-day,  but  hath  been  foundly  bailed.  Only  this  faith- 
ful country-cafe  'fcap'd  fiil-free  ;  and,  be  it  fpoken  in  a 
good  hour,  was  never  beaten  yet  fince  it  came  from 
fulling. 

Pan.  Bafe  treacherous  villain ! 

[Beats  him  with  a  fiafft, 

Trin.  Is  this  the  recompence  of  my  day's  work  ? 

Pan.  You  marry  me  to  Patience  !  there's  patience, 
She's  a  good  bed-fellow  :  have  patience. 

Trim,  You'll  beat  me  out  on't,  fir.     How  have   li 
wrong'd  you  ? 

Pan,  So  as  deferves  th'  expreffion  of  my  fury, 
With  th'  cruel'fl  tortures  I  can  execute. 

Trim,  You  kill  me,  fir, 

Pan.  Have  patience. 

Trim,  Pray  you,  firf 

Pan.  Seek  not  by  humble  penitence  tvappeafe  me  : 
Nothing  can  fatisfy. 

Trim,  Farewell  humility ; 
Now  I  am  beaten  fober.      [Takes  away  Pandolfcfs  Jlajf. 
Shall  age  and  weaknefs  mailer  my  youth  and  ilrength  2 
Now  ipeak  your  plcafure  :  what's  my  fault  f 

Pan.  Dar'fldeny 
Thy  own  aft  done  before  fo  many  witneflfes  ? 
Suborn'd  by  others,  and  betray  my  confidence 
With  fuch  ilrong  impudence  ? 

Trim,  I  have  been  faithful 
In  all  you  trufled  me. 

Pen.  To  them,  not  me. 
O  what  a  proeme  ftuft  with  grave  advice, 

And,; 
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d  learned  counfel,  you  could  fhow'r  upon  me 
Before  the  thunder  of  your  deadly  fentence ! 
And  give  away  my  miftrefs  with  a  feoff! 

Trtn.  I  give  your  miftrefs  ! 

Pan.  Didft  not  thou  decree 
Contrary  four  compaft,  againft  my  marriage  ? 

Trin.  Why,  when  was  I  your  judge  ? 

Pan.  Juft  now,  here. 

Trin.  See  your  error  !  then  was  I  fall  lock'd  in  Anto- 
nio's cellar :  where  making  virtue  of  neceffity,  I  drank 
ftark  drunk,  and  waking,  found  myfelf  cloath'd  in  this 
farmer's  fuit,  as  in  the  morning. 

Par..  Didft  not  thou  fwear  to  enter  Antonio's  houfe> 
And  give  me  Flavia  for  my  wife  ?  and  after, 
Before  my  own  face,  gav'ft  her  to  my  fon  ? 

Trizr.  Ha,  ha,   ha. 

\Wrhilft  Trlncah  laughs  and  lets  fall  the  flajf, 
Pandolfo  recovers  ity  and  heats  bitn* 

Tun,.  Can'ft  thou  deny  it? 

Trin.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Have  you  got  miftrefs  Patience  ?  ha,  h*,  ha. 

Pan.  Is  not  this  true  ? 

Irin.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Pan.  Anfwer  me. 
.  Trin.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  waa. 

Pan.  Was't  not  thus  ? 

Trin.  I  anfwer, 
Firft,  I  never  was  transferred,  but  gull'd, 
As  you  were  by  the  aftrologer,  and  thole  that  called  me 

Antonio. 
To  prove  this  true,  the  gentleman  you  fpoke  with  was 

Antonio, 
The  right  Antonio,  fafely  returned  from  Barbary. 

Pan.  Oh  me,  what's  this  r 

Trtn.  7  ruth  itfelf. 

Pan.  Was*t  not  thou  that  gav'ft  the  fentence  ? 

Trin.  Believe  me,  no  fuch  matter  * 
I  ne'er  was  gentleman,  nor  otherwife 
Than  what  I  am,  unlefs  'twere  when  I  was  drunk. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  How  have  I  been  deceived  ?  good  Trincalo 
Pardon  me,  I  have  wrong'd  thee. 

Trin.  Pardon  you  ? 
When  you  have  beaten  me  to  pafte,  good  Trincalo, 
Pardon  me  ? 

Pan.  I  am  forry  for't  ;  excufe  me. 

Trin.  I  am  forry  I  mult  excufe  }0U.     But  I  pardon 
you. 

Pan,  Now    ell  me  where's  the  plate  and   cloth  of 
filver, 
The  gold  and  jewels  which  the  aftrologer 
Committed  to  thy  keeping  ? 

Trin,  What  plate,  what  jewels  ? 
He  gave  me  none.     But  when  he  went  to  change  me* 
After  a  thoufand  circles  and  ceremonies, 
He  binds  me  fail  upon  a  form,  and  blinds  me 
With  a  thick  table  napkin.     Not  long  after 
Unbinds  my  head  and  feet,  and  gives  me  light  : 
And  then  I  plainly  faw,  that  I  faw  nothing  : 
The  parlour  was  clean  fwept  of  all  was  hVt. 

Pan.  Oh  me  !  Oh  me  I 

Trin,  What  ails  you,  fir  ?  what  ails  you  ? 

Pan.  I  am  undone,  I   have  loft  my  love,  my  plate, 
My  whole  eflate,  and  with  the  reft  myfelf 

Trin.  Lofe  not  your  patience  too.  Leave  this  lament- 
ing, 
And  lay  the  town  ;  you  may  recover  it. 

Pan.  'Tis  to  fmall  purpofe.     In,  and  hold  thy  peace. 


A£t.  V.    Seen.  10. 

Cricca,  Pandolfo. 
Cric.\\J  HERE  (hall  I  find  my  mailer  to  content 

W  him 

With  welcome  news  ?  he's  here ;  news,  news  ! 
News  of  good  fortune,  joy,  and  happinefs  ! 

Pan.  Cricca,  my  fadnefs  is  uncapable 
Of  better  tidings:  I  am  undone  !  molt  miferable  ! 

Cric. 
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Cric.  OfFend  not  your  good  luck,  y'are  now  more  for- 
tunate 
Than  when  you  rofe  this  morning  :  be  merry,  Sir, 
Cheer  up  yourfelf,  y'have  what  you  wifh'ti,  fear  nothing. 

Pan.  May  be  Antonio  newly  repents  himfelf, 
With  purpofe  to  reftore  Flavia. 
Cricca,  what  is't?  where' s  all  this  happinefs  ? 

Cric.  Lock'd  in  Antonio's  clo:et. 

Pan.  All  alone  ? 
Sure  that's  Flavia.     Is  not  Eugenio 
Suffer'd  to  enter  ? 

Cric.  Antonio  keeps  the  key  : 
No  creature  enters  but  himfelf:  all's  fafe, 
And  fhall  be  fo  reftor'd. 

Pan.  O  my  fweet  Cricca  ! 

Cric.  And  they  that  wrong'd  you,   moft  extreamly 
forry, 
Ready  to  yield  you  any  fatisfa&ion. 

Pan.  Is't  poflible  they  ihould  fo  foon  repent  them, 
That  injur'd  me  fo  lately  ?  tell  me  the  manner 
That  caufed  them  to  fee  their  error. 

Cric.  I'll  tell  you,  Sir. 
Being  juft  now  at  old  Antonio's  houfe, 
One  thunders  at  the  b:xk  door,  enter?,  prefies 
To  fpeak  in  private  with  young  Lelio  ; 
Was  inftantly  admitted  :  and  think  you  who  ? 
Twas  your  aftrologer  Albumazar. 
When  he  had  fpoke  a  while,  Lelio  and  Antonio 
In  hafte  command  me  fetch  a  conftable. 

Pan.  How  can  this  ftory  touch  my  happinefs  ? 

Cric.  I  up  and  down  through  (limy  ale-houfes, 

loudy  tobacco-fhops,  and  vapouring  taverns, 
My  mouth  full  of  inquiry,  at  laft  found  one. 

Pan.  What  of  all  this  ?  is't  poflible  a  conftable 
Concerns  my  good  ? 

Cric.  And  following  my  directions, 
Went  to  a  tippling-houfe,  where  we  took  drinking 
Three  handfome  fellows  with  a  great  cheft,   attach'd 

them, 
&nd  brought  them  all  to  Antonio. 

Pan, 
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Pan.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Cric.  Thefe  were  the  aftrologer's  intelligences,  that 
Robb'd  you  through  the  fouth  window. 

Pan.  I  thought  thou  hadft  fpoke 
Of  Flavia's  reftoring. 

Cri?.^  I  mean  your  plate 
And  treafure;  pray  you,  fir,  is't  not  great  happinefs 
To  re-obtain  three  thoufand  pounds  in  value, 
Defperately  loft?  and  you  itilldoat  and  dream 
Of  Flavia,  who  by  your  own  confent 
-And  oath  is  promifed  to  your  fon  Eugenio. 

Pan.  Forward. 

Cric.  Within  this  cheft  Antonio  found  your  plate, 
Gold,  jewels,  cloth  of  filver,  nothing  perifh'd, 
But  all  fafe  lock'd  till  you  acknowledge  it. 
And  fmce  Albumazar  of  his  own  accord 
Freely  confefled,  and  fafe  reftor'd  your  treafure  j 
Since  'tis  a  day  of  jubilee  and  marriage, 
Antonio  would  intreat  you  to  releafe 
And  pardon  the  aftrologer :  Thanking  your  fortune, 
That  hath  reftor'd  you  to  your  wealth  and  felf, 
Both  which  were  loft  i'  th'  love  of  Flavia. 

Pan.  Reafon  hath  clear'd  my  fight,  and  drawn  the  vaii 
Of  doatage  that  fo  dark'd  my  underihnding. 
I  clearly  fee  the  ilavery  of  affe&ions ; 
And  how  unfuitable  my  declining  years 
Are  for  the  dawning  youth  of  Flavia. 
Let  the  beft  joys  of  Hymen  compafs  her, 
And  her  young  hufband,  my  Eugenio, 
With  full  content.     And  fince  Albumazar 
By  accident  caufed  all  this  happinefs, 
I  freely  pardon  him,  and  his  companions ; 
And  hafte  to  affift  the  marriages  and  feafts. 

Cnc.  Why  now  yaa*fhew  yourfelf  a  worthy  gentle- 
man. 
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A3.  V.     Seen.  ult. 


Trhrcalo,  Crieca. 
Trt *. f**RICC A,  lover-heard  your  news:  all  parts 

\^j  are  pleas'd 

Except  myfelf :  Is  there  no  news  for  Trincalo  ? 

Cric.  Know'fl  it  not  ?  in  and  fee :  Antonio 
Hath  given  thee  Armellina  with  a  portion, 
Two  hundred  crowns ;  and  old  Pandolfo  bound 
By  oath  fafTure  thee  twenty  pounds  a  year, 
for  three  lives. 

Trim.  Ha! 

Cric.  Come  in. 

Trin*  Til  follow. 


*% 


EPI- 
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EPILOGUE. 


C1*W  0  hundred  crowns  P  aud  twenty  found  a  year 

^     Tor  three  good  lives  ?  Cargo  !  hai  Trincalo  ! 

My  wife^s  extreamly  hufy,  drejfing  the  /upper 

For  thefe  great  marriages  ;  and  1  not  idle, 

So  that  I  cannot  entertain  you  here 

As  I  would  e /few  here.     But  if  you  come  to  Totnam 

Some  four  days  hence,  and  ask  for  Irincalo 

At  tl?  fignf  th?  Hog/head ;  Til  mortgage  all  my  lives 

To  bid  you  welcome.      You  that  love  Trincalo 

And  mean  to  meet,  clap  han  ds  and  make  f  a  bargain. 


_ 
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71/fR-   James  Shirley  was  born  in  1594.     He  was 
"*"  of  St.  John's  College,   Oxford,  when  Jrchbifhop 

Laud  was  Prefident  there,  a?id  had  a  Mind  to  go  intb 
Orders,  but  Laud  objefled  againfi  him,  hecaufe  he  had  a 
Mole  on  his  left  Cheek  ;  upon  which  he  went  to  Cam- 
bridge, and  took  Orders  there,  He  afterwards  became  a 
Schoolmafier  at  St,  Albans,  then  turned  Roman  Catholic h, 
went  to  London,  betook  him/elf  to  the  Study  of '  Dramatic  k 
Poetry,  and  wrote  for  the  Stage,  He  had  alfo  for  fome 
Time  a  Cdmmiffion  in  the  Army~,  which  was  frocurd  him 
by  his  great  Friend \  the  Duke  yNewcaftle  ;  whom,  it  is 
faid,  he  ufed  to  ajjifi  in  the  Playr,  which  were  publijtfd 
by  his  Grace.  In  the  great  Fire  of  London,  in  1666*, 
being  then  72  Tears  old,  he  with  his  fecond  Wife,  were 
driven  from  their  Habitation  in  Fleet- ftreet  to  St.  GileS 
in  the  Fields,  where  being  overcome  with  the  Fright,  and 
difconfolate  for  their  Lojfes,  they  both  dfd  in  one  Day, 
and  were  burfd  in  the  fame  Grave  in  St.  Giles\f  Church 
Yard.  Mr.  Shirley  was  a  very  voluminous  Writer,  and 
his  Plays,  befides  the  two  following,  are  as  follow,  viz, 
The  Ball ;  Changes,  or  Love  in  a  maze  ;  Conjiant  Maid, 
cr  Love  vjill  find  out  the  Way  ;  Coronation  ;  Grateful 
Servant ;  Hide  Park ;  Hurmrous  Courtier  j  Lady  of  Plea- 
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Jure  ;  Love-Tricks,  or  the  School  of  Compliments  ;  Oppor- 
tunity; Saint  Patrick  for  Ireland ;  Witty  Fair  One ;  The 
Brothers  ;  The  Sifters  ;  Honoria  and  Mammon  :  Come  • 
dies.  Philip  Chabot,  Admiral  of  France  ;  Love's  Quel- 
ty  ;  Maid's  Revenge ;  the  Politician  ;  the  Tray  tor ;  the 
Cardinal.'  Tragedies.  Duke's  Miftrefs  ;  Example ;  Gen~ 
tleman  of  Venice  \  Royal  Mafter ;  Wedding ;  Young  Admi- 
ral \  Court-Secret;  Doubtful  Heir ;  Impofture  :  Tragi- 
comedies. Arcadia)  a  Paftoral.  Contention  for  Honour 
and  Riches;  Cupid  and  Death;  Triumph  of  Peace;  Triumph 
of  Beauty ,  Mafques :  And  the  Contention  of  Ajax  and 
Ulyttesfor  the  Armour  $/"  Achilles,  an  foserlude* 


"E  2  Dra- 
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Dramatis  Perfonae. 


HAzard,  the  Gamefter. 
Wilding,  a  rah. 
Delamore,  in  love  with  Leonora. 
Beaumont,  in  love  with  Violante, 
Acrelefs,      1 
Littleftock,  >  gamefters. 
Sellaway,     j 
Barnacle,  an  old  cit. 
His  Nephew,  a  young  cit. 
Sir  Richard  Hurry. 


Mrs.  Wilding,  WildingV  wife. 

Penelope,  her  ccufin. 

Leonora,  fir  R»  Hurry V  daughter,   in  love  wiib 

Delamore. 
Violante,  in  leftve  with  Beaumont. 

Page,  Dwindle,    Servants,   Officers,    Drawers,   Fiddler, 
Surgeon,  Lord,  Knight  >  and  Country-gentleman. 
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A  C  T.    I.       ♦ 

Enter  mafier  Wilding  and  mjf reft  Penelope. 

Wilding. 

HA T   need  you  be  fo  coy  now  ? 

Pen.   Pray  collect 
Yourfelf,  remember  what  you  are,    and 

whofe. 
You    have    a    virtuous     gent \z woman ; 
think 
Upon  your  faith  to  her. 

Wil.  Think  of  a  fiddle-flick! 
While  you  put  me  in  the  mind  of  what  I  am, 

E  3  You 
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You  quite  forget  yourfelf.     My  wife  I  allow 
Your  kinfwoman  far  off;  to  whom,  a  widow, 
Your  father  left  you,  with  a  handfome  fortune  $ 
Which,  by  her  marriage  I  have  in  poflfeiTion  ; 
And  you  too  :  therefore,  as  you  hope  to  be 
In  due  time  worth  -a  hufband,  think  upon't, 
I  can  deferve  refpecl  j  then  wifely  ufe  me, 
As  you  would  keep  me. 

Pen.  This  is  but  a  trial 
Of  my  ftrength ;  for  I  know  you  have  more  charity, 
(Should  I  confent)  than  fhipwreck  your  own  honour* 
But  take  heed,  fir,  how  you  proceed  to  j  eft 
With  frailty  ;  left  too  much  difordering 
Your  good  thoughts,  you  forget,  and  by  degrees 
Lofe  your  own  innocence. 

WiL  I  jeft  ?  you'ld  have  me  fwear ;  and  yet  you 
ihould  not  think  it  fuch  a  wonder  to  love.  Come,  make 
off  this  froft ;  it  fpoils  thee ;  your  nature  mould  be  foft 
and  flexible.  Perhaps  thou  think'ft  I  do  not  love  thee 
heartily.  1  know  not  how  to  give  thee  better  teftimony, 
than  by  offering  myfelf  to  thee :  if  my  wife  die,  as  ten 
to  one  file's  not  immortal,  we  may  couple  t'other 
way. 

2V*.  What  argument  is  this  toaffure  the  truth  of  your 
affection  to  me,  that  break  your  vows  to  her  ? 

Wil.  Oh  *  great  argument,  and  you  obferve.  She 
was  a  widow  when  I  married  her  ;  thou  art  a  young 
maid,  and  handfome. 

Pen,  Can  you  be  fo  ungrateful,  to  punifh  whom  you 
mould  reward?  Remember,  fir,  fhe  brought  you  that 
wealth  you  have  ;  took  you  from  nothing 

Wil.  There's  reafon  then  for  nothing  I  mould  love 
her.  Hang  her  eftate  !  I  was  held  a  proper  man  ;  and 
in  that  point  deferv'd  her,  an'  fhe  had  milLons.  An'  I 
were  free  again,  I  would  not  draw  i'th'  team  of  mar- 
riage, for  ten  fubfidies ;  not  to  command  a  province. 

Pen.    Yet  you   faid,  were  your    wife   dead,    you'd 
marry  me. 

Wil. 
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WiL  Only  thee*  and  no  body  elfe. 

Pen.  'Twere  dangerous  to  have  many. 

WiL  To  have  one,  is  little  lefs  than  madncfs ;  come^ 
wo't  promife  ? 

Enter  mjfrefi  Witting, 

Pen.  What? 

WiL  A'courfe  you  know  my  meaning. 

Mif.  I  do  not  like  this  whifpering ;  why  with  her 
So  clofe  in  parly  ? 

WiL  Wo't  thou  do  this  feat  for  me  ? 
'Tis  finiuYd  in  a  pair  of  minutes. 

Pen.  Yes,  upon  one  condition. 

WiL  What  condition  ? 

Pen.  That  your  wife   give  confent ;  you  {hall  then 
command  me. 

WiL  I'll  undertake  to  go  a  pilgrimage 
To  Jerufalem,  and  return  fooner.     Wou'd 
I  did  not  love  thee,  love  thee  infinitely  : 
That's  all ;  'twonot  do — My  wife!  I  hope  [Exit Penelope. 
She  has  not  eaves-dropp'd  us.  What  pity  'tis 
She  cannot  find  the  way  to  heav'n  ?  I  mould  not 
Trouble  her   in   hafte.     Thefe  wives    will    have    no 

confcience, 
But  flick  to  us  everlaftingly  !  Now,  lady, 
How  did  your  monkey  reil  laft  night  ?  you  look 
As  you  had  not  done  your  prayers  yet ;  I  won't  difturb 
yon. 

Mif.  Pray,  fir,  ftay ;  let  me  but  know 
Some  reafon,  why  you  ufe  me  thus  unkindly  ? 
If  I  have  been  guilty  of  offence,  I  am  not 
Paft  hope,  but  with  the  knowledge  of  my  error 
'Tis  pofftble  I  may  amend  and  pleafe  you. 

WiL  I  do  not  like  you. 

Mif.  You  did  marry  me. 

WiL  Yes,  I  did  marry  you  ;  here's  too  much  record 
for't. 
I  would  there  were  a  parfon  to  un marry  us ! 
If  any  of  our  clergy  had  that  faculty, 
He  might  repair  the  old,  and  build  as  many 
New  abbeys  through  the  kingdom,  in  a  twelvemonth. 

E  4  Shall 
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Shall  I  fpeak  truth  ?  I  never  much  affecled  thee  ; 

I  married  thee  for  thy  foul's  fake,  not  thy  body, 

And  fhall  as  foon  get  children  on't:  and  yet 

I  do  not  hate  thee.     Witnefs,  I  dare  kifs  ; 

Hold  thee  by  the  hand,  and  fleep  in  the  fame  houfe  y 

And  in  thy  bed  fometimes  fomething  has  been  done. 

Mif.  Within  the  memory  of  man ;  but 

What,  fir? 

Wil.  You  have  a  fcurvy  quality,  wife  ;  I  told  yoa 
on't. 

Mif.  Once  more;  and. I'll  correct  it. 

Wil.  You  are  given  to  be  jealous.     I  cannot 
Ramble  abroad  in  gentlemen's  company 
Whole  days,  ly  out  a  nights,  but  you  fufpect 
I  am  wanton.     'Tis  ill  done  ;  it  becomes  no  modeft 
Woman  that  loves  her  hufband,  to  be  jealous, 
What  e'er  me  fees  or  hears.     Mend,  mend  this  fault : 
You  do  not  know,  how  it  may  work  upon  me. 
Some  wife  will  bid  her  hufband's  leverets  welcome ; 
Keep  houfe  together,  and  provide  clean  meets, 
And  cullifes  to  fortify ;  you  ne'er  did  it : 
Know  her  own  chamber,  and  not  come  forth 
Till  (lie  be  fent  for  ;  if  her  hufband  kifs  her 
Sometimes,  allow  her  clothes  and  other  trinkets  j 
Suffer  her  carve  at  table  ;  fhe  is  fatisfy'd  ; 
And  none  6'th'  parifli  talk  ;  ihe  carries  it 
So  handfomly.     Thefe  morals  I  have  read 
.Before  now,  but  you  put  them  not  in  practife ; 
Nor,  for  aught  I  perceive,  have  difpofition  to't : 
Therefore  I'll  take  my  courfe. 

Mif  To  (hew  I  can 
Be  obedient  to  my  griefs ;  from  this  time,  fir, 
I  wonot  urge  with  one  unwelcome  fyllable, 
How  much  I  am  neglected  ;  I'll  conceal  it 
Too  from  the  world :  your  fhame  muft  needs  be  mine* 
I  fee  you  do  not  love  me  ,•  where  your  heart 
Hath  plac'd  a  worthier  thought,  let  it  dwell  ever; 
Freely  purfue  your  pleafures ;   f  will  have 
Xo  paiiion  that  fhall  mutiny  j  you  are, 
And  mall  be  lord  of  me  dill 

WiL 
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WiL  I  like  this,  if  it  be  no  difguife. 

Mif  Do  not  fuiped  me  ; 
I  would  fwear  by  a  kifs,  if  you  vouchfafe  it; 
You  mail  not  keep  a  fervant,   that  mall  be  more  humble, 

WiL  And  obedient  to  my  will  ? 

Mif.  In  all  things. 

WiL  But  if  I  bring  home  a  miitrefs 

Mif.  I'll  call'her  filler. 

WiL  What  if  there  be  one 
Already,  that  does  pleafe  me  ?  will  you  not 
Repine,  and  look  awry  upon's,  when  we 
Make  much  of  one  another  ? 

Mif.  So  you  will  but  fometimes  fmile  on  me  too,  Til 
indeavour. 

Wit.  Well  faid,  thi*  may  do  good  upon  me;  as 
I  find  you  prompt  in  this,  I  may  confider 
Other  matters :  to  tell  you  true,  I  love 
Your  kinfwoman. 

Mif  How  ? 

WiL   Fth1  way  you  wot  on  ;  but 
I  find  her  cold  and  pee  vim.     How  fhe  may 
Be  brought  aboutr  I  know  rot.     'Twould  fhew  well, 
And  be  a  precedent  for  other  wives, 
If  you  would  put  your  help  to't. 

Mif.  Goodnefs  blefs  me  ! 

WH.   One  woman  with  another  can  do  more, 
In  men  a  caufe,  than  twentv  men.     I  do  not 
Wander,  you  fee,  out  of  the  blood  ;  this  wiil 
Be  a  way  to  juftify  your  obedience. 

Mif.  You  ihew  a   tyrant  now ;  and  flead  of  framing 
My  foul  to  patience,  murder  both.  [F.. 

WiL  I  have  gone  too  far  a'  confeience ;  this  may- 
Spoil  all :  and,  now  I  think  upon':,  I  was 
A  coxcomb  to  difcover  any  party. 
I  mull:  deny't  again  ;  and  carry  things 

More  clofely. How  now,  Will  ? 

Enter  Hazard. 

Haz.  How  now,  Will  ?  is  that  ail  ? 
Look  up,  and  afk  me  a  queftion  like  a  ma  1. 
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What,  melancholy? 

WiL  No,  no  y  a  toy,  a  trifle. 

Haz.  That  fhould  be,  a  woman ;  who  is't  thou  art 
thinking  on  ? 
I  have  been  of  your  counfel 

WiL  I  was  thinking o*  my  wife  ! 

Haz.  I  met  her  fad. 

WiL  I  cannot  blame  her ; 
We  have  had  a  dialogue ;   come,  thou  know'ft  my 
bofom. 

Haz.  When  do'ft  mean  to  lie  with  her? 

WiL  I  know  not ;  but  I  have  offer'd  fair  conditions  : 
She  is  very  confident,  I  do  not  doat 
Upon  her  beauty  ;  I  have  told  her,  firrah, 
.1  love  her  kinfwoman. 

Haz.  Y'are  not  fo  mad  ? 

WiL  The  world's  deceiv'd  in  her;  ihe'll  give  me 
leave 
To  ramble  where  I  lift  ;  and  feed  upon 
What  beft  delights  my  appetite. 

Haz.  He  that  lias 
An  ambition  to  be  ftrangled  in  his  fleep, 
May  tell  his  wife  he  loves  another  woman. 

WiL  But  I  was  not  content  with  this.     Becaufc 
The  other  wench  was  fomewhat  obftinate, 
1  muft  needs  urge  my  wife  to  mollify 
And  mold  her  for  my  purpofe. 

Haz.  And  fhe  confented  too  ? 

WiL  No,  'twould  not  do : 
This  went  againft  her  ftomach,  and  we  parted. 

Ha.  Next  time  you  fee  her,  look  to  be  prefented 
With  your  miftrefs'  nofe  for  this.     Do'ft  think  a  woman 
Can  be  fo  patient,  to  know  her  rival 
I'th'  fame  roof,  and  leave  her  eyes  to  fee  thee 
Again  ?    I  am  forry  for  thee. 

WiL  I  am  confident 
She  dare  not :  but  for  all  that,  would  I  had 
Been  lefs  particular. 

Haz.  Come,  I  love  thee  well ; 
But  not  thy  wit,  to  carry  things  no  handfomer ; 

Yoa 
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You  muft  unravel  again,  and  make  your  wife 
Believe  you  did  but  try  her. 
How  now,  what's  the  news  here  ? 

Enter  Officers  with  Dela?nore  wounded. 

1  Off.  Quickly  to  a  furgeon !  bear  him  gently. 
Haz.  What's  the  bufinefs  ? 

2  Off.  Nothing,  fir,  but  a  gentleman  is  khTd ;  and 

we  are 
Carrying  him  to  a  furgeon. 

Wil.  'Tis  Jack  Delamore  -,  he  is  not  dead.     Ha,  who 
hurt  him  ? 

Haz.  Matter  Beaumont  :  we  cannot  flay,  fir. 

Wil.  Why,  they  were  friends. 

2  Off.  'But  wine  made  them  fall  out ;  fome  fay,  about 
Their  miftrefTes. 

Wil.  I  did  expecl  a  woman  at  one  end  on't. 
What  miferable  fools  are  men,  to  kill 
One  another  for  thefe  cockatrices  ! 

Haz.  I  am  forry  for  poor  Beaumont. 

Wil.  It  would  be  long  ere  any  miffrefs  would 
Be  fo  defperate  for  her  fervaut ;  this  is  valour, 
High  and  mighty  valour. 

Haz.  Men  muft  preferve 
Their  honours,  man  ;  thou  dofl  not  know  their  quarrel. 

Wil.  Thou  art  held  a  piece  of  a  kill-cow  too  y  look 
to't,  before  the  feflions  take  an  order  w'ye:  is't  not  a 
great  deal  fafer  now,  to  fkirmifh  with  a  petticoat,  and 
touze  a  handfome  wench  in  private,  than  be  valiant  in 
the  ftreets,  and  kifs  the  gallows  for't  ?  Hang,  hang  this 
foolery  !  Let  gentlemen  rather  live,  and  pay  their 
tailors,  than  let  their  clothes  enrich  the  hangman's 
wardrobe. 

Haz.  But  fkirmifhing,  as  you  call  it,  with  the  pet- 
ticoat, 
Is  by  fome  held  a  way  to  this  preferment : 
Your  wenches  ha'  been  (ticklers,  and  fome  men 
Dropt  in  their  quarrel .v 

Wild.  Let  them  be  fuch  coxcombs, 
They  cannot  die  too  foon.     Cannot  I  have 
A  lady  of  pleafure,  but  to  plcafe  her  humour 
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I  muft  be  engag'd  to  fight  and  kill  men  for  her, 
Eecauie  her  health's  retus'd  ;  another's  nofe, 
Or  teeth  preferr'd  ?  fubitantial  grounds  for  murder  ! 
We  fpend  our  blood  too  much  another  way: 
Confumption  take  me,  if  I  fight  for  one  of  'em  ! 
I  will  drink  fmgle  beer  firfl  ;  and  live  honeft. 
Gentlemen  are  come  to  a  fine  pafs !  Do  not  you 
Think  but  'tis  pofiible,  I  may  fight  for  all  this  ? 

Haz.  There  may  be  caufes,  that  have  women  in  'em : 
But  I  confefs  no  polecats,  or  lewd  itrumpets, 
Tho'  I  do  uie  the  trick  o'trTflefh,  mall  drive 
Me  to  the  furgeon :  I  had  a  mother 

Wild.  And  I  have  a  wife  !  would  thou  had'ft  her. 

Ha z.  No,  no  ;  fhe  is  well  as  me  is : 
There  may  be  honour  to  defend  thefe. 

Wild.  Sometimes. 

Hex,  But  there's  a  mifchief  greater  than  all  thefe ; 
A  bafe  and  fordid  provocation, 
Us'd  among  gentlemen.     They  cannot  quarrel 
About  a  glafs  of  wine,  but  out  flies  itraight, 
Son  of  a  whore  !  Dead  mothers  muft  be  torn 
Ou:  of  their  graves,  or  living  have  their  names 
Poifon'd  by  a  prodigious  breath  :  it  were 
A  brave  and  noble  law,  to  make  his  tongue 
Be  cut  for't;  i:  would  fave  much  blood  i'th'  year, 
That  might  be  fpent  more  honourably. 

Wild.  The  lie  grew  a  dull  provocation;  this  has 
quicken* d  us.  But  leave  this  common  place,  thou  canft 
not  help  it;  let's  talk  of  fomething  elfe.  Stay,  is  not 
this  Beaumont  ? 

Enter  Beaumont  and  Officers. 

Haz.  Apprehended!  alas,  poor  gentleman  f  how  now, 
Ned  ? 

Beau.  As  you  fee,  gentlemen  ;  call'd  to  my  account. 

Wild.  We  heard  a  piece  of  the  misfortune :  but 
Be  not  dejected ;  he  may  live. 

Beau.  I  fear  it. 
Pray  lead  me  where  you  pleafe.     Alas,  Violante  !  this 
news  will  wound  thee  too  !  [Exit. 

Wild,  m  with  him,  and  know  the  ftory. 

Haz, 
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Hax    'Twill  but  trouble  me  ; 
I  can  do  him  no  fervice,  befide  that, 
I  am  engaged  to  meet  old  mailer  Barnacle. 

Enter  A  ere  left,   Littlejiock,   and  Sell  away. 
Whither,  whither  gentlemen,  with  your  fwords  drawn  p 

Acre.  Doeft  not  fee  a  gentleman  led  to  prifon  ? 
We'll  refcue  him  from  the  officers,  come  join  with  us : 
We  mall  draw  more  to  the  caufe. 

Hax.  You  do  not  mean 
This  rafhnefs  ;  hide  your  fwords,  be  advifed  better; 
D'ye  know  his  fa£t  ? 

Little.  He  has  flain  a  gentleman. 

Sell.  They  fay  he  is  not  dead ;  the  wound's  not  mor- 
tal. 

Hax.  And  will  you  make  one  paft  cure  ? 

Acre.  How  do'ft  mean  ? 

Hax.  Upon   yourfelves :    cool  your  hot    bloods  a 
little. 
No  mutiny,  my  countrymen  !  remember.. 
If  he  recover  tnat  is  hurt,  the  other 
Will  come  off  well  enough  whhout  your  valour: 
Breathe,  breathe  a  while  !  you  may  if  you  have  a  mind 

to't, 
Inftead  of  refcuing,  betray  a  gentleman 
And  yourfelves  too,  to  a  danger. 

Little.  He  fays  right. 

Hax.  'Tis  fcurvy  wearing  hemp  ;  if  you  'fcape  kill- 
ing. 
There  be  more  butchers,  than  fell  flefh  ;  and  citizens 
Have  no  mercy  in  their  clubs,  efpecially 
When  gentlemen  have  fo  little  wit,  to  bring 
Their  heads  to  th'  knocking  down.     'Tis  a  revenge 
They  owe  you  for  their  wives.     Oh,  take  heed  mainly 
Of  thefe  left-handed  halberdiers ! 

Acre.  Confound  'em. 

Hax.  How  many  will  you  kill,  with  your  b'rd-fpit  ? 
You  have  more  legs  and  arms  at  home,  which  makes 
You  valiant.      I'll  not  pare  my  nails  to  day  ; 
And  yet  I  love  my  friend,  as  the  beft  on  you  : 
You  know  I  dare  fight  too  ;  but  in  this  caufc 

You 
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You  mud  needs  pardon  me.     I  believe  the  ftouteft, 
That  now  would  feem  all  fire  and  fword,  will  go 
With  as  ill  will  to  hanging,  as  another  ; 
And  will  become  it  as  icurvily  ;  take  your  courfes. 

Sell.  I  think,  'tis  better 

Haz.  O'  th'  two,  to  go  to  the  tavern  ;  and  be  drunk 
In  your  own  defence  ;  a  wench  is  not  fo  dangerous  ; 
Nor  the  difeafe  that  waits  upon  her. 

Acre.  What  if  the  gentleman  that's  hurt  mould  die  ? 
Then  there's  no  hope  for  t'other. 

Haz.  Lefs  for  you  ; 
You  would  be  guilty  of  his  murther  too, 
And  fnatch  him  from  the  law.     Why,  you  may  do't ; 
*Tis  pity  but  the  government  mould  thank  you  ; 
And,  if  you  'fcape  the  halter  for't,  it  may  be 
Another  man,  in  time,  may  cut  your  throat : 
And  there's  one  for  another,  paid  in  the  blood. 
Come,  be  yourfelves  :  thefe  are  not  ads  of  gentlemen  ; 
Where  fhame,  not  honour,  muft  reward  your  daring. 
Tho'  we  be  wild,  it  follows  not  we  fhould 
Be  mad  out-right. 

little,  I  was  ever  of  his  mind. 

Acre.  Come,  let's  to  the  tavern. 

Haz.  I  am  for  that  coaft  ;  now  I  think  upon't, 
I'll  meet  you  at  the  new  rendezvous  within 
This  half  hour.     I  expect  a  gentleman 
That  has  engaged  my  promife ;  I'll  come  t'ye 
E'er  you  be  half  drunk. 

Set.  Do  not  fail. 

Haz.  Drink  fack,  and  think  not  on't. — What  mould 
be 
The  bufinefs,  that  old  Barnacle  has  defired 
My  conference  ?  'tis  not  to  lend  me  money  fure. 
He's  here. 

Enter  Majier  Barnacle. 

Bar.  Mailer  Hazard  ! 

Haz .  I  was  coming  to  you,  fir. 

Bar.  I  am  fortunate  to  prevent  fo  great  a  trouble  ; 
There  is  a  bufmefc,  f:r,  wherein  I  rnuft  defire  your  fa- 

'  /     vour. 

Haz. 
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Haz.  Mine  ?  command  it,  fir. 

[Offering  him  a  purfe  cf  money* 

Bar.  Nay,  I'll  be  thankful  too ;  I  know  you  are 
A  gentleman. 

Haz.  That  mould  incline  you  to  think 
I  am  not  mercenary. 

Bar.  I  befeech  you,  ftr, 
Miftake  me  not ;  rewards  are  due  to  virtues, 
And  honour  muft  be  cherifh'd. 

Haz.  What's  your  purpofe  ? 
Pray  clear  my  underftanding. 

Bar.  To  be  plain,   fir, 
You  have  a  name  i'th'  town  for  a  brave  fellow, 

Haz,  How,  fir,  you  do  not  come  to  jeer  me  I 

Bar.  Patience,  I  mean  you  have  the  opinion 
Of  a  valiant  gentleman ;  one  that  dares 
Fight  and  maintain  your  honour  againft  odds. 
The  fword-men  do  acknowledge  you ;  the  bailiffs 
Obferve  their  diftance ;  all  the  fwaggering  puffs 
Strike  their  top-fails.     I  have  heard  'em  in  the  ftreets 
Say,  there  goes  daring  Hazard  ;  a  man  carelefs 
Of  wounds ;  and  tho'  he  have  not  had  the  luck 
To  kill  fo  many  as  another,  dares 
Fight  with  all  them  that  have. 

Haz.  You  have  heard  this  ? 

Bar.  And  more,  and  more ;  miftake  not, 
I  do  not  all  this  while  account  you  in 
The  lift  of  thofe  are  called  the  blades,  that  rear 
In  brothels,  and  break  windows ;  fright  the  ftreets> 
At  midnight,  worfe  than  conftables ;  and  fometimes 
Set  upon  innocent  bell-men,  to  beget 
Difcourfe  for  a  week's  diet;  that  fwear,  damme's, 
To  pay  their  debts;  and  march  like  walking  armories, 
With  poniard,  piftol,  rapier,  and  batoon, 
As  they  would  murder  all  the  king's  liege  people, 
And  blow  down  ftreets :  no,  I  repute  you  valiant 
Indeed,  and  honour'd  ;  and  come  now  without 
More  ceremony,  to  defire  your  favour ; 
Which  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  I  hope, 
You'll  not  deny  me, 

Haz. 
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Haz.  Though  your  language 
Be  fomething  ftrange,  yet  becaufe  I  think  you  dare  not 
Intend  me  an  abufe,  I  not  queftion  it. 
Pray  to  the  point  ;  I  do  not  think  you're  jome 
To  have  me  be  your  fecond. 

Bar.  I  am  no  fighter ; 
Tho'  I  have  feen  a  fence -fchool  in  my  days, 
And  crack'd  a  cudgel ;  yet  I  come  about 
A  fighting  bufinefs. 

Haz.  You  would  have  me  beat  fomebody  for  you. 

Bar.  Not  fo,  noble  Hazard :  yet 
I  come  to  entreat  a  valiant  courtefy, 
Which  I  am  willing  to  requite  in  money ; 
I  have  brought  gold  to  give  you  payment,  fir  ; 
'Tis  a  thing  you  may  eafily  content  to,. 
And  'twill  oblige  me  ever. 

Haz.  Be  particular. 

Bar.  Then  thus ;  you  are  not  ignorant  I  have  a  ne- 
phew, iir, 

Haz,  You  have  fo.. 

Bar.  One  that's  like 
To  be  my  hsir  T  the  only  one  of  my  name 
That's  left :  and  one  that  may  in  time  be  made 
A  pretty  fellow. 

Haz.  Very  well;  proceed. 

Bar.  You  know,  or  you  imagine,  that  I  have 
A  pretty  eftate  too. 

Haz.  Y'ar.e  held  a  main  rich  man,  fir  ; 
In  money  able  to  weigh  down  an  alderman. 

Bar.  I  have  more  than  I  lhall  fpend  :  now  I  come 
clofe  ; 
I  would  have  this  nephew  of  mine,  converfe  with  gentle- 
men. 

Haz.  And  he  does  {o. 

Bar.  I'll  not  pinch  him  hVs  allowance  ; 
The  univerfity  had  almoil  fpoil'd  him. 

Haz .  With  what  ? 

Bar.  With  modcfty  ;  a  thingr  you  knowy 
Not  here  in  fafhion:  but  that's  almoil  cur'd  j 
I  would  allow  him  to  be  drunk. 

Haz. 


T/be  Gamester.  113 

Haz.  You  may,  fir. 

Bar.  Or  any  thing  to  fpeak  him  a  fine  gentleman. 

Haz.  WirJi  your  favour,  fir,  let  me  be  bold  a  little- 
To  interrupt  you  ;  were  not  you  a  citizen  I 

Bar.  'Tis  confefs'd,  fir. 

Haz.  It  being  a  thriving  way, 
A  walk  wherein-  you  might  direct  your  nephew, 
Why  d'ye  not  breed  him  fo  ? 

Bar,  I  apprehend ; 
And  thus  I  fatisfy  you  :  we  that  had 
Our  breeding  from  a  trade  ;  cits  as  you  call  us ; 
Tho'  we  hate  gentlemen  ourfelves,  yet  are 
Ambitious^ to  make  all  our  children  gentlemen  : 
In  three  generations  they  return  again  ; 
We  for  our  children  purchafe  land ;  they  brave  it 
Pth'  country  ;  beget  children,,  and  they  fell  ; 
Grow  poor,  and  fend  their  fons  up  to  be  'prentices, 
There  is .  a  whirl  in  fate.     The  courtiers  make 
Us  cuckolds ;  mark,  we  wriggle  into  their 
Eftates ;  poverty  makes  their  children  citizens  ; 
Our  fons  cuckold  them.     A  circular  jullice  ! 
The  world  turns  round.     But,  once  more,.,  to-  the  pur- 
pofe . 

Haz,  To  your  nephew. 

Bar,  This  nephew  of  mine  I  do  love  dearly  ; 
He  is  all  my  care ;  I  would  be  loath  to  lofe  him  ; 
And  to  preferve  him  both  in  life,  and  honour, 
I  come  to  you. 

Haz.  Now  you  come  to  me,  indeed,  fir, 

Bar.  What  fhali  I  give  you,  fir,  to  let  him— — 

Haz.  What? 

Bar.  Pray,  be  not  angry  ! 

Haz.  By  no  means. 

Bar.  There  is  no  fuch  fecurity  i'th1  world  ;. 
I'll  pay  for't  heartily. 

Haz.   For  what  ? 

Bar.  What  mall  I  give  you  troth,  and  let  him—— 

Haz.  What? 

Bar.  Beat  you,  fir  ? 

Acre.  How  ? 

Bar, 
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Bar.  Nay  do  not,  fir,  miftake  me  :  for  altho* 
I  name  it  coarfely  ;  I  defire  it  mould  be 
With  your  confent,  no  otherwife.     My  nephew 
Is  raw,  and  wants  opinion  $  and  the  tall: 
Of  fuch  a  thing,  to  beat  a  gentleman 
That  all  the  town's  afraid  of,  would  be  worth, 
In's  credit,  heaven  knows  what !  Alas,  you  cannot 
Blame  a  kind  uncle,  to  defire  all  means 
To  get  his  nephew  fame,  and  keep  hin,  fafe  ; 
And  this  were  fuch  a  way  !  — - 

Haz.  To  have  me  beaten. 

Bar.  Y'are  i'th'  right ;  but  do  not  mifconceive  me. 
Under  your  favour,  my  intention  is  not 
He  fnould  much  hurt  you  :  if  you  pleafe  to  let  him 
Quarrel,  or  fo,  at  tavern,  or  where  elfe 
You  mall  think  fit ;  and  throw  a  pottle -pot 

Haz.  At  my  head  ? 

Bar.  Yes ;  or  fay  it  be  a  quart ;  Hill  under  your  cor- 
rection, 
Only  that  fome  of  your  acquaintance  and 
Gentlemen  may  take  notice,  that  he  dares 
Affront  you,  and  come  off  with  honour  handfomely. 
Look,  here's  a  hundred  pieces  !  tell  'em  i'th'  ordinary ; 
Th'are  weight,  upon  my  credit  :  play  'em  not 
Againft  light  gold.     This  is  the  prologue  to 
My  thanks,  befide  my  nephew  fhall  in  private 
Acknowledge  himfelf  beholden.  u  * 

Haz.  A  hundred  pieces  !  I  want  money. 

Bar.   Right. 

Haz.  You  give  me  this  to  let  your  nephew  beat  me  > 

Bar.  Pray,  take  me  with  ye :  I  do  not  mean  he  mould 
By  beating,  hurt  you  dangeroufly.     You  may 
Contrive  the  quarrel,  fo  that  he  may  draw 
Some  blood ;  or  knock  you  o'er  the  pate,  and  fo  forth; 
And  come  off  bravely  :  this  is  all. 

Haz.   Well,  fir; 
You  do  not  mean,  you  fay,  he  fhould  endanger 
My  life  or  limbs ;  all  you  deiire,  if  I 
Miftake  not,  is  to  get  your  nephew  credit : 
7  hat  being  flefh'd,  he  may  walk  fecurely ;  and  be  held 

Valiant, 
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Valiant,  by  gaining  honour  upon  me. 

Bar,  You  underfland  me  right. 

Haz.   I'll  put  it  up  ; 
jpray  fend  your  nephew  to  me;  we'll  agree. 

Bar.  Agree,  fir?  you  muft  quarrel  >  and  he  mult  beat 
you; 
Elfe,  'tis  no  bargain, 

Haz.  Not  before 
We  have  concluded  how  things  fhall  be  carry'd. 

Bar.  I  muftdefire  your  fecrefy,  and— — 

Haz.  Here's  my  hand. 

Bar.  And  there's  my  money. 

Haz.  Your  nephew  fhall  be  a  blade. 

Bar.  Why  there's  ten  pieces  more,  'caufe  you  come  off 
So  freely  ;  Pi!  fend  him  to  you. 

Haz.  Do  fo ;  why  this,   if  the  dice  favour  me,  may 
bring  all 
My  lands  again.     Be  fure  you  fend  him  ;  but 
No  words!  for  your  nephew's  credit, 

Bar.  Mum — I  thank  you  heartily.  [Exit. 

Haz.  Be  there  fuch  things  i'  th'  world  ?   I'll  firft  to 
the  tavern  : 
There  I  am  flaid  for;  gentlemen,  I  come ; 
I'll  be  beat  every  day  for  fuch  a  fum.  [Exit. 

I  A  C  T    II. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Wilding  and  the  Page. 

Mif.   XX  1  HERE'S  your  matter,  boy  ? 
Page.  VV      I  know  not,  miftrefs. 

Mif.  Come  nearer,  firrah  ;  you  are  of  your  mailer's 
Counfel  fometimes ;  come,  be  true  in  what 
I  fhall  defire,  and  I  (hall  find  a  time  for  your  reward. 

Page.  How  d'ye  mean,  miftrefs  ? 
We  pages  meet  rewards  of  feveral  natures : 

This 


Ii6  The  Gamester. 

This  great  man  gives  us  gold ;  that  lady,  gloves ;: 
T'other,  filk  flocking*,  rofes,  garters  :  but 
The  lady  and  miflrefs  whom  we  ferve  in  ordinary, 
Jteferves  another  bounty  for  our  clofenefs. 

Mif  I  fee  you  can  be  a  wag  ;  but  be  juft  to  me,  and! 

fecret. 
Page.  As  your  phyfician,  or  your  looking-glafs  ; 
That  in  your  abfence  cannot  be  corrupted 
To  betray  your  complexion. 

Mif  What   private    miitreffes  does   mafter  Wilding 

vifit  ? 
Page.  Who,  my  mafter  ? 
Alas,  forfooth,  d'ye  think  he  lets  me  know  ? 
Mif.  Nay,  nay,  diflemble  not. 
Page.   I  hire  a  coach 
Sometimes,  or  fo,  but  ride  always  i'th'  boot  ; 
I  look  at  nobody  but  the  paflengers. 
I  do  not  fit  i'th'  fame  box  at  plays  with  him ; 
I  wait  at  tavern,  I  confefs,  and  fo  forth ; 
And  when  he  has  fup'd,  we  muft  have  time  to  eat  too  : 
And  what  mould  I  trouble  my  confcience 
WithAeing  too  officious  till  I  am  called  for  ? 
'Tis  true,  he  waits  upon  the  ladies  home ; 
But  'tis  fo  dark,  I  know  not  where  they  dwell  : 
And  the  next  day  we  have  new  ones ;    'las,   meer  ftran^ 

gers 
To  me,  and.  I  mould  be  unmannerly 
To  catechize  'em.     If  now  and  then  there  be 
Any  fuperfluous  caft  waiting-woman,  * 

There  be  fo  many  ferving-men  about  her, 
I  cannot  come  to  afk  a  queftion  ; 
And  how  mould  I  know  any  thing  ?' 

Mif.   I  fee  you  are  old  enough  for  vice. 
Pa.   Alas,  forfooth, 
You  know  'tis  ill  to  do  a  thing  that's  wicked, 
But  'twere  a  double  fin  to  talk  on't  too, 
If  I  were  guilty  :  befide,  forfooth,  1  know 
You  would  ne'er  trull  me  again,  if  I  mould  tell  you.. 
Mif.  Thou  art  deceiv'd,  it  mall  endear  thee  more. 
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Pa.  I  mull  befeech  you 
To  be  excus'd.     My  mailer  is  my  mailer : 
My  feet  are  at  your  fervice,  not  my  tongue  : 
l[  would  not  forfeit  my  recognizance, 
I And  lhame  the  tribe.     Pages  and  midwives  are 
Sworn  to  be  ciofe. 

Mif.  Hence,  thou  old  in  villainy"! 
iBut  'tis  in  vain  to  chide  :  leave  me,  and  bid 
|Miftr£fs  Penelope  come  hither. 

Pa.  Yes,  forfooth. 

Mif.  I  know  not  which  way  to  begin  :  to  me 
He  has  betrayed  he  loves  her.     She  is  prefent. 
Enter  Penelope, 

Pen.  Will  you  be  fad  iliil,  coufm  ?  Why  d'ye  grieve  ? 
Be  kinder  to  yourfelf.     Trull  me,  I  weep 
When  I  am  alone  for  you. 

Mif  Sorrow  and  I 
Are  taking  leave,  1  hope  ;  and  thefe  are  only 
Some  drops  after  the  cloud  has  wept  his  violence. 
Were  one  thing  fininVd,  I  Ihould  ne'er  be  fad  more* 
And  I  cannot  defpair  to  know  it  done, 
Since  the  effect  depends  upon  your  love. 

Pen.  My  love  !  'tis  juflice  you  command  my  fervice : 
I  would  I  were  fo  happy, 

Mif.  Makemefo* 
By  your  coriient  to  my  deiire. 

Pen.  Pray  name  it. 

Mif.  I  only  alk  your  love;  pray^give  it  me. 

Pen,  My  love  !  why  do  you  mock  my  poor  heart,, 
which 
•Pours  all  it  has  upon  you  ?  y'are  pofTefs'd  of  that  already^ 

Mif.  You  examine  not 
The  extent  of  my  requell ;  for  when  you  have 
Given  what  I  afk,  your  love,  you  mull  no  more 
Direct  it  as  you  pleafe  :  the  power's  in  me 
How  to  difpofe  it. 

Pen.  And  you  (hall  for  ever  ; 
I  have  no  paiTion  that  mall  not  know  obedience  to  you. 

Mif  Your  love,  by  gift 
Made  i::ine,  1  give  my  hitlhand,     Do  you  love  him  ? 

2  Pen 
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Pen.  I  always  did. 

Mif.  But  in  a  nearer  way  : 
Love  him  as  I  do,  with  a  refolution 
To  give  yourfelf  to  him,  if  he  defire  it. 

Pen.  I  underftand  you  not ;  or  if  yo*.  do 
Sufpect  I  cherifh  any  lawlefs  flame 

Mif  Thou  art  too  innocent :  be  lefs,  and  do 
An  ad  to  endear  us  both.     I  know  he  loves  thee  f 
Meet  it,  dear  cuz  ;  'tis  all  I  beg  of  thee : 
I  know  you  think  it  a  moft  flrange  requeft*     - 
But  it  will  make  me  fortunate* 

Pen.  Grief,  I  fear, 
Hath  made  her  wild.—  D'ye  know  what  you  defire  J 

Mif  Yes,  that  you  love  my  hufband :   modefly 
Will  not  allow  me  to  difcourfe  my  wifh 
In  every  circumflance  ;  but  think  how  defperate 
■My  wound  is>  that  would  have  fo  flrange  a  cure. 
He'll  love  me  then ;  and,  trufl  me,  I'll  not  fludy 
Revenge*  as  other  wives  perhaps  would  do, 
But  thank  thee  ;  and  indeed  an  a£l  like  this, 
So  full  of  love,  with  fo  much  lofs  and  fhame  too, 
For  mine  and  his  fake>  will  deferve  all  duty. 

Pen.  I  have  no  patience  to  hear  more  ;  and  could 
I  let  in  a  thought  you  meant  "this  earned, 
I  mould  forget  I  knew  you  ;  but  you  cannot 
Be  fall'n  from  fo  much  goodnefs.     I  confefs 
I  have  no  confidence  in  your  hufband^s  virtue : 
He  has  attempted  me ;  but  fhall  hope  fooner 
To  leave  a  flain  upon  the  fun,  than  bribe 
Me  to  fo  foul  a  guilt.     I  have  no  life 
Without  my  innocence  ;  and  you  cannot  make 
Yourfelf  more  miferable  than  to  wifn  it  from  me, 
Oh,  do  not  lofe  the  merit  of  your  faith 
And  truth  to  him,  tho'  he  forget  himfelf, 
By  thinking  to  relieve  yourfelf  thus  fmfully  : 
But  fure  you  do  but  try  me  all  this  while. 

Mrs.  Wild.  And  I  have  found  thee  pure  :  be  ftill  pr< 
ferv'd  fo. 
But  he  will  flraggle  farther—* 
Pen.  Cherifh  hope ; 
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He  rather  will  come  back  :  your  tears  and  prayers 
Cannot  be  loft. 

Mrs.  Wild.  I  charge  thee  by  thy  love, 
Vet  be  rul'd  by  me.     Ill  not  be  fo  wicked 
To  tempt  thee  in  a  thought  fhall  blemifh  thee  % 
But  as  thou  would' 11  defire  my  peace,  and  his 
Converfion,  if  his  wantonnefs  laft  with  him* 
Appear  more  tractable ;  allow  him  fo  much 
Favour,  in  fmile  tfr  language,  that  he  may  not 
Think  it  impoilible  to  prevail  at  laft. 

Pen.  This  may  engage  him  farther,  and  myfelf  td  % 
difhonoui*. 

Mrs.  Wild.  It  fhall  work  our  happinefs, 
As  I  will  manage  things  %  'tis  but  to  feem  : 
A  look  will  coft  thee  nothing,  nor  a  fyllable, 
To  make  his  hopes  more  pleafmg  :  on  my  life 
Thou  fhalt  be  fafe  both  in  thy  fame  and  perfon. 
Will  you  do  this  for  my  fake  ? 

Pene.  I'll  refufe  no  danger,  if  I  differ  not  in  honour^ 
To  do  you  any  fervice. 

Mrs.  Wild.  I  have  caft  it 
Already  in  my  brain  ;  but  do  not  yet 
inquire  my  purpofe.     As  his  folly  leads 
Him  to  puriue  you>  let  me  know ;  and  I'll 
By  fair  degrees  acquaint  you  with  my  plot ; 
Which,  built  on  no  foul  ends,  is  like  to  profper  } 
And  fee,  how  aptly  he  prefents  himfelf ! 
Pr'ythee  feem  kind,  and  leave  the  reft  to  me. 
He  fhall  not  fee  me.  {&*#♦ 

Enter  Mr.  Wilding* 

Wild,  How  now.,  cuz,  was  that 
My  wife  went  off? 

Pen.  Yes,  fir. 

Wild.  Let  her  go  :  what  faid  flie  t6  thee  ? 

Pen,  Nothing, 

Wild.  Thou  art  troubled  ! 

Pen,  Pray,  to  your  knowledge,  fir,  wherein  have  I 
Done  injury  to  you,  or  her  ? 

Wild.  Has  (he  abus'd  thee  \ 
I'll  go  kick  her0 

Pen. 
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Pen.  By  no  means,  fir— I  Heal  away  your  heart, 
And  meet  at  ilol'n  embraces  ? 

'Wild.  Does  fhe  twit  thee  ?  Til  kick  her  like  a  foot- 
ball, 
Say  but  the  word. 

Pen.  By  no  means  think  upon*t :  I  have  forgiven  her. 
You  fha'not,  fir,  fo  much  as  frown  upon  her  ; 
Pray  do  not,  as  you  love  me  : 
We  may  fludy  a  more  convenient  revenge. 

Wild.  How's  this? 
I  jpr'y  thee,  if  ihe  has  been  peremptory, 
Which  was  none  of  our  articles,  let  me  inftruft  thee 
How  we  mail  be  reveng'd. 

Pen.  Sir,  I  acknowledge 
The  growth  and  expectation  of  my  fortune 
Is  in  your  love  ;  and  tho'  I  would  not  wrong  her—-    j 
And  yet,  to  have  my  innocence  accused, 
Is  able  to  pervert  it.     Sir,  your  pardon ; 
I  have  been  paffionate  :  pray  love  your  wife. 

Wild.  No,  no,  I'll  love  thee ;  indeed,  indeed,  I  will. 
Is  fhe  jealous  ? 

Pen.  You  know  fhe  has  no  caufe. 

Wild.  Let  us  be  wife,  and  give  her  caufe :  mall's, 
cuz  ? 

Pen.  Sir,  if  I  be  a  trouble  to  your  houfe, 
Your -breath  fhall  loon  difcharge  me  :  I  had  thought 
The  tie  of  blood  might  have  gain'd  fome  refpecl. 

Wild.  Difcharge  thee  the  houfe  r  I'll  difcharge  her, 
And  all  her  generation,  thee  excepted ; 
And  thou  fhalt  do't  thyfclf ;  by  this,  thou  (halt. 
Ha,  fhe  kiffes  with  more  freedom  !  this  is  better   [djide. 
Than  if  my  wife  had  pleaded  for  me.     Pen, 
Thou  malt 'be  miftrefs.     WiPt  ?  come,  thou  fhalt  : 
She's  fit  for  drudgery. 

Pen.  Oh,  do  not  fay  fo. 

Wild.  Then  I  wo'not ;  but  I  love  thee  for  thy  fpirit, 
'Caufe  thou  wilt  be  reveng'd.     Puniih  her  jealoufy 
The  right  way  :  when  'tis  done,  I  do  not  care 
To  tell  her  :  it  may  kick  up  her  heels  too,  another  way. 

Pen    Tell  her  what  ?  you  make  me  blufh. 

Wild, 
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I  V/ild.  No,  no,  I'll  tell  nobody,  by  this  hand. 
Stay,  I  have  a  diamond  will  become  this  finger  ; 
Wear  it,  and  let  my  wife  Hare  out  her  eyes  upon't. 

Pene.  I  wo'not  take't  on  fuch  conditions. 

Wild.  Take  it  on  any. — She  is  come  about.      \Afidti 
Enter  Page. 

Pa.  Sir,  mafter  Hazard  defires  your  company  at  ta- 
vern. He  fays  there  are  none  but  gentlemen  of  your 
acquaintance^  mr.  Acrelefs,  mr.  Littlcftock,  and  mr.  Sell- 
away,  the  three  gameflers. 

WiL  He  mufl  excufe  me. 

Pene.  As  you  love  me,  go,  fir. 
Have  no  fufpicion  that  I  wifh  your  abfence : 
I'll  wear  your  gift,  and  ftudy  to  be  thankful.  [Exit, 

WiL  Well,  there's  no  great  hurt  in  all  this  yet ; 
The  tide's  not  ftrong  again!!  me.     No  talk  now 
Of  wife's  confent :  I'll  not  remove  my  fiege. 
She'll  fludy  to  be  thankful  ;  file's  mine  own 
As  fure  as  I  were  in  her  maidenhead. 
Now  to  the  tavern,  boy,  and  drink  to  the  purpofe. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Hazard,  Acrelefs ■,   Littleftock,   Sellaway,   as   in  & 
tavern.      Drawers. 

Ha.  More  wine!  Is  not  this  better,  gentlemen, 
Than  fpitting  conitables  ?  you  would  have  fought  now, 
And  had  your  brain-pans  open'd. 

Jcr.  Right  noble  Hazard, 
Here's  to  thee. 

Ha.  Let  it  come,  boy ;  fill  it  me  fleeple  high : 
I  am  in  a  vein  of  minh,  and  I  ha'  caufe, 
As  you  mail  fee  in  due  time,  gentlemen. 
Mr.  Littleitock,  thou  art  dreaming  o*th'  dice. 

Sel.  He's  melancholy. 

Lit.  Who,  I  ? 

Hz.  I'll  play  the  farrier  then,  and  drench  thee  for  the 
fuliens.     A  health  to  all  our  miftreffes  ;  we  have  had  'em 
fingle,  let's  muffle  'em  now  together. 
Mr.  Acrelefs. 

Enter  Fiddler. 

Fi.  Will  you  pleafe,  gentlemen,  to  havlfc  a  for^  > 
I; IX.  F  b/   fli 
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Ha.   You  have  not  wauYd  to-day  :    go,   get  clean 
manners  ;       [Flinging  a  glafs  of  wine  in  his  face. 
You  rafcal,  we  have  no  wenches. 

Ft.  I  fee  nobody,  fir  ;  you  have  wafrYd  my  eyes  out. 

Ha.  It  is  not  neceilary  thou  ihould'ft  h:vve  any. 
Fill  me  again. 

Acr.  This  fellow  would  ha'  t'other  cup. 

Fi.  I  have  had  a  cup  too  much  already,  gentlemen. 

[Exit* 

Ha.  Let  it  go  round  ;  and  then  in  hope  you  may 
Look  double,  I'll  mew  you  a  fight.     I  wonder 
Jack  Wilding  ftays. 

Enter  Mr.  Wilding  and  Page. 
He's  come  i'th'  nick.. 

WiL  Save,  fave  you,  gallants ;  may  a  man  come  TtlT 
rear  ? 

Ha.  Give  him  his  garnifh. 

Wil.  Y'are  not  prifoners  for  the  reckoning,  I  hope. 

Ha.  For  the  reck'ning  !     Now  y'are  all   together, 
gentlemen, 
I'll  fhew  you  a  wonder  ;  but  come  not  too  near, 
Keep  out  o'th'  circle,  whatfoever  you  think  on't ; 
This  is  a  hundred  pound  !  nay,  not  fo  clofe  ; 
Thefe  pictures  do  fnew  beil  at  diitance,  gentlemen : 
You  fee  it ;  prefto [putting  it  up  ugain. 

Wil.  Nay,  let's  fee't  again. 

Ha.  Like  to  your  cunning  juggler,  I  ne'er  fhew 
My  trick  but  once  :  you  may  hear  more  hereafter. 
What  think  you  of  this,  mr.  Acrelefs,  mr,  Littleftock, 
And  mr.  Sellaway  i 

Acr.  We  do  not  believe  'tis  gold. 

Ha.  Perifh  then 
In  your  infidelity. 

Wil.  Let  me  but  touch  it. 

Ha.  It  will  endure,  take  my  word  for't.    Why,  look 
you, 
For  your  fatisfa&ions ;  no  gloves  off ; 
You  have  devices  to  defalk  ;--preferve 
Your  talons,  and  your  talents,  till  you  meet 
With  more  convenient  gamcfters. 

Ltd 
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Lit.  How  cam'ft  by  it  ? 

Wil.  Thou'dft  little  or  none  this  morning." 

Ha.  I  have  bought  it,  gentlemen  ;  and  you  in  a  mill 
Shall  fee  what  I  paid  for  it.  Thou  haft  not  drank  yet ; 
Ne'er  fear  the  reck'ning,    man :  —  More   wine,  you 

*    varlets ! 
And  call  your  miftrefs,  your  fcolopendra  : 
If  we  like  her  complexion,  we  may  dine  here. 

Wil.  But,  hark  thee,  hark  thee,'  Will,  did'ft  win  it? 

Ha.  No  ;  but  I  may  lofe  it  e^er  I  go  to  bed ; 
Do'ft  think' t  {hall  mufty  ?  what's  a  hundred  pound  ? 

Sel.  A  miracle  !  but  they  are  ceas'd  with  me. 

Acr.  And  me  too.     Come,  let's  drink. 

Wil.  No  matter  how  it  came,  Will :  I  congratulate 
Thy  fortune,  and  will  quit  thee  now 
With  good  news  of  myfelf.     My  cuz,  I  told  thee  on, 
Is  wheel'd  about :  ihe  has  took  a  ring  o'  me ; 
We  kifs'd,  and  talk'd,  time  out  o'  mind. 

Ha.   I  know  it ; 
My  almanack  fays  'tis  a  good  day  to  woo  in  ; 
Confirm'd  by  Erra  Pater,  that  honefl  Jew  too. 
I'll  pledge  thee. 

E?iter  Drazuer. 

Dr.  Mr.  Hazard,  there  are  two  gentlemen  below 
Inquire  for  you. 

Ha.  For  me  ? 

Dr.  One's  fomewhat  antient,  I  heard  him  call 
The  t'other  nephew. 

Ha,  Say  I  come  to  'em  prefently. 
Gentlemen,  I  do  caution  you  before 
To  be  fair  condition'd.     One  of  them,  the  nephew, 
Is  of  a  fiery  conftitution, 
And  fenfible  of  any  affront :  let  this 
Character  prepare  him  for  you. 

Wil.  Bring  him  not  hither. 

Ha.  There  is  a  neceffity  in't.     I  would  not  for 
A  hundred  pound  but  entertain  him,  now 
He  knows  1  am  here.  \Exit. 


F  2  Enter 
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Ifrrftr  PUT,  Hazard  again,  with  Barnacle,  his  Nephew  % 
and  Dwindle. 

WiL  This  is  old  Barnacle. 

Acr.  One  that  is  to  fine  for  alderman. 

Lit \  And  that's  his  nephew ;  I  have  been  in's  com- 
pany. 

Sel.  Is  this  the  youth  Hazard  prepaid  us  for  ? 
How  bufy  they  are  ! 

Ha.  You  could  not  wifh  better  opportunity : 
Thefe  are  all  gentlemen  of  quality. 
I'll  call  him  coufin  firft,  if  it  pleafe  you, 
To  endear  him  to  their  acquaintance. 

Bar.  I'll  not  be  a  witnefs  of  your  paffages  myfelf ; 
thefe  will  report  as  much  as  I  defire.  Sir,  if  you  be 
beaten,  I  am  fatisfied. 

Ne.  But  d'ye  hear,  uncle,  are  you  fure  you  have  made 
Your  bargain  wifely  ?  they  may  cut  my  throat 
When  you  are  gone  ;  and  what  are  you  the  wifer  ? 
Dwindle,  be  you  clofe  to  me. 

Ha.  I  warrant  you,  we  fhall  do  things  with  difcre- 
tion  ; 
If  he  has  but  grace  to  look  and  talk  courageoufly. 

Bar.  He  may  be  valiant  for  aught  I  know ; 
Howfoever  this  will  be  a  fecure  way 
To  have  him  thought  fo,  if  he  beat  you  foundly. 

Ne.  I  do  not  like  the  company  ; 
But  I  have  drank  wine  too,  and  that's  the  bell  on't ; 
We  may  quarrel  on  even  terms.     Look  to 
Thy  bafket-hilt,  Dwindle,  and  have  a  ftool  ready. 

Div.  I  will  give  your  worfhip  a  ftool. 

Ha.  As  I  am  a  gentleman,  be  confident 
I'll  wait  on  you  down,  fir. 

Bar.  By  no  means ;  let  him  beat  you  to  purpofe,  fir. 

Ne.  'By,  uncle.  {Exit  Bar. 

Ha.  Come,  fir.  Pray,  gentlemen,  bid  my  kinfinan 
welcome  ;  a  fpark  that  will  defcrve  your  knowledge. 

IV: I.  His  kinfman  !  you  are  welcome. 

Acr.  He  has  power  to  command  your  welcome.   ■ 

Lit.  If  I  miftake  not,  I  have  had  the  happinefs 
To  ha1  been  in  your  company  afore  now. 

Ne. 
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Ne.  Mine,  fir  ?— D'ye  hear,  what  if  I  quarrel'd 

\_4fede  to  Hazard* 
With  him  firft  ?  'twill  prepare  me  the  better. 

Ha.  Do  as  you  pleafe  ;  that's  without  my  conditions. 

Ne.  I'll  but  give  him  now  and  then  a  touch  ;  I'll 
"xlofe 
Well  enough,  I  warrant  you. ---You  been  in  my 
Company,  fir  r 

Lit.  Yes,  and  at  the  tavern. 

Ne.  I  paid  the  reck'ning  then. 

Lit.   You  came  into  our  room 

Ne.  Tell  me  of  coming  into  your  room  ? 
I'll  come  a'gain.     You  are  a  fuperfluous  gentleman. 

Wit.  How's  this  ? 

Ha.  Let  him  alone. 

Lit.  Sir,  remember  yourfelf. 

Ne.  I'll  remember  what  I  pleafe  :  I'll  forget  what 
I  remember.     Tell  me  of  a  reck'ning !  what  is't  ? 
I'll  pay't:   no  man  mall  make  an  afs  of  me, 
farther  than  I  lift  myfelf.     I  care  not  a  fiddle-flick 
For  any  man's  thund'ring  :  he  that  affronts 
Me,  is  the  fon  of  a  worm,  and  his  father  a 
Whore.     I  care  not  a  Araw,  nor  a  broken  point 
For  you.     If  any  man  dare  drink  to  me,  I 
Wo'not  go  behind  the  door  to  pledge  him. 

Jcr.  Why  here's  to  you,  fir. 

Ne.  Why  there's  to  you,  fir. 
Twit  me  with  coming  into  a  room  !  I  could  find  in  my 

heart  to  throw  a  pottie-pot, 1  name  nobody.      I  will 

kick  any  man  down  flairs,  that  cannot  behave  himfelf 
like  a  gentleman .  None  but  a  Have  would  offer  to  pay 
a  reck'ning  before  me.  Where's  the  drawer  ?  there's  a 
piece  at  all  adventures.  He  that  is  my  friend,  I  care  not 
a  rufh ;  if  any  man  be  my  enemy,  he  is  an  idle  compa- 
nion, and  I  honour  him  with  all  my  heart. 

Wil.  This  is  a  precious  humour.     Is  he  us'd  to  thefe 
miftakes  ? 

Lit.  Your  kinfman  gives  him  privilege. 

Ne.  I  defire  no  man's  privilege  :  it  (kills  not  whether 
I  be  kin  to  any  man  living. 

F  3  Ha. 
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Ha.  Nay,  nay,  coufin,  pray  let  me  perfuade  you. 

Ne.  You  perfuade  me  !  for  what  acquaintance  ?  Mind 
your  bufinefs,  and  fpeak  with  your  taylor. 

Ha.  An'  you  be  thus  rude 

Ne.  Rude,  fir!  what  then,  fir  ?— -Hold  me,  Dwindle.' 

D<w.  Are  you  ready  to  have  a  ftool,  fir  ? 

Wil.  Nay,  nay,  Will,  we  bear  with  him  for  your 
&ke  : 
He  is  your  kinfman. 

Ha.  I  am  calm  again  : 
Coufin,  I  am  forry  any  perfon  here 
Hath  given  you  offence. 

Ne.  Perhaps,  fir,  you 
Have  given  me  offence  :  I  do  not  fear  you . 
I  have  knock' d  as  round  a  fellow  in  my  days. 

Ha.  And  may  again 

Wil.  Be  knock'd !   A  pox  upon  him :  I  know  not 
what  to  make  of  him. 

Ha.  Let  me  fpeak  a  word  in  private,  fir. 

Ne..  I  can  be  as  private  as  you,  fir. 

Stri   e  me  a  box  c'th'  ear  prefently. 
There's  my  hand  on't. 
..'.  Nay,  nay,  gentlemen 

Act.  Mr.  Wilding. 

.  Let  him  call  me  to  account :  the  reckYJng's  paid. 
Come,  Dwindle.  [Exit. 

Sel.  I  did  not  think  the  fool  durlt  ha'  done  this : 
'Ti>  a  ftrange  youth. 

Ha.  You  fhall  hear  more  to-morrow. 

Dr.  All's  paid,  and  you  are  welcome,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt + 
Enter  Leonora,  Violante. 

Lee.  Why  mould  not  we  two  live  together,  being 
So  equal  in  our  paffions  ?  Oh  Violante, 
Our  knowledge  grew  from  children,  and  our  loves 
Ally  us  in  our  natures. 

I'io.  'Tis  my  wiih 
To  dwell  with  thee.     I  never  knew  that  woman 
in  whom  I  took  more  pleafure  to  converfe  with. 

Leo,  But  I  have  a  father  -,  and,  rememb'ring  him, 

A 
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A  forrow  fteals  upon  me,  to  betray 

My  hopes  of  blciiing  ;  for,  altho'  he  love  me, 

And  dearly,  as  he  fays,  for  children  mull  not 

Difpute  with  fathers,  he  affects  not  him 

In  whom  I  place  all  thoughts  that  can  delight  mc  : 

He  loves  not  Delamore  ;  and  what  to  me 

Is  all  the  world  without  him  ?  I  fhall  never, 

I  fear,  have  his  confent  to  be  made  happy 

In  marriage  :  and  this,  altho'  our  thoughts 

Reflect  with  equal  honour  on  our  lovers, 

Makes  the  di function,  and  concludes  me  miferable. 

Thy  will  depends  upon  no  rigid  parent ; 

Thy  path  is  itrew'd  with  rofes,  while  I  climb 

A  ragged  cliff,  to  meet  whom  I  affect. 

Via.  Indeed,  Leonora,  1  much  pity  thee. 

Leo.  I  prythee  counfel  me  ;  how  fhall  I  wreftls 
With  my  fad  deftiny,  and  yet  preferve 
My  filial  obedience  :  I  mull  loie 
A  father,  or  a  huiband.  i 

Vio.  Would  I  knew  } 

Which  way  to  bid  thee  fteer  ;  but,  lefibn'd  by 
My  own  affection,  I  would  have  thy  mind 
Conftant  to  him  thou  lov'ft.     Time  may  correct 
A  father's  harfnnefs  ;  and  be  confident, 
|j  If  poor  Violante  have  a  power  to  ferve  thee, 
She  will  forget  her  own  heart  e'er  prove  falfe  to  thee^ 

Leo,  Oh,  my  dear  foul,  I  knowt. 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Ohmiftrefs! 

Leo.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Vic.  This  face  betrays  fome  miferable  accident,1 

Llc.  Speak,  and  affure  us  what  difafter  makes 
Thy  countenance  fo  wild. 

Ser.  A  friend  of  yours 

Leo.  Is  fick,  is  dead !  what  more  ?  and  yet  I  have 
So  few,  I  can  fpare  none. 

Ser.  Is  dead;  fince  you  appear  fo  fortify'd. 

Leo.  Is  my  father  living,  and  Delamore  ? 

Ser.  Your  father  is  in  health ;  but 

Leo.  Stay,  as  thou  would1!!  preferve  thy  miftrefs  in 

F4  The 
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The  number  of  the  living. 

Vio.  How  my  fears  increafe  f 

Leo.  Except  Viol  ante,  whom  I  fee 
Enjoys  her  health,  I  have  no  friemd  but  Delamore  : 
I  hope  he  is  not  dead. 

Sir.  Your  Delamore  is  dead.  [She  faints, 

Vio.  Friend  !  Leonora  ! 
'Twas  indifcreetly  done  to  open  forrow 
So  like  a  torrent.     Leonora  !  friend  ! 

Leo.  Why  do'ft  thou  call  me  from  him  ?  Sure  I  was 
Going  to  meet  my  Delamore. 

Vio.  Give  not  fuch 
Belief  to  this  fad  news,  until  you  hear  it 
ConfirnVd.     Cid'il  fee  him  dead  I 

$tr.  I  did  not  fee  him. 

Vio.  Have  comfort  then  :  this  may 
Ee  checked  again. 

Leo.  Would  I  could  hope  it. 

Vio.  Have  more  courage,  friend : 
Did'fl  hear  the  circumflance  ? 

Ser.  He  was  (lain,  they  fay. 

Vio.  Nay,  then  believe  it  not.     He  was  fo  innoceqtjj 
He  could  provoke  no  angry  fword  againft  him. 

Sir,  I  wifh  your  confidence  were  not  deceiv'd. 
The  Jaft  part  of  my  ilory  will  concern 
Your  faith  and  forrow. 

Vio.  Mine  !  in  her  I  mare 
Too  much  ;  but  pr'ythee,  fince  thou  haft  not  been 
Slow  to  wound  -her,  let  me  know  my  affliction. 

Sir.  The  general  voice  is  mr.  Beaumont  flew  him, 
Your  fervant,  lady. 

Vic.  Tell  the  general  voice 
It  lies.     My  Beaumont  prove  a  murderer, 
And  of  his  friend  ?  he  would  not  kill  an  enemy. 

Ser.  All  I  can  fay  in  proof  of  this,  I  faw  him 
Guarded  to  prifon.     Pardon  my  relation. 

Vio.  If  thou  believ'fl  thy  eyes  abus'd  thee  not, 
Thou  might'it,  with  one  breath,  ha'  fpoken  'em  both 

dead; 
For  the  furvivor  lives  but  to  give  up 

His 
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His  life  with  more  fhame.     All  my  comfort  is, 

I  fhall  not  live  to  fee  it.     Oh,  Leonora, 

Who  is  moil  wretched  now  ?  Let  thou  and  I, 

The  few  days  that  we  have  to  live,  be  friends, 

And  die  in  perfect  chanty.     I  mult  leave  you 

To  manage  your  own  grief:  I  have  enough 

To  break  my  poor  heart  too.  [Exit* 

Leo.  What  feas  break  in 
Upon  us  ?  I  that  could  have  died  within 
A  gentle  wave,  now  ilruggle  for  my  life, 
My  father  ! 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Hurry. 

Hur.  What,  it  feems  you  heard  the  news : 
Come,  let  your  forrows  dry  up ;  you  may  fee 
What  'tis  to  be  fo  ram.     When  you  chufe  next, 
You'll  confalt  me,  I  hope.     Wipe,  wipe  your  eye?, 
Your  tears  are  vain :   I  could  fay  mere. 

Leo.   What,  fir? 

Hur.  They  are  more  than  he  deferv'd;   and  yet  'tis 
better 
Thou  mould'H  beflow  thy  tears  upon  his  funeral, 
Than  I  figrTd  at  thy  marriage.     Come,  heaven  h$S 
Been  kind  in  this  divorce  ;  preparing  thus 
Thy  better  fortune,   and  preferring  mine, 
I  am  forry  for  the  gentleman  that  lulVd  him, 

Leo.  Oh  murderer  ! 

Eur.  You  are  a  fool,  and  know  not 
His  provocation.     In  my  youthful  days 
I  was  not  patient,  when  affronts  were  o*fer"'d  me  3 
Nothing  more  dear  to  gentlemen  than  honour, 

Leo.  Honour  in  mtrtder  ! 

Hur.  This  was  othcrwife  : 
In  my  own  defence  I  would  kill  a  family. 
He  fhew'd  his  generous  fpirit ;  all  the  town 
Speak  nobly  of  him,  pity  him,  and  pray  for  him  5 
And,  were  he  not  defertful,  by  this  time 
The  general  vote  had  hang'd  him. 

Leo.  Oh,  my  fate  ! 

Hur.  T'other  a  loofe  and  inconfidcrate  mar^ 
Loil  in  eltate,  and  would  ha'  mainy'd  thee, 

F  ;  To 


130  The  Gamester. 

To  ha1  fqueez'd  mine ;  'tis  better  as  it  is. 

Leo.  Good  fir,  be  charitable  to  the  dead. 

Hur.  Be  you  rlrft  charitable  to  the  living. 
Speak  well,  and  think  fo  too  ;  you  do  not  know 
What  benefit  may  follow  ;  and  howe'er 
Your  wornanilh  forrow,  for  the  prefent,  may 
So  mill  your  eyes,  they  will  hereafter  open. 
To  fee  and  thank  my  care. 

Leo.  Indeed  your  language, 
Pardon  my  boldnefs,  fir,  is  dark  and  myftical. 

Hur.  You  have  your  wit  to  apprehend  fometimes  > 
But  'tis  not  pailion  mull  excuie  your  duty  to  me. 

Leo.  I  hope 

Hur.  Your  hopes  may  fail  you,  if  you  do : 
Be  obedient  hereafter,  if  you  pleafe, 
And  love  my  directions. 

Leo.  IT1  not  have 
A  thought  mall  difobey  you  ;  and  if  ever 
I  love  again 

Hur.  H  ever !  why,  fuppofe 
I  mould  propound  one  to  you,  now  i'th'  heat 
Of  this  misfortune,  can  your  heart  be  obftinate 
To  me  and  your  own  good  ? 

Leo.  This  is  too  foon 
A  confcience,  fir ;  before  his  blood  be  cold> 
To  whom  I  profeft  love,  to  like  another  ! 
The  world  would  much  condemn  me. 

Hur.  Is  the  world 
Or  I  to  be  prefer'd  ?  this  makes  the  a£l 
Of  your  obedience  perfect ;  and,  becaufe 
Til  have  affurance  of  what  power  I  hold* 
This  minute  I'll  prefer  one  to  your  thoughts ; 
Difpofe  your  heart  to  love  the  gentleman 
That  now's  in  prifon. 

Leo.  Whom  d'ye  mean,  dear  fir  ? 

Hur.  He  that  kilPd  Delamore,  mr.  Beaumont : 
Do  not  fufpett  I  trifle  :  he  is  of 
A  noble  houfe,  of  a  fair  expectation; 
Handfome  in  every  part 

Leo.  Shall  not  he  fuffer 

Tot 
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For  the  dark  deed  already  done  ? 

Hur.  Compofe 
Yourfelf  to  love  him  :  I'll  find  a  way  how  to 
Secure  his  life,  and  bring  him  freely  off. 

Leo.  Oh  confider  !  e'er  you  move  too  far, 
If  having  flain  my  comfort,  for  I  mud 
Give  it  no  other  name,  call  not  your  juftice 
To  my  revenge  ;  yet  let  me  not  be  forc'd 
To  have  a  thought,  fo  full  of  fhame  to  womenj 
That  he  mould  be  my  hulband :  'tis  a  ftain 
Time  nor  repentance  can  warn  off.     I  know; 
You  cannot  mean  fo  cruelly  ;  befide 
I  mall  commit  a  fin,  foul  as  his  murder, 
Upon  poor  Violante,  and  rob  her. 
Their  heart's  love  hath  feal'd  up  i'th'  eye  of  heaven  : 
1Twere  facrilege  to  part  them:  fhe's  my  friend  too*. 
One  that  v/ill  rather  die  than  injure  me: 
And  he  will  rather  fuffer,  if  he  be 
Noble  as  you  profefs  him,  than  confent  to 
So  foul  a  guilt. 

Hur.  Let  me  alone  for  that ; 
If  he  refufe  this  offer  for  his  life, 
Why  let  him  die :   I'll  put  him  to't.     Confided 
In  this  I  mail  behold  thy  naked  foul : 
Be  rul'd,  and  profper  ;  difobey,  and  be 
Thrown  from  my  care  and  blood.     At  better  leifure 
I'll  tell  you  more.  [##«£ 

Leo.  Has  heaven  no  pity  for  me  ? 
What  killing  language  doth  a  father  fpeak ! 
Poor  heart,  prevent  more  grief,  and  quickly  break." 

[JEjuK 
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ACT.     III. 

Enter  tnafter  Wilding  and  Penelope. 

Wil.  rTTy  HIS  humour  does  become  thee ;  I  knew 

I  when 

Thou  didft  confider  what  was  offer' d  thee, 
Thy  fullennefs  would  make  off.    Now  thou  look'fl 
Preiher  than  morning  ;  in  thy  melancholy, 
Thy  clothes  became  thee  not. 

Pen,  Y'are  i'th'  right; 
I  blam'd  my  tailor  for't,  but  I  find  now, 
The  fault  was  in  my  countenance.     Wou'd  we  had 
Some  mufick  ;  I  could  dance  now  ;  la,  la,  la,  bra,  iffc. 

Wil,  Excellent!  an'  fhebe   a  bed  but  half  fo  nimble, 
I  mall  have  a  fine  time  on't :  how  fhe  glides ! 
Thou  wot  not  fail  ? 

Pen,  This  night 

Wil,  At  the  hour  of  twelve. 
Pen,  But  you  mufl  be  as  punctual  i'th"  conditions, 
For  my  vow's  fake ;  not  fpeak  a  fyllable. 

Wil,  I'll  rather  cut  my  tongue  out  than  offend  thee  ; 
Killing  is  *  o  language. 

Pen,  If  it  be  not  too  loud  ; 
We  mud  not  be  fees!  together,  to  avoid 
Sufpicion ;  I  would  not  for  a  world  my  couzen 
Should  know  on't. 

V/iL  She  ihall  die  in  ignorance. 
Pen.  No  piece  cf  a  candle. 
WiL  The  devil  (hall  not  fee  us 
With  his  fawcer  eyes :  and  if  he  {tumble  in 
The  dark,  there  fna'not  be  a  ftone  i'th'  chamber 
To  flrike  out  fire  with'a  horns.     All-things  ihall  be 
So  clofe,  no  lightning  mail  peep  in  upon  us. 
Or,  how  I  Ion-  for  midnight ! 
Pen,  I  have  a  fcruple. 
WiL  Oh,  by  no  means,  no  fcruples  now. 

Peru 
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Pen.  When  you 
Have  your  defires  upon  me,  you  will  foon 
Grow  cold  in  your  afre&ion  and  neglecl  me. 

WiL  Why,  hang  me  if  I  do,  I'll  love  thee  ever  $ 
I  have  call  already  :  to  preferve  thy  honour, 
Thou  malt  be  married  in  a  fortnight,  cuz ; 
Let  me  alone  to  find  thee  out  a  hufband, 
Handfcme  and  fit  enough  ;  we  will  love  then  too.! 

Pen.   When  I  am  married  ? 

WiL  Without  fear,  or  wit ; 
Cum  pr'wilegio  :  when  thou  hail  a  hufband, 
Doit,  think  I  will  forfake  thee,  Penelope  ?  'twere  pity 
O*  my  life,  fweet.     Oh,  there  is  no  pleafure 
To  thofe  embraces !  I  (hall  love  thee  better ; 
And  the  aflurance  that  thou  hail  two  fathers 
Before  thou  hail  a  child,  will  make  thee  fpring 
More  active  in  my  arms  ;  and  I  tell  thee, 
'Tis  my  ambition  to  make  a  cuckold  ; 
The  only  pleafure  o'th'  world :  I  wou'd  not 
Wifh  to  injoy  thee  now,  but  in  the  hope 
Of  t'other  harveft,  and  to  make  thy  huiband 
Hereafter  cuckold  ;  that  imagination 
Sweetens  the  red,  and  i  do  love  it  mainly,  mainly> 

Pen.  "14s  double  fin. 

WiL  '  Tis  treble  pleafure,  wench ; 
But  we  lofe  time,  and  may  endanger  thus 
My  wife  into  a  jealonfy,  if  me  fee  us. 
Farewell,  farewell,  dear  Penelope,  at  night,  remember  \ 
I  wo'iiot  lofe  my  fport  for  half  the  country. 

[Exit* 
Enter  miftrefs  Wilding, 

Mif  Wild.  Thou  haft  hit  my  inftru&ions  excellently. 

Pen.   I   have  made  work    for    fomebody:  you  have 
put  me 
Upbn  a  defperate  fervice  ;  if  you  do  not 
Relieve  me,  I  am  finely  ferved. 

Mif.  Wild.  All  lias  fucceeded  to  my  wifh  :  thy  place 
I  will  fupply  to  night :   if  he  obferve 
All  the  conditions,  I  may  deceive 
My  huiband  ir.to  kindnefs ;  and  we  beta 

Live 
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Live  to  reward  thee  better.     Oh,  dear  cuz  ! 
Take  heed  by  my  example,  upon  whom 
Thou  placeft  thy  affection. 

Enter  Hazard. 

Pen.  Mailer  Hazard. 

Haz.  Save  ye  miftrefs  Wilding. 

Mif.  Wil.  You  are  welcome,  fir. 

Pen.  He  is  a  handfome  gentleman. 

Haz.  Gone  abroad  ? 

Mif.  Wil.  I  am  not  certain,  I'll  inquire.' 

Haz.  Your  fervant. 
Ha  !  this  is  the  frofty  gentlewoman !  in  good  time  ;, 
I  care  not  if  I  call  away  fome  words  on  her. 
And  yet  (he's  fo  precife  and  over  honeft, 
I  had  as  good  ne'er  attempt  her.     Your  name  is 
Penelope,  I  take  it,  lady. 

Pen.  If  you  take  it, 
I  hope  you'll  give  it  me  again. 

Haz.  What  again  ? 

Pen.  My  name. 

Haz.  What  mould  I  do  with  it  J 
No,  no,  keep  thy  name  ; 
How  e'er  thou  doft  thy  maidenhead. 

Pen.  Can  you  tell  me 
Of  any  honeft  man,  that  I  may  truft  with  it  ? 

Haz.  I'll  tell  thee  a  hundred. 

Pen.  Take  heed  what  you  fay,  fir. 
A  hundred  honeft  men !  Why  if  there  were 
So  many  i'th'  city,  'twere  enough  to  forfeit 
Their  charter  ;  but  perhaps  you  live  in  the  fuburbs. 

Haz.  This  wench  will  jeer  me. 

Pen.  I  hope  you  are  not  one,  fir. 

Haz.  One  of  what  ? 

Pen.  One  of  thofe  honeft  men,  you  talk'd  of  fo  ; 
One  to  whofe  truft  a  virgin  might  commit 
A  maidenhead,  as  you  call  it. 

Haz.  Yes,  you  may  truft  me ; 
I  have  pofleft  a  hundred  maidenheads. 

Pen,  How  long? 

Haz] 
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Haz.  Nay,  nay ;  they  are  no  commodities  to  keep. 
No  fault  of  ours:  truth  is,  th'  are  not  worth 
Preferving ;  fome  of  your  own  fex  acknowledge  it : 
And  yet,  by  your  complexion,  you  have  yours  ilill; 
Away  with 't,  and  in  time. 

Pen.  Why,  you  are  modefl. 

Haz.  Y'have  hit  me,  lady:  come  I  give  theecounfel$ 
And  more,  I'll  help  thee  to  a  chapman  too, 
Eefides  what  e'er  he  pay's  for't,,  mall  be  at  charge 
To  mold  it  of  himfelf;  how  light  thou  'It  be 
Without  thy  maidenhead  ?  does't  not  fpoil  thy  fleep,', 
And  breed  the  night-mare  ? 

Pen.  Who  can  help  it  ?  you 
Gentlemen  are  fuch  ftrange  creatures,  fo  unnatural* 
So  inhnitely  chafte,  fo  mortified 
With  beef  and  barly-water ;  fuch  flrange  difcipline 
And  hair-cloth. 

Haz.  WTho  wears  hair-cloth,  gentlewoman  ? 

Pen.  Such  fevere  ways  to  tame  your  fleih;  fuch  friends 
To  fry  days,  lent,  and  ember-weeks ;  fuch  enemies 
To  fack  and  marrow- pyes,  caudles  and  crabs, 
Fiddlers  and  other  warm  reitoratives, 
A  handfome  woman  can  not  reach  your  pity. 
We  may  e'en  grow  to  our  pillows,ere  you'll  comfort  usj 
This  was  not  wont. 

Haz.  Not  wont  to  be,  in  my 
Remembrance,  lady. 

Pen.   You  are  a  handfome  gentleman  ; 
Why  may  not  you  drink  wine  fometimes,  or  eat 
Sturgeon,  or  forrage  in  your  lufty-py 
Of  artichoke  or  potato  r  or  why  may  not 
Your  learned  phyfician  dictate  ambergrife, 
Or  powders,  and  you  obey  him  in  your  broths  £ 
Have  you  fo  ftrange  antipathy  to  women  ? 
To  what  end  will  gentlemen 
Come  to,  if  this  frofl  hold? 

Haz.  You  are  witty, 
But  I  fuppofe  you  have  no  caufe  of  fuch 
Complaint  ;  however  fome  men  do  want  heat, 
There  is  no  general  winter :  I  know  a  gentleman 

Can 
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Can  drink  and  eat,  and  bear  you  company 

A  bed,  for  all  your  jeering  :  do  not  think 

'Tis  I:  thou  Ihalt  recant  this  profane  talk 

And  woo  me  for  a  kjfs,  ere  I'll  floop  to  thee. 

Here's  none  but  friends ;  if  mailer  Wilding  ha'  not 

Told  you  already,  I  willjuflify 

'Tis  poflible  you  may  be  got  with  child. 

Pen.  ByAvhom  ? 

Haz.  By  him  ;  you  are  but  couzens  afar  off; 
If  you  allow't,  he  need  not  travel  far 
For  other  difpenfation :  what  fay  you  to  him  ? 

Pen.  Was  this  at  his  intreaty  ? 

Haz.  My  own  meer  motion 
And  goodwill  toward  him,  'caufe  I  know  his  mind. 

Pen.  You  are  a  fine  gentleman  ;  where's  your  land  ? 
You  may  be  knight  o'th'  fhire  in  time  ;  farewell,  fir. 

Haz.  I  know  not  what  to  make  of  her  ;  me  may  be 
A  tumbler,  for  all  this:  I'll  to  her  again. 

[Exit. 
Enter  old  Barnacle,  and  Leonora . 

Par.  Nay,  nay,  be  comforted,  and  miftake  me  not ; 
I  did  not  mention  Delamore  to  provoke 
Thefe  tears  :  he's  gone  ;  think  on  your  living  friends, 

Leo.  If  you  be  one,  good  fir 

Bar.  Yes,  I  am  one  : 
And  yet  miftake  me  not,  I  do  not  come 
A  wooing  for  myfelf ;   I  am  pail  tilting  : 
But  for  my  nephew  ;  oh  that  nephew  of  mine  ! 
I  know  fir  Richard  Hurry,  your  wife  father, 
Will  think  well  of  him. 
JJay,  nay,  weeping  ftill. 

Leo.  It  is  too  foon  to  think  of  any  other. 

Far.  Too  foon  to  think  of  any  other  !  why, 
What  woman  or    -faction  but  is  furnifh'd 
With  a  fecond  hufband,  ere  the  firfl  be  cofhn'd  ? 
He  that  Hays  till  the  funeral  be  pail, 
Is  held  a  modefl  coxcomb ;  and  why  fhould  not 
Maids  be  as  early  in  their  provifion  ? 

Leo.  I  blufh  to  think  my  father  of  his  mind  ; 
Diftreffed  Leonora!  Good  fir,  lofe 
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j  No  more  breath  ;  I  am  refolved  to  die  a  virgin ; 
1 1  know  not  what  love  is. 

Bar.  And  yet  thefe  tears 
j  Are  fhed  for  one  you  lov'd. 

Leo.  He  that  was  all 
My  treafure  living,  being  loft  muft  needs 
Be  a  great  part  of  ibrrow  :  but  my  eyes, 
Though  they  can  never  pay  too  many  drops 
To  the  fad  memory  of  Delamore, 
Shed  not  all  thefe  for  him  ;  there  is  another 
That  makes  me  weep. 

Bar.  Another  whom  you  fove  ? 

Leo.  Heaven  knows,  I  never  let  into  my  heart 
Affection  to  a  fecond.     I  am  fo  far 
From  loving  him,  I  wiih  we  may  ne'er  meet ; 
I  am  not  fafe  in  my  own  bofom,  while 
I  think  upon  him  ;  it  begets  new  fprings 
Within  my  eyes,  which  will  in  litle  time 
Rife  to  a  flood  and  drown  me. 

Bar.  I  conceive 
This  is  no  friend  of  yours ;  come,  I'll  relieve  you. 
Nay,  and  there  be  any  man  that  troubles  you, 
If  there  be  any  you'd  have  talk'd  withall, 
I'll  rid  you  of  that  care  ;  he  that  fhall  offer 
But  to  difturb  you  in  a  thought,  d'y'  mark  me, 
I'll  take  an  order  with  him. 

Leo.  What  will  you  do  ? 

Bar.  Do  not  miftake  me  neither,  I'll  do  nothing  ; 
-But  fend  my  nephew  ;  he  fhall  top  him, 
And  top  him  ;  and  fcourge  him  like  a  top  too. 
You  know  not  how  my  nephew  is  improv'd 
Since  you  Lift  faw-him.     Valiant  as  Hercules, 
He  has  knock'd  the  flower  of  chivalry,  the  very 
Donzal  del pheho  of  the  time,  and  all 
The  blades  to  reverence  him.     I'll  fay  no  more  ; 
Name  but  the  man  whom  you  do  frown  upon, 
And  let  me  fend  my  nephew  to  him. 

Leo.   It  fha'not  need. 
I  have  no  enemy  to  engage  his  fword  j 
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My  difcontents  flow  from  a  nearer  perfon ; 
I  grieve  to  fay,  my  father. 

Bar.  How  ?  your  father  ! 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  fend  my  nephew 
To  him,  and  he  were  ten  fathers,  he  can  mollify  him 
To  pleafe  you,  lady  ;  my  nephew  will  never  fpare  him  : 
Oh,  had  you  feen  him  baffle  a  fcpire  this  morning  ! 

Leo.  Pray  no  more  ;  you  mall  do  me  a  noble  office 
To  leave  me  to  myfelf. 

E?iter  Servant* 

Serw.  Miilrefs  Violante 
Is  come  to  vifit  you. 

Leo.  I  wait  upon  her  : 
Your  gentle  pardon.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Would  my  nephew  had  her. 
She  is  fir  Richard's  heir,  and  here  he  is. 
Sir  Richard  ! 

Enter  fir  Richard  Hurry,  and  Surgeon .' 

Bur.  Oh,  mailer  Barnacle,  I'll  wait  upon  you. 

Bar.  That's  mailer  Prcfee  the  furgeon. 

Hur.  No  more,  you  know  my  meaning. 

Probe.   Yes,  fir. 

Eur.  Let  him  be  bury'd. 

Probe.  I  underiland  you,  fir.  [Exit? 

Bar.  I  have  been  difcourfing 
With  yoar  fair  daughter. 

Hur.t  Where  is  Leonora  ? 

tern).   She's  within,  fir. 

Hur.  Bid  her  come  hither. 
Mailer  Barnacle,     I  am    fomething   troubled   about  Z 
gentleman. 

Bar.  And  I  am  glad  T  met  with  you : 
If  you  be  troubled  with  any  gentleman, 
I'll  fend  my  nephew  to  him. 

Hur.  To  whom,  cr  whither  ? 

Bar.  To  any  man  alive  ;  I  care  not  whither. 

Hur.  Send  him  to  Jerufalem. 

Bar. 
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Bar.  That's  fomething  o'th'  fartheft  ;  I  fiiall  be 
Unwilling  he  fhould  travel  out  o'th'  kingdom, 
Enter  Leonora^  Viclante  aloof  \ 

Eur.  Leonora  !  Nearer—— 

Bar.  Who  is  that  ? 
A  pretty  gentlewoman  !  fave  you,  miftrefs, 
What  is  your  name,  I  pray? 

Vio.  I  am  calPd  Violante. 

Bar.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

Vio.  I  fhould  be  forry  elfe. 

Bar.  D'y'  know  my  nephew  ? 

Vio.  Not  I,  fir. 

Bar.  Not  my  nephew  !  how  have  you  been  bred  ? 
Why,  he's  the  only  gallant  o'th'  town  ; 
Pleafe  you,  I'll  lend  him  to  you. 

Vio.  What  to  do,  fir. 

Bar.  He  {hall  do  any  thing;  the  town's  afraid  on  him*' 

Vio.  Oh  !  pray  keep  him  from  me  then. 

Bar.  He'll  hurt  no  women  ;  but  for  the  men— 

Vio.  There's  one  has  hurt  too  much  already. 

Bar.  What  is  he  ?  I'll  fend  my  nephew  to  him,  lady; 
If  you  have  any  occafion,  never  fpare  him. 

Vio.  Not  I,  fir. 

Eur.  Look  to't,  and  correct  this  humour;  [ToLeunora* 
I'll  to  him  prefently.     Matter  Barnacle, 
Let  me  intreat  your  company  to  a  gentleman  ; 
I'll  wait  as  much  on  you. 

Bar.  You  {hall  command  me  : 
If't  be  any  man  you  care  not  for, 
We'll  take  my  nephew  along.  [Ex.  Hurry  and '  Bar?iacle< 

Hur.  It  fha'  not  need. 

Leo.  Oh,  Violante!   I 
Muft  now  require  fome  fruit  of  all  thy  promifes, 

Vio.  You  hold  me  not  fufpedlod. 

Leo.  Leonora 
Cannot  be  fo  ingrateful ;  but  we  have 
Small  limit  for  difcourfe  ;  my  father  means 
To  vifit  Beaumont,  now  in  prifon  ;  thou 
Wilt  hear  too  foon  the  ftory,  and  without 
Prevention  find  t^yfelf  more  miierable. 
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Oh  Violante !  I  will  fufFer  with  him, 
Rather  than  injure  thee.     I  pr'ythce  go, 
Vifit  thy  friend,  not  mine  ;  and  as  thou  iov'ft  me, 
As  thou  Iov'ft  him,  or  thy  own  life,  Violate, 
Bid  him  be  conftant  to  thee :  tell  him  what  fame 
Dwells  upon  noble  lovers,  that  have  fealM 
Faith  to  their  miftrefl.es  in  blood :  what  glory 
Can  perjur'd  men  expect,  that  lofe  their  honour 
To  fave  a  poor  breath  ?  bid  him  be  affur'd, 
If  for  the  hope  of  life  his  foul  can  be 
So  much  corrupted  to  embrace  a  thought, 
That  I  mail  ever  love  him— - 

Vio.  You,  Leonora? 

Leo.  Never,  oh  never  ;  tell  him  fo :  by  virtue, 
And  the  cold  blood  of  my  flain  Delamore, 
Altho'  my  father  threaten  death 

Vio.  Your  father  ? 

Leo.  Make  hafte,  fweet  Violante,  to  the  prifon ; 
There  thou  {halt  know  all ;  there  thou  {halt  have  proof 
How  much  thou  art  bcluv'd ;  and  by  my  death, 
If  he  prove  falfe  to  thee,  how  much  I  love  thee.  [Exit* 

Vio.  I  am  amaz'd  ;  and  my  foul  much  diffracted 
'Twixt  grief  and  wonder.     It  grows  late  i'th'morning  ; 
111  vifit  the  fad  prifoner :  my  heart  trembles  ; 
More  can  but  kill  me  too.     I'm  fit  to  die  ; 
And  woes  but  haften  immortality.  [Exit, 

Enter  Hazard  and  a  box -keeper* 

Haz.  How  now  ?  what  gamefters  ? 

Pox.   Little  to  any  purpofe  yet ;  but  we 
Expect  deep  play  to  night. 

Enter  Wilding. 

Wild.  Will  Hazard,  I  have  been  feeking  thee  this 
Two  hours  ;  and  now  I  have  found  thee,  avoid  me  ! 

Haz.  Thou  'rt  not  infectious. 

Wild.  No,  but  I  fwell  with  imaginations, 
Like  a  tail  {hip  bound  for  the  fortunate  iflands  i 
Top,  and  top-gallant,  my  flags  and  my  figaries 
Upon  me  with  a  lufty  gale  of  v/ind, 
Able  to  rend  my  fails  ;  I  {hall  overrun 
And  fink  thy  little  bark  of  underitandinff 

7  *  In 
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In  my  career,  boy. 

*-    Haz.  Pray  heaven  rather 

You  do  not  fpring  a  leak,  and  forfeit  your 

Ballaft,  my  confident  man  of  war  ;  I 

Have  known  as  flout  a  fhip  been  caft  away 

In  fight  o'th'  harbour. 

Wild.  The  wench,  the  wench,  boy  ! 

Haz.  The  velTel  you  have  been  chafing 

Wild.  Has  flruck  fail ; 
Is  come  in ;  and  cries,  aboard  my  new  lord  of 
The  Mediterranean.     We  are  agreed: 
This  is  the  precious  night,  Will,  twelve  the  hour, 
That  I  mult  take  poffefTion  of  all, 
Of  all !  there  are  fome  articles  agreed  on. 
Enter  a  lord  and  Sell  aw  ay. 
Who's  this? 

Haz.  Oh,  the  gamefters  now  come  in : 
That  gay  man  is  a  lord,  and  with  him  Sellaway. 

Wild.  They  are  well  coupled  ;  a  lord,  and  Sellaway, 

Haz.  He  wears  good  cloaths  you  fee,  and  in  the  flreet 
More  look'd  at  than  the  pageants  ;  lie  will  talk  little. 

Wild.  To  purpofe. 

Haz.  Right ;  he  cannot  walk 
Out  of  his  finco-pace,  and  no  man  carries 
Legs  more  in  tune  ;  he  is  danc'd  now  from  his   femp- 
ftrefiu 

Wild.  A  man  much  bound  to  his  taylor. 

Haz.  And  his  barber  ; 
He  has  a  notable  head. 

Wild.  Of  hair  thou  mean'ft. 

Haz.  Which  is  fometime  hung  in  more  bride-laced 
Than  well  would  furnifh  out  two  country  weddings. 

Wild.  Is  he  a  fchclar  ? 

Haz.  "Tis  not  neceffary  ; 
He  is  neither  fcholar,  nor  a  courtier, 
If  report  wrong  him  not. 

Wild.  Will  he  play's  money  freely? 

Haz.  With  more  pride  than  he  wears  embroidery, 
'Tis  his  ambition  to  lofe  that ;  and 
A  wench  maintains  his  fwearing  ;  let  him  pafs. 

Will 
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Wild.  What's  next  ? 

Enter  a  knight,  and  Acrelefs. 

Haz.  A  knight,  and  Acrelefs. 

Wild.  Good  again,  a  knight  and  Acrelefs;  what's  his 
condition  ? 

Haz.  A  gameiler  both  ways. 

Wild.  Where  be  his  fpurs  ? 

Haz.  Hung  in  his  miilrefs's  petticoat;  for  which  he 
pawn'd 
His  knighthood  too,  till  a  good  hand  redeem'd  it. 
He  will  talk  you  nothing  but  poftillions, 
Embroideries  for  his  coach,  and  Flanders  mares ; 
What  feveral  fuits  for  the  twelve  days  at  Chriftmas ; 
How  many  ladies  doat  upon  his  phyiiognomy : 
That  he  is  limited  but  a  hundred  pound 
A  month  for  diet ;  which  will  fcarce  maintain  him 
In  pheafant  eggs  and  turkey.     For  his  motion 
Now  does  his  barge  attend  him,  if  he  came 
By  water  ;  but  if  the  dice  chance  to  run  counter, 
He  flays  till  twelve  in  anger  ;  devours  fmoak  ; 
And  defperately  will  moot  the  bridge  at  midnight, 
Without  a  waterman. 

Wild.  The  houfe  fills  apace  ; 
What  are  thefe,  ha  ? 

Enter  a  conn  try  gentleman  and '  Littlejlock. 

Wild.  A  country  gentleman,  and  Littleflock. 

WiU.  A  country  gentleman  ?  I  have  feen  him  fure 
Appear  in  other  fhape  ;  is  he  a  chriiHan  ? 

Haz.  Why  doft  thou  doubt  him  I 

Wild.  'Caufe  I  have  met  him  with  a  turbant  once, 
If  I  miftake  not ;  but  his  linnen  was  not 
So  handfome  altogether  as  the  Turks ; 
In  quirpo  with  a  crab-tree  cudgel  too, 
Walking  and  canting  broken  Dutch  for  farthings. 

Haz.  The  apparition  of  an  angel  once 
Brought  him  to  this. 

Wild.  Doft  call  him  country  gentleman  ? 

Haz.  His  generation  is  not  known  i'th'town  : 
You  fee  what  dice  can  do  ;  now  he's  admir'd. 

Wild.  For  what,  I  pr'ythee  f 

Haz, 
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Haz.  For  talking   nonfenfe.    When  he  has  loll  his 
money, 
You  fhall  meet  him  going  up  and  down  the  ordinary 
To  borrow  money  upon  his  head. 

Wild.  His  head! 
Will  he  go  upon  his  head,  or  will  he  pawn  it  ? 

Haz.  Pawn  it,  if  any  man  will  lend  him  money  on*t  j 
And  fays  'tis  good  fecurity,  becaufe 
He  cannot  be  long  without  it ;  they  fhall  have 
The  wit  for  the  ufe  too.     He  will  talk  defperately^ 
And  fwear  he  is  the  father  of  all  the  bulls 
Since  Adam  ;  if  all  fail,  he  has  a  project ; 
To  print  his  jells. 

Wild.  His  bulls,  you  mean. 

Haz.  Y'are  right  ; 
And  dedicate  'em  to  the  gamefters.     Yet  he  will 
Seem  wife  fometimes  ;  deliver  his  opinions 
As  on  the  bench  :  in  beer,  he  utters  fentences ; 
And  after  fack,  philofophy. 

Wild.  Let's  not  be  troubl'd  with  him  ;  who  are  thefe. 
Young  Barnacle  ? 

Enter  Nephew  and  Dwindle. 
Will  you  endure  him. 

Haz.  Yes,  and  the  vinegar-botrie  his  man  too  :  but 
now  I  think  on't  he  mail  excufe  me  ;  I'll  lofe  no  time  ; 
if  I  win,  I  fhall  have  lefs  caufe  to  repent ;  if  I  lofe,  by 
thefe  hilts,  I'll  make  him  the  caufe,  and  beat  him. 

Enter  Sell  aw  ay. 
Are  they  at  play  ? 

Sel.  Deep,  deep  gamefters. 

Haz.  Then  luck  with  a  hundred  pieces. 

Wild.  I'll  follow.  How  now,  Frank?  what,  in  the  name 
of  folly,  is  he  reading  ? 

Nep.  Save  you,  gentlemen ;  fave  you,  noble  gallants ; 
May  a  man  lofe  any  money?  I  honour,  fir,  yourlhadow. 

Sef.  This  is  another  humour. 

Nep.  D'ye  hear  the  news,  gentlemen  ? 

Wild.  What  news,  I  pray  ? 

Nep.  The  new  curranto. 

Set.  Good,  fir,  impart. 

Itep. 
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Nep.  Be  there  no  more  gentlemen  to  hear  it 
Here  ?  'tis  extraordinary  fine  news,  in  black  and  white, 
Prom  Terra. incognita. 

Wild.  Terra  incognita  ? 

Nep.  Ay,  fir,  the  quinteffence  of  the  world  :   for  our 
four  parts 
Europe,  Afia,  Africk,  and  America,  are  as  the  four 
Elements ;  and  this,  as  the  leam'd  geographers  fay,  is 
Like  Ccelum,  a  fifth  eilence  or  quinteffence  of  the  world. :! 

Wildi  Pray,  fir,  what  news  from  this  quinteffence  ?  it 
mult 
Needs  be  refin'd  novelties. 

Nep.  From  Sclavonia. 

Wild.  That's  no  part  of  Terra  incognita ;  we  know; 
that. 

Nep.  But  you  do  not  know  that  Sclavonia  I  mean;  W%\ 
Inhabited  by  a  nation  without  a  head. 

D^win.  Without  a  head  ?  in  what  part  are  their  eyes? 

Nep.  Peace,  Dwindle:  a  curfed  kind  of  people,  that 
have 
Neither  law,  nor  religion,  but  for  their  own  purpofes  : 
Their  country  is  fomewhat  low,  and  open  to  the  fea. . 

Set.  Do  they  not  fear  drowning  ? 

Nep.  They  are  fafeft  in  atempeft;  if  they  be  taken  at 
any  time  by  their  enemies  and  call  over-board,  they  turn 
other  creatures ;  fome  rocks,  fome  fharks,  fome  croco- 
diles, and  fo  retain  part  of  their  former  nature: 

Wild.  What  do  thofe  that  dwell  afhore  ? 

Nep.  They  follow  their  work,  and  make  nets  not  only 
to  catch 
Fifh,  but  towns,  and  provinces :  the  Jews 
Are  innocent  to  'em,  and  the  devil  a  dunce ;  of  whofe 
Trade  they  are. 

Set.  A  dangerous  generation. 

Nep.  In  Perwiggana,  a  fruitful  country,  the  moon 
mines 
All  day,  and  the  furf  at  night. 

Sel.  That's  flrangc ; 
He  has  a  moral  in't :  have  not  we  gentlemen,  that  fit  up 
all  night  a  drinking,  and  go  to  bed  when  the  fun  rifes  ? 

i 


The  Gamester.  145 

Nep.  In  this  province  the  king  never  comes  out  of  his 
palace. 

Wild.  How  does  the  court  remove  there  ? 

Nep.  When  he  does  purpofe  to  change  the  air,  he  has 
an  elephant  richly  trapped,  that  carries  the  court  upon 
his  back  into  what  part  of  the  kingdom  he  pleafes. 

Wild.  I  have  heard  of  elephants  that  have  carried  ca- 
bles. 

Nep.  Snails,  fnails  in  comparifon :  and  to  increafe  your 
wonder,  this  beaft  does  never  drink. 

Wild.  I  would  be  loth  to  keep  him  company. 

Sel.  How  then  ? 

Nep.  Eat,  eat  altogether  $  and  what  ?  nothing  but  men : 
and  of  what  rank  or  condition  ?  none  but  great  men,  and 
the  fatteft  nobility ;  but  like  your  good  Monfieur,  he 
cares  for  nothing  but  the  head ;  and  it  is  confidently  re- 
ported, he  has  devoured  more  within  this  three  laft  years, 
than  the  elephant  we  had  in  England  eat  penny-loaves 
in  feven. 

Dwin.  The  devil  choak  him  !  would  he  had  London- 
bridge  in  his  belly  too. 

Nep.  The  fubjedts  of  the  great  duke  of  Lubberland 
have  been  lately  in  rebellion. 

Wild.  I  am  forry  it  will  be  inconvenient  to  hear  out 
your  curranto  s  I  am  weary  of  a  little  money ;  when  that's 
loft,  I  may  be  a  fuitor  for  the  reft  of  your  news  :  and  fo  I 
commend  me  to  all  your  friends  in  Lubberland.    \Exit. 

Nep.  Dwindle,  didft  hear  this  ?  now  could  I  be  an- 
gry- 

Drjoin.  Go  to  play  then,  fir ;  if  you  lofe  your  money, 
you  may  talk  roundly  to  'em  ;  for  they  cannot  be  fo  un- 
civil, as  not  to  give  lofers  leave  to  fpeak. 

Nep.  But  if  I  win 

Dwin.  Why  then  you  may  be  drunk  to-night,  and 
I'll  hold  the  cafter  to  you. 

Enter  Littlejiock  and  Acrelefs. 

Lit.  A  curfe  upon  thefe  reeling  dice  !  that  laft  in  and 
in 
Was  out  of  my  way  ten  pieces.     Canft  lend  me  any 
Money  ?  how  have  the  Cards  dealt  with  thee  \ 

Vol.  IX.  G  Acre. 
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Acre.  Loft,  loft 1  defy  thee.  If  my  knight  recover 

not, 
I  muft  be  fober  to-morrow. 
-    Lit.  Oh,  for  a  hundred,  and  all  made  now. 
Enter  Stll&wey* 

Set.  Yonder's  Hazard  wins  tyrannically,  without 
Mercy,  he  came  in  but  with  a  hundred  pieces. 

Lit.  I'll  get  a  fancy  prefently. 

Acre.  And  how  thrive  the  bones  with  his  Iordihip  ? 

SeL  His  lordftiip's  bones  are  not  well  fet ;  they  are 
malicioufly  bent  againft  him ;  they  will  run  him  quite  out 

JSnter  Nephew  and  bwindle. 

Net.  More  money  \  Dwindle,  call  my  uncle  !  I  muft 
have  it,  for  my  honour:  two  h  indred  pieces  more  will 
ferve  my  turn  :  in  the  mean  time,  I  will  play  away  my 
-cloak,  and  fome  fuperfluous  things  about  me. 

Dnvin*  Ey  that  time  you  are  come  to  your  ihirt,  1 
{hall  be  here. 

SeL  He's  blown  up  too.  Vtxlt- 

Enter  Hazard. 

llaz  So,  fo,  the  dice  in  two  or  three  fuch  nights  will 
>be  out  of  my  debt,  and  I  may  live  to  be  a  landlord  again. 

Sel    You  are  fortune's  minion,  matter. 

Haz*  You  wou'd  feem  to  be  no  fool,  becaufe  (he  doats 

Upon  you.     Gentlemen,  I  muft  take  my  chance;  twas 
A  lucky  hundred  pound  !  Jack  Wilding, 

Enter  frilling  gnawing  a  box. 
What  eating  the  boxes  ? 
Acre.   Let  us  in  again. 

Wild.  Chewing  the  cud  a  little  ;  I  have  loft   all  my 
money,   Will; 
Thou  haft  made  a  fortunate  night  on't :  wo  t 

Play  no  more  ?  Air  „ 

Haz.  "i  is  the  fit*  time  I  had  me  grace  to  give  off  a 

winner  ; 
£  wou'd  not  tempt  the  dice-. 
mid.  What 

Haz. 
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Haz,  You  do  not  hear  me  complain  $ 
I  have  not  been  fo  warm 
This  ten  weeks. 

Enter  Acrelefs, 

Wild,   'Tis  froft  in  my  breeches. 

Acre.  Matter  Hazard,  I   was  afraid   ycu  had  r 
gone  ;  there's  a  frefli  gamefter  come  in,  with  his  pockets 
full  of  gold:  he  dazles  the  gamefters,  and  no  man  has 
ftock  to  play  with  him. 

Wild.  What  is  he  ? 

Acre.  A  merchant  he  feems ;  he  may  be  worth  your 
return .  J 

Haz.  Not  for  the  exchange  to  night,  I  am  refolv'd 

Wild.  Temptation  !  now  have  I  an  infinite  itch  to  this 
merchant's  pieces* 

Haz.  If  thou  wo't  have  any  money, 
Speak  before  I  launch  out,  and  command  it. 

Wild.  A  hundred  pieces. 

Haz.  Call  to  the  maiterVth'houfe  by  this  token 

thou  wo't  venture  again  then  ? 

Wild.  They  may  prove  as  lucky  as  thine -but  what 
do  I  forget  r  the  wench,  the  fairy  at  home,  that  expeffa 

Haz.  I  had  forgot  too :  you  wo'not  play  now  ? 

Wild.  'Tis  now  upon  the  time. 

Haz.  By  any  means  go. 

Wild.  Hum,  I  ha'  left  my  money,  and  mvv  recover 
a  pretty  wench.  Which  hand  ?  here  ccvetoufWs  this 
letchery  ;  money  is  the  heavier.  Will,  doll:  hear'?  I'll 
requite  thy   courteiie.     Thou  haft  lent  me  a  hundred 

P?  u  a  i^7  thee  again  '>  aRd  thou  fhaIt  W  for  th- 
uie,  the  flefh-device  at  home  that  ex,  efts  me.  Thou  (haft 
fupply  my  place,  Will.  l  ROa  inalt 

fHaz.  You  wo'not  lcfe  this  opportunity,  and  fool  your-* 

C  Wild.  I  am  refolv'd;    five  hundred  piece^l^n 
come  to  him.     You  love  the  (port  as  well  as  I  •  tn  ' 
row  youfhall  thank   me  for't  :  be  fecret  •  fkeW^' 

know  thee,for  our  conditions  are  to- KurUfr  „  ■   "/* Cr 

neither  light,  nor-airi  flie  mult  needs  conc^rf  J 
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Haz.  Are  you  in  earneft  ? 

Wild.  Have  you  wit  to  apprehend  the  courtefie  ? 
Let  me  alone ;  the  wench,  and  I  fhall  meet 
Hereafter  and  be  merry  :  here's  my  key. 
The  merchant's  money  cools :  away ;  be  wife, 
And  keep  conditions :  toufe  her  at  thy  pleafure, 
There  will  be  enough  for  me.     Nay,  no  demurs ; 
You  have  not  loft  your  ftomach  to  this  game  ? 
Howe'er  I  fpeed  to-night,  we'll  laugh  to-morrow 
How  the  poor  wench  was  couzen'd. 

Haz.  But  woud'ft  ha' me  go  ? 

Wild.  I  wou'd  ha'  thee  ride,  boy ;  I  muft  to  the  ga- 
mefter : 
Farewell ;  remember  not  to  fpeak  a  word ;  but 
Kifs  and  embrace  thy  belly  full. 

Haz.  If  I  do  not, 
The  punifhment  of  an  eunuch  light  upon  me. 

0O3t-OQ9Oe0O60O30Q£e©60Ofl 
ACT.     IV. 

Enter  Hazard  and  Wilding. 

Wild.  T  TOW  now,  Will!  thou  look'ft  defperately 

t  1  this  morning. 

Did'ft  fleep  well  to-night  ? 

Haz.  Yes,  'tis  very  like 
I  went  to  fleep ;  but  fuch  a  bedfellow  ? 

Wild.  What  ails  fhe,  was  fhe  dull  ? 

Haz.  Do  not  enquire, 
But  curfe  yourfelf  till  noon.     I  am  charitable ; 
I  do  not  bid  thee  hang  thyfelf :  and  yet 
I  have  caufe  to  thank  thee.  I  would  not  have  loft 
The  turn  for  all  the  money  I  won  laft  night,  Jack. 
Such  a  delicious  theft ! 

Wild.  I  think  fo. 

Haz.  I  found  it  fo,  and  dare  make  my  affidavit. 

Wild.  Thou  did'ft  not  fee  her  ? 

Ha, 
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Ha.  Nor  fpeak  to  her;  to  what  purpofe? 
She  was  fo  handfome  i'th'  dark  (you  know 
My  meaning)  t'had  been  pity  any  light,. 
Or  voice  mould  interrupt  us* 

Wild.  Now  do  I 
Grow  melancholy. 

Ha.  If  thou  do'ft  envy  me, 
There  is  fome  reafon  for't ;  thou  do'il  imagine 
I  have  had  pleafure  in  my  days  ,•  but  never, 
Never,  fo  fweet  a  fkirmifh !  how  like  ivy 
She  grew  to  my  embraces !  not  a  kifs, 
But  had  EJyfium  in't. 

Wild.  I  was  a  rafcal ! 

Ha.  If  thou  didft  know  but  half  fo  much  as  I, 
Or  couldft  imagine  it,  thou  wouldit  acknowledge 
Thyfelf  worfe  than  a  rafcal  on  record. 
I  have  not  words  to  exprefs,  how  foft,  how  bounteous, 
How  every  thing  a  man  with  full  defires 
Could  wifh  a  lady :  do  not  queftion  me 
Farther;  'tis  too  much  happinefs  to  remember; 
I  am  forry  I  have  faid  fo  much. 

Wild.  Was  not  I  curs' d 
To  lofe  my  money,  and  fuch  delicate  fport? 

Ha.  But  that  I  love  thee  well,  fhoud'ft  ne'er  enjoy 
her. 

Wild.  Why? 

Ha.  I  would  almofl  cut  thy  throat. 

Wild.  You  wou'd  not. 

Ha.  But  take  her !  and  if  thou  part'ft  with  her  one 
night  more,  for  lefs  than  both  the  Indies,  thou1  It  lofe  by 
her  ;  fhe  has  paid  me  for  my  fervice ;  I  afk  nothing  elfe* 

Wild.  If  fhe  be  fuch  a  precious  armful,  Will, 
I  think  you  may  be  fatisfied. 

Ha.  Take  heed, 
And  underftand  thyfelf  a  little  better  : 
I  think  you  may  be  fatisfied !  with  what  ? 
A  handfome  wench !  'tis  herefy ;  recant  it ; 
I  never  fhall  be  fatisfied. 

Wild.  You  do  not  purpofe 
A  new  encounter. 
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Ha.  For  thy  fake, 
,rris  pofiible  I  may  not ;  I  would  have 
My  game  kept  for  me.     What  I  have  done, 
Was  upon  your  entreaty  ;  if  you  have 
The  like  occafion  hereafter,  I 
Should  have  a  hard  heart  to  deny  thee,  Jack. 

Wild.  Thou  hall  £Yd  my   blood  :  that  I  could  call 
back  time, 
To  be  pofieft  of  what  my  indifcretion 
Gave  up  to  thy  enjoying !  but  I  am  comforted  $ 
She  thinks  'twas  I ;  and  we  hereafter  may 

Be  free  in  our  delights Now,  fir,  the  news 

With  you  ? 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  My  mifirefs  did  command  my  diligence 
To  find  you  out,  and  pray  you  come  to  fpeak  with  her. 

Wild.   When  I  am  at  leifure. 

Page.  'Tis  of  confequence. 

Wild.  Is  Penelope 
With  her  ? 

Page.  Not  when  (he  fent  me  forth. 

Wild.  Lei  her  expect :  wait  you  on  me. 

Ha.  I  fpy  my  bluft-'ring  gamefier. 

Wild.  The  younger  ferret. 

Ha.  I  care  not  if  I  allow  thee  a  fit  of  mirth  ; 
But  your  boy  mufl  be  in  the  confort. 

Enter  Nephew  and  Dwindle. 

Dnuin  Pray,  fir,  do  not  behave  yourfelf  fo  furioufly  ; 
Your  breath  is  able  to  blow  down  a  houfe,  fir. 

Nep.  My  uncle  (hall  build  it  up  again.  Oh,  Dwindle, 
Thou  doft  not  know  what  honour  'tis  to  be 
So  boiiterous ;  I  would  take  the  wall  now 
Of  my  lord-mayor's  giants. 

Wild.  Do  as  I  bid  you,  firrah. 

Page.  Alas,  fir,  he'll  devour  me. 

Ha.  He  fha'not  hurt  thee. 

Page.  Ee   at  my  back  then  pray,  fir;  now    I   think 
on't. 
I  have  the  beard  here  too,  with  which  I  frighted 

ir  mai&  lafl  night, 

Dwztt, 
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Ihwitt.  You  know  thefe  gentlemen. 
Nep.  Hazard   and  Wilding,  howis't?  howis't,  Bul~ 
chins  ? 
Wou'd  ye  had  been  with  us  ;  I  ha'  Co  maul'd  a  captain 
O'th'  train-band  yonder. 

Page.  Is  not  your  name,  Barnacle  ? 
Ha.  Ancient  Petarre  ? 
Nep.  What's  this? 
Wild.  The  admiration  of  the  town, 
Ttep.    I  or  what  ? 
Wild.  For  valour. 
Nep.  Tnis  inch  and  a  half? 

Wild.  There's  the  wonder ;  oh  the  fpirit,  the  tall  fpi- 
rit 
fun  him!  he  has  the  foul  of  a  giant. 
Nep.  He  has  but  a  dwarfs  body;  ancient  Petarre  f 
Page.  Sirrah,  how  dare  you  name  a  captain? 
Thou  tun  of  ignorance !  he  fhall  eat  my  piftol, 
And  (aye  me  the  discharge. 

Nep.  Tell  me  of  a  tun?  I'll  drink  twenty  tuns  to  thy 
Health.     Who  fhall  hinder  me,  if  I  have  a 
Mind  to't  ?   Your  piilol's  a  pepper-corn ;  I  will  eat 
Up  an  armory,  if  my  llomach  (erve,  fo  long  as  I 
Have  money  to  pay  for't  ;  an  you  were  as  little  again 
As  you  are.     Fright  me  with  your  potguns  !  my  name's 
Barnacle,  fir,  call  me  what  you  pleafe ;  and  my 
Man's  name's  Dwindle,  an  you  go  there  too.     Do  not 
Think  but  I  have  feen  hre-drakes  afore  now,  tho' 
I  never  talked  on't  j  and  rockets  too,  tho'  my  man 
Be  a  coxcomb  here ;  and  balls  of  fire,  no  diipraife 
To  you  :  d'ye  think  to  thunder  me  with  your  pick- 
Tooth  by  your  fide  ? 
Page.  Let  my  fword  fhew  him  but  one  flam  of  light- 
ning, 
To  fmge  the  hair  of  his  head  off! 
Ha.  Good  ancient  Petarre. 
f>fwin.  'Tis  a  very  devil  in  decimo  fexto  :  Peter  d'ye 

call  him  ? 
P^ge.  Thou  dog-bolt,    and  coufin-german  to   Cer- 
berus. 
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Ha.  Two  heads  once  remov'd,  he's  fomewhat  like 

him. 
Nep.  I  begin  to  think— 
D*ivin.  And  I  begin  to 
Page.  Again? 
Wild,  He  does  bat  think. 

Page.  He  think  ?  is  this  a  place  for  him  to  think  in } 
Miniature,  vanifh  immediately ;  or  I  will  fhoot  death 
From  my  muftachio's,  and  kill  thee  like  a  porcupine. 

Nep.  Ancient  Petarre,  I  know  thy  name,  and  I 
Honour  it ;  thou'rt  one  of  the  mofl  vain  glorious 
Pieces  of  fire -work  that  ever  water  wet.     I  am  a 
Gentleman  ;  and  if  I  have  faid  any  thing  to  difguft 
Thee,  I  can  afk  thee  forgivenefs,  as  well  as  the 
P^oudeft  vaftal  on  'em  all.     Extend  thy  paw,  thou 
Invincible  epitome  of  Hercules ;  and  let  thy  fervant 
Kifs  it. 

Wild.  Come  pray,  fir,  be  reconcil'd ;  he  fubmits 
Page,  I  fee  thou  haft  fomething  in  thee  of  a  foldierr 
to  no  purpofe ;  and  I  will  cherilh  it.     Thou  art  a  rafcal 
in  thy  underftanding ;  thou  fhalt  excufe   me,    Turk,  in 
honourable   love:  I    remember  thy  great  grand  father 
was  hang'd  for  robbing  a  pedler-woman  of  fix  yards  of 
inckle,  and  thou  mayft,  (mauger  the  herald)  in  a  right 
line,  challenge  the  gallows  by  his  copy ;  mongrel,  of 
Mongrel-hall,  I  am  thy  humble  fervant  -,  and  will  cut 
the  throat  of  any  man  that  fays  thou  haft  either  wit  or 
honefty  more  than  is  fit  for  a   gentleman.     Command 
my  fword,  my  lungs,  my  life ;  thou  art  a  puff,  a  mulli- 
grub,  a  metaphyseal  coxcomb,  and  I   honour  you  with 
all  my  heart. 

Nep.  I  thank  you  noble  ancient,  and  kind  gentlemenr 
Come,  Dwindle,  we'll  go  roar  fomewhere  elfe. 

Wild.  Was  ever  fuch  an  oaf?  [Exit. 

Ha.  The  boy  did  hit  his  humour  excellently  : 
Here,  cheriih  thy  wit. 

Page .  Now  mail   I   tell  my  miftrefs,  you'll  come  to 

her? 
Wild.  How  omcious  you  are  for  your  miftrefs,  firrah? 
What  faid  fhe  I  came  not  home  all  night  ? 

Page. 
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Page.    Nothing  to  me ;  but  my  eyes  ne'er  beheld 
Her  look  more  pleafantly. 

Haz.  Now  farewel,  Jack;  I  need  not  urge  your  fe- 
crefy 
Touching  your  miftrefs  I  have  mounted  for  you : 
Only  I'll  caution  you,  look  when  you  meet 
That  you  perform  your  bufmefs  handfomely, 
I  ha1  begun  fo  well ;  fhe  may  fufpecl  elfe, 
And  put  thee  out  of  fervice :  if  fhe  do, 
You  know  your  wages ;  I  fnall  laugh  at  thee, 
And  heartily  :  fo  farewel,  farewel  Jack.  [Exit. 

WiL  To  fay  the  truth,  I  have  fhewed  myfelf  a  cox- 
comb. 
A  pox  a'  play  !  that  made  me  double  lofer. 
For  aught  I  know,  fhe  may  admit  me  never 
To  fuch  a  turn  again ;  and  then  I  ha'  punifhM 
Myfelf  ingenioufly. 
Enter  miftrefs  Wilding,  Penelope,  and  miftrefs  Leonora  ;  a 

fervant  waiting  on  them. 
My  wife  I 

Page.  My  miftrefs,  fir. 

WiL  Keep  you  at  diftance. 
She's  as  the  boy  reported,  fomething  more 
Pleafant  than  ordinary. 

Mif  *Tis  he !  good  coufm, 
Pretend  fome  bufmefs ;  offer  at  fome  wares, 
Or  afk  the  goldfmith  what  your  diamond's  worth  j 
Something  to  trifle  time  away  ;  while  I 
Speak  with  my  hufband  a  few  word: . 

WiL  She  comes  toward  me. 

Mif  I  can  contain  no  longer. 
I  low  d'ye,  iweetheart? 

WiL   Well;  but  a  little  melancholy. 
You  look  more  fprightfully,  wife ;  fomething  has  pleas'd 
you. 

Mif  It  lias  indeed ;  and  if  it  be  no  (lain 
To  modefty,  I  would  enquire  how  you 
Sped  the  laft  night. 

WiL  I  loft  my  money. 

Mif  I  do  not  mean  that  game, 
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Wil.  I  am  not  betray'd  I  hope  !  I  do  not  mean  that 
game  ? 

Mi/  Y'are  a  fine  gentleman  ! 

Wild.  'Tis  fo  ;  could  fhe  not  keep  her  own  counfel  I 

Mi/.  And  have  behav'd  yourfelf  moil  wittily,  [Jfide. 
And  I  may  fay  moil  wrongfully  :  this  will 
Be  much  for  your  honour,  when  *tia  known. 

Wil.  What  will  be  known  ? 

Mi/.  Do  you  not  blufh  ?  oh  fie  \ 
Is  there  no  modefly  in  man  ? 

Wil.  What  riddle 
Have  you  got  now  ? — I  wou'd  not  yet  feem  confeious, 

Mi/  'Tis  time  then  to  be  plain;  it  was  a  wonder 
I  could  be  fo  long  filent :  did  you  like 
Your  laft  night's  lodging? 

Wil.  Very,  very  well ; 
I  went  not  to  bed  all  night. 

Mi/  You  did  not  lie  with 
Miftrefs  Penelope  my  kinfwoman  ? 

Wil.  Refufe  me,  if  I  did 

Mi/  You  need  not  fwear  ; 
But  'twas  no  fault  of  yours ;  no  fault,  no  virtue  : 
Eut  'tis  no  place  to  expoilulate  thefe  actions. 
In  brief,  know  'twas  my  plot ;  for  I  cbferv'd 
Which  way  your  warm  affe&ion  mov'd,  and  wrought; 
So  with  my  honeit  coufm  to  fupply 
Her  wanton  place,  that  with  fome  ihame  atlaft, 
I  might  deceive  your  hard  heart  into  kindnefs. 

Wil.  1.  hat,  that  again,  fweet  wife  ;  and  be  a  little 
Serious  :  Was  it  your  plot  to  excufe  your  coufm, 
And  be  the  bedfellow  ? 

Mi/.  Heaven  knows,  'tis  truth. 

Wil.  I  am  fitted,  fitted  with  a  pair  of  horns 
Of  my  own  making  ! 

Mi/.  Thank,  and  think  upon 
That  providence,  that  would  not  have  you  loft 
In  fuch  a  foreft  of  loofe  thoughts ;  and  be 
Yourfelf  again  ;  I  am  your  hand-maid  (till  ; 
And  hp^e  learn'dfo  much  piety  to  conceal 
Whatever  fhould  diihonour  you, 

Wi/i 
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Wil.  It  buds, 
It  buds  already  :  I  mail  turn  ftark  mad, 
Horn  mad ! 

Mif.  What  ails  you  ?  are  you  vex'd  becaufe 
Your  wantonnefs  tnriv'd  fo  well  ? 

Wil.  Well,  with  a  vengeance. 

Mif.  I  did  expedt  your  thanks. 

Wil.  Yes,  I  do  thank  ycu,.  thank  you  heartily  y 
Molt  infinitely  thank  you. 

Mif.  Doth  this  merit 
No  other  payment  but  your  fcorn  ?  then  know3 
Bad  man,  -'tis  in  my  power  to  be  reveng'd  ; 
And  what  I  had  a  refolution 
Should  fleep  in  filent  darknefs,  now  fhall  look 
Day  in  the  face ;  111  publim  to  the  world 
How  I  am  wrong'd,  and  with  what  ftubboronef; 
You  have  defpis'd  the  cure  of  your  own  fame  y 
Nor  fhall  my  coufm  fufter  in  her  honour. 
I  ftoop  as  low  as  earth  to  fhew  my  duty  ; 
But  too  much  trampl'd  on,  I  rife  to  tell 
The  world,  I  am  a  woman. 

Wil.  No,  no ;  hark  you, 
I  do  net  mock  you.     I  am  taken  with 
The  conceit;  what  a  fine  thing  I  have  made  myfelf  \ 
Ne'er  fpeak  on't,  thy  device  mail  take  ;  I'll  love  thee., 
And  kifs  thee  for't ;  thou'ft  paid  me  handfomely  : 
An  admirable  plot,  and  follow'd  cunningly. 
I'll  fee  thee  anon  again  ;  and  lie  with  thee 
To-night,  without  a  ftratagem.     The  gentlewomen 
Expedt  thee  ;  keep  all  clofe  ;  dear  wife,  no  fentences. 
I:  am  trick'd  and  trim'd  at  my  own  charges  rarely  ! 
I'll  feek  out  fomebody  again.  [Exit, 

Mif  I  have  prefum'd  too  much  upon  your  patience  j, 
Xhave  difcover'd,  and  I  hope  t'wiil  take. 

Pen.  I  wifh  it  may. 

Mif.  You  are  fad  ftill,  Leonora. 
Remove  thefe  thoughts :  come,  Pll  wa!t  on  you  no\y- 
To  the  Exchange  :  fome  toys  may  there  flrike  off 
Their  fad  remembrance. 

Leo.  I.  attend  you, 
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Mif,  Farcwel. 

Enter  Beaumont  and  his  keeper. 

Keep.  The  gentleman,  that  was  yefterday  *o  fpeak  with 
you. 
Is  come  again  to  vifit  you. 

Beau.  Sir  Richard  Hurry  ? 

Keep.  The  fame,  fir. 

Beau.  You  may  admit  him ; 
Men  of  his  quality 

Do  feldom  court  affliction  j  this,  I  muft 
Allow,  is  a  moll  noble  gratitude 
For  thofe  good  offices  my  father  did  him. 
Enter  Jir  Richard. 

Hur.  Sirr  the  refpecls  I  owe  you  make  me  again 
Solicitor  for  your  fafety ;  and  altho\ 
On  the  firit  proportion,  it  appear 
Strange  to  you,  and  perhaps  incredible, 
Which  might  difpofe  you  to  the  flow  embrace 
Of  what  I  tender'd ;  yet  again  brought  to  you, 
After  a  time,  to  examine  and  confider 
What  moft  concerns  you,  I  am  confident 
You  will  accept,  and  thank  me. 

Bea.   Noble  fir,. 
You  do  exprefs  fo  rare  a  bounty,  men 
Will  flowly  imitate  :  I  am  not  fo 
Loft  in  my  wild  misfortune,  but  my  reafon 
Will  guide  me  to  acknowledge,  and  pay  back 
My  fervice  and-myfelf,  for  fo  much  charity 
As  you  have  pleas'd  to  fhew  me. 

Enter  Violante. 

Vio.  Here's  for  thy  pains  :  they  are  the  fame  ;  make 
good 
Thy  word,  and  place  me  where  I  may  unfeen. 
Hear  their  difcourfe. 

Ke.  This  way. 

Bea.  But,  with  /our  pardon, 
I  would  defire  to  hear  again  how  much 
I  fhall  be  obliged,  that,  knowing  the  extent 
Of  your  defer t,  I  may  pay  back  a  duty 
That  may,  in  every  circumflance,  become 

My 
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My  fortune  and  the  benefit. 

Hur.  Then  thus  :  you  are  a  prifoner ;  that  alone 
Is  mifery : 

But  your's  the  greater,  in  that  guilt  of  blood. 
Not  fums  that  may  be  recompencfd,  detain  you. 
I'll  not  difpute  the  circumftance  :  Delamore 
Slain  by  your  hand. 

Bea.  I  have  confeft  : 
The  firft  jury  having  found  it  murder. 

Hur.  His  blood  calls  to  the  law  for  juftice ;  and  yoti 
cannot, 
Left  to  yourfelf,  and  looking  on  the  fadl, 
Expect  with  any  comfort  what  muft  follow : 
Yet  I,  in  pity  of  your  fufferings, 
In  pity  of  your  youth,  which  would  be  elfe 
Untimely  blafted,  offer  to  remove 
Your  forrows,  make  you  free  and  right  again, 
With  clear  fatisfaclion  to  the  law. 

Bea.  Good  fir, 
Pray  give  me  leave  to  doubt  here.     I  fee  not, 
Howe'er  your  will  and  charity  may  be  a&ive 
In  my  diitrefs  to  fave  me,  that  you  can 
AfTure  my  life  and  freedom  ;  fmce,  in  caufes 
Of  fuch  high  nature,  laws  muft  have  their  courfe,. 
Whofe  ftream  as  it  were  wickednefs  to  pollute, 
It  were  vanity  for  any  private  man 
To  think  he  could  refill.     I  fpeak  not  this, 
To  have  you  imagine  I  defpife  my  life ; 
But  to  exprefs  my  fears,  your  will  does  flatter  you 
Mtove  what  your  power  can  reach. 

Hur.  For  that,  I  urge  not 
My  being  a  commifiioner  alone 
To  do  you  fervice ;  I  have  friends  in  court,. 
And  great  ones,  when  the  rigour  of  the  law 
Hath  fentene'd  you,  to  mediate  your  pardon: 
Nor  takes  it  from  the  juftice  of  a  prince, 
Where  provocation,  and  not  malice,  makes 
Guilty,  to  fave,  whom  the  fharp  letter  dooms 
Sometimes  to  execution.     1  am  fo  far 
.From  doubting  your  difcharge,  that  I  dare  forfeit 

My 
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My  life,  if  I  fecure  not  yours  from  any 
Danger  for  this  offence. 

Bea.  You  fpeak  all  comfort : 
Which  way  can  I  deferve  this  ? 

Hur.  That  Til  fhew  you  : 
I  had  an  obligation  to  your  father, 
Whofe  love,  when  all  my  fortunes  were  VtiC  ebbr 
And  defperately,  reliev'd  me  with  large  fums  -, 
By  whofe  careful  manage  I  arriv'd  at  what 
J  am  :   and  I  fhould  be  a  rebel  to 
Nature  and  goodnefs,  not  to  love  the  fon 
Of  fuch  a  friend,  by  his  misfortune  made 
Ripe  for  my  gratitude. 

Bea.  You  fpeak  your  bounty  ; 
But  teach  not  all  this  while  how  to  deferve  it. 

Hur.  'Tis  done,  by  your  acceptance  of  my  daughter 
To  be  your  bride. 

Bea.  To  be  my  bride  !  pray  tell  me, 
Is  fhe  deform'd,  or  wanton  ?  what  vice  has  fhe  ? 

Hur.  Vice,  fir  !  me  will  deferve  as  good  a  hufband  : 
She  is  handfome,  tho'  I  fay't,.  and  fhall  be  ricli  too. 

Bea.  She  is  too  good,  if  fhe  be  fair  or  virtuous  : 
Pardon,  I  know  fhe  is  both ;  but  you  amaze  me : 
I  did  expert  conditions  of  danger : 
A  good  wife  is  a  blefhng  above  health : 
You  teach  me  to  deferve  my  life  frit,  from  your, 
By  offering  a  happirefs  beyond  it. 

Hur.  If  you 'find  love  to  accept,  'tis  the  reward. 
I  look  for  :  Leonora  fhall  obey, 
Or  quit  a  father, 

Bea.  Ha,  goodnefs  defend  !. 
I  know  you  do  but  mock  me,  and  upbraid 
My  aft,  that  kill'd  her  fervant.     Wound  me  ftill  > 
I  have  deferv'd  her  curie  :  I  fee  her  weep^ 
And  every  tear  accufe  me. 

Hur.  May  I  never 
Thrive  in  my  prayers  to  heaven,  if  what  I  offer 
1  wifh  not  heartily  confirmed. 

Bea.   I  now 
Sufpedi  you  axe  not  Leonora's  father  : 
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I'Twere  better  you  diiTembled,  than  made  her 
So  pair  all  hope  of  being  cur'd  again. 
I  marry  Leonora !  can  her  foul 
Think  on  fo  foul  a  rape  ?  me  cannot  fure. 

Hur.  She  fhall:  I  command, 

Bea.  By  virtue  but 
She  fha'not;  nor  would  I,  to  grafp  an  empire,. 
Tempt  her  to  fo  much  ftain.     Let  her  tell  down 
Her  virgin  tears  on  Delamore's  cold  marble, 
Sigh  to  his  dull,  and  call  revenge  upon 
His  head,  whofe  anger  fent  him  to  thofe  fhades, 
From  whence  fhe  ne'er  muft  fee  him.     Thib  will  juftifjjr 
She  lov'd  the  dead  :  it  were  impiety 
One  fmile  mould  blefs  her  murderer  ;  and,  howe'er 
You  are  pleas'd  to  compliment  with  my  affliction, 
I  know  me  cannot  find  one  thought  within  her, 
So  foul  to  look  upon  me, 

Hur.  Let  it  reft  on  that.      Will  you  confent,   and 
timely  make  provifion  for  your  faftty? 

Bea.  For  my  life, 
You  mean,  now  on  the  chance.     Then  I  may  liver 
You  are  confident ;  and  think  it  not  impofiible 
Your  daughter  may  affect :  there's  at  once 
Two  bleihngs ;  are  they  not  ?  and  mighty  ones, 
Confidering  what  I  am,  how  low,  how  loft. 
To  th'  common  air 

Hur.  Now  you  are  wife. 

Bea.   But  if 
Your  daughter  would  confirm  this,  and  propound. 
Herfelf  my  victory 

Hur.  What  then  ? 

Bea.  I  mould  condemn  her,  and  defpife  the  ccnquelU 
Thefe  things  may  bribe  an  atheift,  not  a  lover  : 
But  you  perhaps  are  ignorant  I  have  given 
My  faith  away  irrevocably  :  'tis 
The  wealth  of  Violante,  and  I  wo'not 
Bafely  ileal  back  a  thought ;  and  yet,  I  thank  you, 
I  am  not  fo  inhuman. 

Hur.  Will  you  not 
Prefer  your  life 
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To  honour  and  religion  ? 

Bea.  For  fhame,  be  filent.     Could  you  make  me  lord 
Of  my  own  deftiny,  and  that  Leonora 
Had  empires  for  her  dower,  and  courted  me 
With  all  the  flatteries  of  life,  to  quit 
My  vows  to  Violante,  I  would  fly 
Upon  her  bofom  to  meet  death. 

Hur.  And  death 
You  muft  expect,  which  will  take  off  this  bravery. 

Bea.  And  I  will  kifs  it ;  kifs  it  like  a  bride. 

Hur.   So  refolute  ? 

Bea.  And  if  I  cannot  live 
My  Violante's,  I  will  die  her  facrifice. 
Good  fir,  no  more  :  you  do  not  well  to  trouble 
The  quiet  of  a  prifoner  thus,  that  cannot 
Be  a  too  careful  fteward  of  thofe  minutes 
Left  him  to  make  his  peace  :  tempt  me  no  farther. 
The  earth  is  not  fo  fix'd  as  my  refolves, 
Rather  to  die,  than  in  one  thought  tranfplant 
My  love  from  Violante. 

Hur.  Be  undone ! 
And  this  contempt  fhall  haften  the  divorce 
Of  foul  and  love.     Die,  and  be  foon  forgotten. 

[Exit* 
Enter  Violante. 

Bea.  My  Violante  !  if  there  can  be  any  joy 
Neighbour  to  fo  much  grief,  I'll  pour  it  out 
To  pay  thy  bounteous  vifit :  if  my  eyes 
Admit  no  fellowfhip  in  weeping,  'tis 
Becaufe  my  heart,  which  faw  thee  firft,  would  bid 
Thee  welcome  thither ;  fcorning  to  acknowledge 
There  can  be  any  thing  but  joy  where  thou  art. 

Via.  But  fadnefs,  my  dear  Beaumont,   while  there  is 
A  caufe  that  makes  thee  prifoner.     I  muft  weep, 
And  empty  many  fprings  :  my  eyes  are  now 
No  prophets  of  thy  forrow,  but  the  witnefs ; 
And  when  I  think  of  death,  that  waits  upon  thee, 
I  wither  to  a  ghoft. 

Bea.  Why,  Violante, 

We  nmft  all  die Reftrain  thefe  weeping  fountains. 

Keep 
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Keep  'em  till  I  am  dead  ;  difpenfe  'em  then 
Upon  my  grave,  and  I  fhall  grow  again  ; 
And,  in  the  fweet  difguife  of  a  fair  garden, 
Salute  the  fpring  that  gave  me  green  and  odour. 
Why  mould  not  love  transform  us  ? 

Vio.  Be  not  loft 
In  thefe  imaginations. 

Bea.  Or  perhaps 
Th'aft  ambition  :  fhe  whofe  love  made  up 
A  wonder  to  the  world,  befide  the  pledge 
Of  duty  to  her  lord,  fam'd  Artemifia, 
Shall  be  no-more  in  ftory  for  her  tomb  ; 
For  on  the  earth  that  weighs  my  body  down, 
When  I  am  dead,  thy  tears,  by  the  cold  breath 
Of  heaven  congeal' d  to  Beaumont's  memory, 
Shall  raife  a  monument  of  pearl,  to  out-do 
The  great  Maufolus1  fepulchre. 

Vio.  No  more 
Of  this  vain  language,  if  you  have  any  pity 
On  the  poor  Violante, 

Bea,  I  ha'  done  ; 
And  yet  now  I  am  going  to  a  long  filence, 
Allow  my  forrow  to  take  leave,  Violante. 

Vio.  It  mail  be  fo  : — be  valiant,  my  heart. 
Beaumont,  I  come  not  to  take  leave  of  thee. 

Bea.  Perhaps  you'll  fee  me  again. 

Vio.  Again,  and  often. 
Thy  ftars  are  gentle  to  thee ;  many  days 
And  years  are  yet  between  thee  and  that  time 
That  threatens  lofs  of  breath.     See,  I  can  thus 
Difperfe  the  clouds  fate  heavy  on  my  brow, 
And  wipe  the  moifture  hence  :  'tis  day  again  : 
Take  beams  into  thy  eye,   and  let  them  fink 
Upon  thy  better  fortune.     Live,  live  happily. 

Bea.  Is  Delamore  alive  ? 

Vio.  Dead,  and  interr'd. 

Bea.  From  what  can  this  hope  rife  ? 

Vio.  From  thyfelf,  Beaumont, 
If  thou  wilt  fave  thyfelf.     I  have  heard  all  ; 
And,  by  the  duty  of  my  love,  am  bound 

To 
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To  chide  your  refolution:  can  you  be 
So  mercilefs  to  yourfelf  to  refute  life, 
Wiien  it  is  ojfer'd  vvitli  the  belt  advantage 
In  Leonora's  love  ?  a  price,  that  fhould 
Buy  you  from  all  the  world,     lie  counfell'd,  fir  : 
Oh,  do  not  lofe  yourfelf  in  a  vain  paffion 
For  thought  of  me  !  1  cancel  all  your  vows, 
And  give  you  back  your  heart ;  be  free  again,. 
If  you  will  prom.fe  me  to  live  and  love. 

Be  a.  Leonora  ? 

Via.  That  bell  of  womankind  ;  a  mine  of  fweetnefs^ 

Bea.  But  can  you  leave  me  then  ? 

Vio.  I  juftiiy 
Thy  choice  of  me  in  that ;  that,  to  preferve  thee, 
Dare  give  thee  back  again.     Be  Leonora's ; 
For  being  mine,  th'art  loll  to  all  the  world. 
Better  a  thoufand  times  thou  be  made  her'?., 
Than  we  both  lofe.      I'll  pawn  my  faith  fhe'll  love* 

thee. 
I'll  be  content  to  hear  my  Beaumont's  well, 
And  vifit  thee  fornetimes,  like  a  glad  filler, 
And  never  beg  a  kifs :  but  if  I  weep 
At  any  time,  when  we  are  together, 
Do  not  helieve  'tis  forrow  makes  my  eyes 
So  wet,  but  joy  to  fee  my  Beaumont  living. 
As  it  is  now,  to  hope 

Bea.  H  thou  do*ft  mean  thus, 
Thou  do'fl  the  more  inflame  me  to  be  conllanto 
Be  not  a  miracle,  and  I  may  be  tempted 
To  love  my  life  above  thee  ;  by  this  kifs— ■ 
Oh,  give  me  but  another  in  my  death, 
It  will  reitore  me  !  By  this  innocent  hand, 
White  as  I  wifh  my  foul,  I  wo'not  leave  thee 
For  the  world's  kingdom. 

Vio,  But  you  mull,  unlefs 
You  change  for  Leonora.     Think  of  that  \ 
Think,  e'er  you  be  too  rafh. 

Bea.  Ill  think  of  thee  ; 
And  honour  to  be  read  I  lov'd  Violante, 
But  never  could  deierve  her.     Live  thou  happy, 

And 
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And  by  thy  virtue  teach  a  nearer  way 

To  heaven.     We  may  meet  yonder  !  Do  not  make  me 

More  miferable  than  I  am,  by  adding  perjury 

To  my  bloody  fin.     The  memory  of  thee 

[Will,  at  my  execution,  advance 

My  fpirit  to  a  pitch,  that  men  mall  think 

I  have  changed  my  caufe  for  martyrdom. 

Vio.  Then  here, 
As  of  a  dying  man,  I  take  my  leave  : 
[Farewell,  unhappy  Beaumont !  I'll  pray  for  thee. 

Bea.  'Tis  pofftble  I  may  live  yet,  and  be  thine* 

Vio.  Thefe  tears  embalm  thee  ! 
If  in  this  world  again  we  never  meet, 
My  life  is  buried  in  thy  winding-meet. 

Bea.  This  exceeds  all  my  forrow  ! 


A  c  t   v. 


Enter  Wilding. 

Wil.  T"  Am  juftly  puniih'4  now  for  all  my  tricks, 

And  pride  o'th'  flefii  !  I  had  ambition 
To  make  men  cuckolds ;  now  the  devil  has  paid  me, 
Paid  me  i'th'  fame  coin  \  and  I'll  compare 
My  forehead  with  the  broader!  of  my  neighbours ; 
But,  e'er  it  fpreads  too  monRrous,  I  mx&  have 
Some  plot  upon  this  Hazard.     He  fuppofes 
He  has  enjoy 'd  Penelope,  and  my  trick's 
To  drive  the  opinion  home,  to  get  him  marry  her, 
And  make  her  fatisfaclion.      The  wench 
Has  oft  commended  him  :  he  may  be  wen  to't. 
I  never  meant  to  part  with  all  her  portion  : 
Perhaps  he'll  thank  me  for  the  moiety  j 
And  this  difpos'd  on,,  file's  conjur'd  to  filence. 
It  mull  be  fo. 

Enter 
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Enter  Hazard. 

Ha.  Jack  Wilding,  how  is't,  man  ? 
How  goes  the  plough  at  home  ?  what  fays  the  lady 
Guinever,  that  was  humbled  in  your  ab fence  ? 
You  have  the  credit  with  her,  all  the  glory 
Of  my  night's  work  :  does  fhe  not  hide  her  eyes, 
And  blufh,  and  cry  you  are  a  fine  gentleman  ! 
Turn  a  one  fide,  or  drop  a  handkerchief. 
And  ftoop,  and  take  occafion  to  leer 
And  laugh  upon  thee  ? 

Wil.  Nothing  lefs :  I  know  not 
What  thou1  aft  done  to  her,  but  file's  very  fad* 

Ha.  Sad!  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

WiL  Thou  mud  imagine, 
I  did  the  beft  to  comfort  her. 

Ha.  She's  melancholy 
For  my  abfence,  man  :  I'll  keep  her  company 
Again  to  night. 

Wil.  She  thinks  'twas  I  enjoy'd  her. 

Ha.  Let  her  think  whom  fhe  will,  fo  we  may  COupIc* 

Wil.  And  nothing  now  but  fighs,  and  cries  I  have 
Undone  her. 

Haz.  She's  a  fool,  I  hurt  her  not ; 
She  cryed  not  out,  I  am  fure  ;  and  for  my  body 
I  defy  the  college  of  phyficians  ; 
Let  a  jury  of  virgins  fearch  me. 

Wil.  To  be  plain, 
Although  fhe  has  no  thought  but  I  was  her  bed-fellow,' 
You  are  the  only  argument  of  her  fadnefs. 

Haz.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Wil.  When  I  had  merrily 
Excus'd  what  had  been  done,  (he  fetch'd  a  figh, 
And  with  fome  tears  reveal'd  her  love  to  you  ; 
That  fhe  had  lov'd  you  long,  but  by  this  a6l 
Of  mine,  d'y1  mark,  fhe  was  become  unworthy 
To  hope  for  fo  good  a  fortune  j  I  cannot  tell, 
But  fhe  is  ftrangely  pafuonate, 

Haz.  For  me  J 

mi 


The  Gamester.  165 

WiL  For  you  ;  but  thou  art  foft  and  tender-hearted, 
And  in  that  confidence  I  did  forbear 
To  tell  her  who  had  done  the  deed. 

Haz.  You  did  fo  : 
i'Twas  wifely  done,  now  I  colled!  myfelf, 
jShe  has  fometimes  fmil'd  upon  me. 

WiL  Nay,  believe  it, 
She  is  taken  with  thee  above  all  the  world. 

Haz.  And  yet  me  was  content  you  ihould 
'Bove  all  the  world. 

WiL  But  'twas  your  better  fate 
To  be  the  man ;  it  was  her  defliny 
To  have  the  right  performance :  thou  art  a  gentleman, 
And  canit  not  but  confider  the  poor  gentlewoman, 

Haz.  What  would'fl  ha'  me  do  ? 

WiL  Make  her  amends,  and  marry  her. 

Haz.  Marry  a  flrumpet  ? 

WiL  You  had  firft  poffeffion, 
And  th'adft  been  married  earlier,  couldfl  but  had 
Her  maidenhead  ;  befides,  no  body  knows  but  we  our- 
felves. 

Haz.  Be  not  abus'd,  I  had 
No  maidenhead. 

WiL  My  greater  torment :  come,  come,thou  artmodeft : 
Heaven  knows  (he  may  be  defperate. 

Haz.  A  fair  riddance, 
We  have  enough  o'th'  tribe  ;  I  am  forry  I  cannot 
Furnifh  her  expedition  with  a  pair 
Of  my  own  garters. 

WiL  I of  Athens  grown  ; 

I  know  thou  art  more  charitable ;  fhe  may  prove 
A  happy  wife ;  what  woman  but  has  frailty  ? 

Haz.  Let  her  make  the  bell  on't ;  fet  up  ihop 
Pth'  Strand,   or  Weflminfler ;  me  may  have  cuitom, 
And  come  to  fpeak  moll  learnedly  i'trf  nofe. 
Bid  her  keep  quarter  with  the  conflable 
And  juflice's  clerk,  and  (he  in  time  may  purchafe, 

WiL  She  has  a  portion  will  maintain  her  like 
A  gentlewoman  and  your  wife. 
Haz.  Where  is't  ? 

2  WiL 
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Wil.  In  my  poffeffion  ;  and  I  had  rather  thc4 
Shouldfl  have  it  than  another. 

Haz.  Thank  you  heartily  ; 
A  fmgle  life  has  fingle  care  -,  pray  keep  it. 

Wil.  Come>  thou  (halt  know  I  love  thee  \  thcu  fhait 
have 
More  by  a  thoufand  pound,  than  I  refolv'd 
To  part  with,  'caufe  I  wou'd  call  thee  coufm  too  ; 
A  brace  of  thoufands,  Will,  fhe  has  to  her  portion, 
I  hop'd  to  put  her  off  with  half  the  fum  ; 
That's  truth,  fome  younger  brother  would  ha'  thank'd 

me, 
And  given  my  quietus  :  tufh,  'tis  frequent 
With  men  that  are  fo  trufttd.     Is't  a  match  ? 

Haz.  Two  thoufand  pound  will  make  a  maidenhead 
That's  crooked,  ftraight  again. 

Wil.  Th'art  in  the  rigut ; 
Or  for  the  better  found,  as  the  grammarians 
Say,  I  will  call  it  twenty  hundred  pound  : 
By  lady,  a  pretty  ftock  ;  enough,  an'  need  be, 
To  buy  up  half  the  maidenheads  in  a  county. 

Haz,.  Here's  my  hand  ;  I'll  confider.on'tno  farther  ; 
Is  fhe  prepared  ? 

Wil.  Leave  that  to  me. 

Haz.  No  more. 

Wil.  I'll  inftantly  about  it.  \Exit\ 

Haz.  Ha,  ha. 
The  project  moves  better  than  I  expecled  ; 
What  pains  he  takes  out  of  his  ignorance  ? 
Enter  Barnacle. 

Bar.  Oh !  fir,  I  am  glad  I  ha'  found  you. 

Haz..   I  was  not  loft. 

Bar.  My  nephew,  fir,  my  nephew  ! 

Haz.  What  of  him  r 

U*.  He's  undone*  he's   undone  !    you   have  undone 
him. 

Btir.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Un.  You  have  made  him,  fir,  fo  valiant,  I  am  afraid 
lie's  not  long  liv'd  ;  he  quarrels  now  with  every  body  : 
And  rears  and  domineers,  and  ihakes  the  rent-houies. 

2  -  A 
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A  woman  that  fold  pudding-pies,  but  took 

The  wall  on  him,  and  he  trips  up  her  heels ; 

And  down  fell  all  -,  the  kennel  ran  pure  white -pot, 

jWhat  (hall  I  do  ?  I  fear  he  will  be  kill'd  : 

il  take  a  little  privilege  myfelf, 

Becaufe  I  threaten  to  disinherit  him ; 

put  no  body  elfe  dares  talk,  or  meddle  with  him, 

[s  there  no  way  to  take  him  down  again, 

And  make  him  coward  ? 

Haz.  There  are  ways  to  tame  him. 

Bar.  Now  I  wifh  heartily  you  had  beaten  him 
For  the  hundred  pound. 

Haz,  That  may  be  done  yet. 

Bar.  Is't  not  too  late  ?  but  do  you  think  'twill  humble 
him? 
jl  expect  every  minute  he's  abroad 
ITo  hear  he  has  kill'd  fomebody,  or  receive  him 
(Brought  home  with  half  his  brains,  or  but  one  leg. 
(Good  fir ! 

Ha.  What  wou'd  you  have  me  do  ? 

Bar.   I'll  pay  you  for't, 
m  you  will  beat  him  fcundly,  fir,  and  leave  him 
|But  as  you  found  him  :  for  if  he  continue 
(A  blade,  and  be  not  killed,  he  won't  Tcape 
■The  gallows  long  :  and  'tis  not  for  my  honour 
IHe  mould  be  hang'd. 

Ha.  I  ihall  defer ve  as  much 
jTo  allay  this  metal,  as  I  did  to  quicken  it. 

Bar.  Nay,  'tis  my  meaning  to  content  you,  fir-; 
JAnd  I  mail  take  it  as  a  favour  too, 
llf  for  the  fame  price  you  made  him  valiant, 
You  will  unblade  him  :  here's  the  money,  fir ; 
As  weighty  gold  as  t'other ;  'caufe  you  mould  not 
Lay  it  on  lightly  :  break  no  limb,  and  bruife  him 
Three  quarters  dead,  I  care  not :  he  may  live 
JMany  a  fair  day  after  it. 
I*    Ha.  You  mew 

An  uncle's  love  in  this  -,  Cruft  me  to  cure 
valour. 

Bur.  He's- here*  do  but  obferve> 
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Enter  Nephew. 
And  beat  him,  fir,  accordingly. 
Nep.  How  now,  uncle? 

Bar.  Thou  art  no  nephew  of  mine,  th'art  a  rafcal ! 
I'll  be  at  no  more  charge  to  make  thee  a  gentleman ; 
Pay  for  your  dice  and  drinkings ;  I  fhall  have 
The  furgeons  bills  brought  fhortly  home  to  me  ; 
Be  troubled  to  bail  thee  from  the  feflions ; 
And  afterwards  make  friends  to  the  recorder 
For  a  reprieve ;  yes,  I  will  fee  thee  hang'd  firft. 

Nep.  And  beat  the  charge  to  paint  the  gallows  too; 
If  I  have  a  mind,  the  waits  fhall  play  before  me ; 
And  I'll  be  hang'd  in  ftate,  three  ftorys  high,  uncle  : 
But  firft  I'll  cut  your  throat. 
Bar.  Blefs  me!  defend  me. 

Enter  Acrele/s,    Se/Iaivay,  LittleJIock. 
Acr.  How  now,  what's  the  matter? 
Se/.  Mafter  Barnacle ! 

Bar.  There's  an  ungracious  bird  of  mine  own  neft, 
Will  murder  me. 

Lit.  He  wo'not  fure  ? 
Ha.  Put  up, 
And  afk  your  uncle  prefently  forgivenefs ; 
Or  I  will  huff  thee. 

Nep.  Huff  me  ?  I  will  put  up 
At  thy  intreaty. 

Ha.  Gentlemen,  you  remember 
This  noble  gallant. 

Acr.  Coufm  of  yours,  I  take  it. 
Ha.  Coufm  to  a  killing,  in  your  company 
Lent  me  a  box  o'th'  ear. 

Nep.  No,  no,  I  gave  it,  . 
I  gave  it  freely  ;  keep  it,  never  think  on't ; 
I  can  make  bold  with  thee  another  time  ; 
Wou'd  't  had  been  twenty. 

Ha.  One's  too  much  to  keep. 
I  am  a  Gamefter,  and  remembred  always 
To  pay  the  box ;  there's  firft  your  principal, 
Take  that  for  the  ufe. 

Nep.  Ufe  ?  wou'd  th'adft  given  it  my  uncle. 

Ha* 
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Ha.  They  have  coft  him  already  two  hundred  pounds 
And  upwards^  fhotten  herring,  thing  of  noife  ! 

Nep.  Oh,  for  my  man  Dwindle 
And  his  bafket-hilt  now  !  my  uncle  fhall  rue  this. 

Ha.  Down  prefently,  and  before  thefe  gentlemen 
■Defire  his  pardon. 

Nep.  How  !  defire  his  pardon  ? 

Ha.  Then  let  this  go  round. 

Nep.  I  will  afk  his  pardon  ;  I  befeech  you,  uncle— ~ 

Ha.  And  fwear. 

Nep.  And  do  fwear. 

Ha.  To' be  obedient,  never  more  to  quarrel. 

Nep.  Why,  look  you,   gentlemen,   I  hope  you  are 
perfuaded, 
By  being  kick'd  fo  patiently,  that  I  *m 
Not  over  valiant. 

Bar.  I  Mpedi  him  MIL 

Nep.  For  more  afiurance,  do  you  kick  me  too. 

VBarnacle  kics  him. 
Am  not  I  patient  and  obedient  now  ? 
Will  you  have  any  more,  gentlemen,  before  I  rife  ? 

'Ha.  If  ever  he  prove  rebellious,  in  ad 
Or  language,  let  me  know  it. 

Nep.  Will  you  not  give 
Me  leave  to  roar  abroad,  a  little,  for 
My  credit  ? 

Bar.  Never,  firrah;  now  I'll  tame  you. 
I  thank  you,  gentlemen,  command  me  for 
This  courtefy. 

Nep.  'Tis  pofnble  I  may 
With  lefs  noife  grow  more  valiant  hereafter: 
Till  then  I  am  in  all  your  debts. 

Bar.  Be  ruPd, 
And  be  my  nephew  again :  this  was  my  love, 
My  love,  dear  nephew. 

Nep.  If  your  love  confift 
In  kicking,  uncle,  let  me  love  you  again. 

Bar.  Follow  me,  firrah. 

Act.  Then  his  uncle  paid  for't  ? 

Ha.  Heartily,  heartily. 

Vol.  IX.  H  Tit. 
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Lit.  I  thought  there  was  fome  trick. 

Ha.  And  whither  are  you  going,  gentlemen  ? 

Sel.  We  are  going  to  viiit  jJeaumont  intheprifon. 

Ha.  'Tis  charity;  but  that  I  have  deep  engagement^ 
I'd  wait  upon  you  ;  but  commend  my  fervice  to  him : 
I'll  vifit  him  ere  night :  you  faw  not  Wilding? 

A,  L.  S.  We  faw  his  wife  mid  kinfwoman  enter 
Sir  Richard  Hurry's  half  an  hour  ago. 

Ha.  His  kinfwoman  ?   I  thank  you, 
You  have  fav'd  me  travail ;  farewell ,  gentlemen, 
Farewell. 

Enter  Leonora ,  and  Violante^  mijlrefs  Wilding,  and 
Penelope. 

Leo.  My  father  has  fome  defign,  and  bade  me  fend  for 
thee. 

WiL  Y'are  both  too  fad ;  come,  we  mull  divert 
This  melancholy. 

Vio.  I  befeech  your  pardon  j 
JSut  is  my  Beaumont  fent  for  ? 

Leo.  Yes,  we  are 
Too  private. 

Vio.  I  much  fear  Leonora  now ; 
She  looks  not  fad  enough ;  although  I  could 
Refign  my  intereft  freely  to  preferve  him, 
I  would  not  willingly  be  prefent,  when 
They  interchange  hearts ;  me  will  fhew  too  much 
A  tyrant,  if  fhe  be  not  fatisfied 
With  what  was  mine,  but  I  muft  be  molted 
To  be  their  triumph. 

Enter  Hazard* 

Mif.  Matter  Hazard  f 

Ha.  All  things 
Succeed  beyond  your  thought;  pray  give  me  a  little 
Opportunity  with  your  kinfwcman. 

[Exit  mijlrefs  Wildings  Leonora,  Violante. 

Leo.  Weil  withdraw. 

Ha.  I  know  not  how  to  woo  her  now — Sweet  lady  ! 

en  .   Y  our  pleafure,  fir  ? 

Ha.  Pray  hx  me  afk  you  a  queftion, 
If  you  had  loft  your  way,  and  met  one, 

A 
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A  traveller  like  myfelf,  that  knew  the  coaft 

O'th'  country,  would  you  thank  him  to  direct  you  ? 

Pen.  That  common  manners  would  inftruct. 

Ha.  I  think  fo. 
But  there  are  many  ways  to  the  wood,  and  which 
Would  you  defire  ;  the  neareft  path,  and  fafeft, 
Or  that  which  leads  about  ? 

Pen.  Without  all  queftion, 
The  neareft  and  the  fafeft. 

Ha.  Can  you  love  then  ? 

Pen.  I  were  a  devil  elfe. 

Ha.  And  can  you  love  a  man  ? 

Pen.  A  man  !  what  elfe,  fir  ? 

Ha.  Y'are  fo  far  on  your  way.   Now  love  but  me^ 
Y 'are  at  your  journy's  end ;  what  fay  you  to  me  ? 

Pn;.  Nothing,  fir. 

Ha.  That's  no  anfwer,  you  mult  fay  fomething. 

Pen.  I  hope  you'll  not  compel  me, 

Ha.  Dy  hear,  lady  ? 
Setting  this  foolery  afide,  I  know 
You  cannot  chufe  but  love  me. 

Pen.  Why? 

Ha.  I  have  been  told  fo. 

Pen.  You  are  eafy  of  belief ; 
I  think  I  mould  be  befl  aquainted  with 
My  own  theughts,  and  I  dare  not  be  fo  <lefperate 
To  conclude. 

Ha.  Come,  you  lie  ;  I  could  havegiven*t 
In  fmoother  phrafe  :  y'are  a  diffembling  gentlewoman. 
I  know  your  heart ;  you  have  lov'd  me  a  great  while-. 
What  mould  I  play  the  fool  for  ?  if  you  remember 
I  urg'd  fome  wild  difcourfe  in  the  behalf 
Of  your  lewd  kindfman,  'twas  a  trial  of  thee  ; 
That  humour  made  me  love  thee ;  and  fince  that,  thy 
virtue. 

Pen.  Indeed,  fir  ? 

Ha.  Indeed,  fir  ?  why  I  have  been  contracted  to  thee. 

Pen.  How  long  ? 

Ha.  This  half  hour  >  know  thy  portion,  and  (ball 
have  it* 

H  z  Ptni 
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Pen.  Strange  ! 

Ha.  Kay,  Til  haxfc  thee  too. 

Pet:.  You  will  ? 

Ha.  I  cannot  help  it ;  thy  kind  coujin  will  have  it  ib; 
'Tis  his  own  plot,  to  make  thee  amends ;  is't  not 
Good  mirth  ?  but  'tis  not  love  to  thee  or  me, 
But  to  have  me  pofleft  he  is  no  cuckold  : 
I  fee  through  his  device*  thou  art  much  beholden  to 

him : 
He  meant  to  have  put  thee  off  with  half  thy  portion ; 
But  that,  if  things  come  out>  we  fhould  keep  couniel. 
Say,  is't  a  match  ?  I  have  two  thoufand  pound  too, 
I  thank  the  dice :  let's  put  our  flocks  together, 

Children  will  follow Ke  is  here  already. 

Enter  Wilding. 

Wil.  So  clofe  !  I  am  glad   on't,    this  prepares  Will 
Hazard, 
And  my  young  coufm A  word,  Penelope. 

Ha.  Now  will  he  make  all  fure. 

Wil.  You  us'd  me  coarfely, 
But  I  have  forgot  it ;  what  difcourfe  have  you 
With  this  gentleman  ? 

Pen.  He  would  feem  to  be  a  fuitor. 

WiL  Entertain  him,  d'y'  hear  ;  you  may  do  worfe~5 
berul'd. 
9Twas  in  my  thought  to  move  it ;  does  he  not 
Talk  itrangely  ? 

Pen.  Of  what? 

WiL  Of  nothing  ;  let  me  counfel  you 
To  .love  him ;  call  him  hulband. 

Pen.  I  refolve 
Never  to  marry  without  your  confent. 

Enter  Acrelefs,  Lithftock^  Sellaivay, 

Ha.  Gentlemen,  welcome. 

Pen.  If  you  bellow  me,  fir,  I  will  be  confident 
I  am  not  loft,  I  mull  confefs  I  love  him. 

Wil.  No  more  then;  lofenotime. — Kind  gentlemen, 
Y'are  come  moft  feafonabiy  to  be  the  witne: 
Of  my  eonfent;  I  have  examin'd  both 
Your  hearts,  and  freely  give  thee  here  my  kinfwoman: 

No 
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No  iooner  fflafl  the  church  pronounce  you  manLJ, 
But  challenge  what  is  hers. 

Ha.  Two  thonfand  pound. 

WiL  I  do  confefs  it  is  her  portion. 
You  fha'not  ftay  to  talk ;  nay,  gentlemen, 
Pray  fee  the  bufmefs  finifh'd. 

A.  L.  S.  We  attend  you. 

WiL  So,  {0  ;  this  will  confirm  him  in  the  opinion,    - 
Penelope  was  the  creature  he  injoy'd, 
And  keep  oft  all  fufpicion  of  my  wife  ; 
Who  is  irill  honeft,  in  the  imagination 
That  only  I  embrae'd  her  :  all's  fecure, 
And  my  brow's  fmooth  again.     Who  can  deride  me, 
Eut  I  myfelf  ?  Ha,  that's  too  much,  I  know  it; 
And  fpight  of  thefe  tricks,  am  a  Cornelius. 
Cannot  I  bribe  my  confeience  to  be  ignorant  ? 
Why  then  I  ha'  done  nothing  :  yes,  advanced 
The  man,  that  grafted  fhame  upon  my  fore -head  3 
Vexation  !  parted  with  two  thoufand  pound, 
And  am  no  iefs  a  cuckold  than  before  : 
Was  I  predeftin'd  to  this  (hame  and  mockery  ?.- 
Where  were  my  brains  ?  yet  why  am  I  impatient  ? 
Urdefs  betray 'd,  he  cannot  reach  the  knowledge  5 

And  then  no  matter yes,  I  am  curft  again  ; 

My  torment  multiplies ;    how  can  he  think 
He  plaid  the  wanton  with  Penelope, 
When  he  finds  her  a  maid  ?  that  ruins  all : 
I  wou'd  fhe  had  been  ftrumpeted  ;  he  knows 
My  wife's  virginity  too  well.     I  am  loft, 
And  mull  be  defperate---kill  him  ?  no,  my  wife  . 

Not  fo  good death  is  over  black  and  horrid  ; 

And  I  am  grown  ridiculous  to  myfelf. 
I  mufl  do  fomething. 

Ehferjtr  Richard  Hurry, 

Hur.  Matter  Wilding,  welcome  j 
Y'have  been  a  great  ftranger. 

WiL  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Hur.  Know  you  ? 

WiL  They  fay,  I  am  much  alter  d  o'  late, 

H  3  Hur. 
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Hur.  There  is  fome  alteration  in  your  forehead. 

WiL  My  forehead? 

Hur.  'Tis  not  fmooth  enough,  you're  troubled : 
Your  wife's  within. 

WiL  She  loves  your  daughter,  fir. 

Hur.  When  faw  you  matter  Beaumont  ? 

WiL  Not  to  day. 

Hur.  I  have  fent  for  him  ;  pray  flay  and  witnefe 
His -farther  examination.     I  propounded 
A  way  to  do  him  good,  but  he  is  obitinate. 

WiL  Would  I  could  change  condition  with  him  ! 
He  is  not  troubled  now  with  being  a  cuckold  !        \Afidel 
You  ihall  command. 

Enter  mi  Href s  Wilding  and  afervant* 

Hur.  Your  hufband,  lady. 

WiL  Wife,  you  are  a  whore  ! 
You  ihall  know  more  hereafter  ; 
I  mud  go  live  i'th'  forett. 

Mif.  And  I  i'th'  common. 

WiL  She'll  turn  proftitute. 

Hur.  Attend  him  hither.     Matter  Beaumont's  come> 
Nay  you    /hall   favour  me  fo  much,  here's  the  gen- 
tleman 

Enter  mafter  Beaumont  nxith  officers. 
Already. 

Bea.  Sir,  your  pleafure  ?  by  your  command  I   ami 
brought -hitiier ; 
I  hope  you  have  no  more  to  charge  me  with 
Than  freely  I  have  confeft. 

Hur.  Yes, 

Bea.  I  mutt  anfwer, 
You  can  have  but  my  life  to  fatisfy  ; 
Pray  fpeak  my  accufation. 

Hur.  Befides  the  offence  known  andexamin'd, 
You  are  guilty 
Gf  that  which  all  good  natures  do  abhor. 

Bea.   You  have  a  privilege  ;  but  do  not  make  me. 
Good  fir,  to  appear  monttrous ;  who  are  my 
Accufer:  ? 

Hurl 
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ffcr.  lam  one* 
Bea.  And  my  judge  too? 
I  have  fmall  hope  to  plead  then  :  but  proceed, 
And  name  my  trefpafs. 

Hur.  That  which  includes  all 
That  man  mould  hate,  ingratitude. 

Bea.  You  have 
Preferr'd  a  large  indictment,  and  are  the  firft 
That  ever  charg'd  me  with't :  it  is  a  ftain 
My  foul  held  moft  at  diftance.     But  defcencj. 
To  fome  particular  :  this  offence  doth  rife 
Or  fall  in  the  degree  or  reference 
To  perfons  fin'd  againrt :  to  whom  have  J 
Been  fo  ingrateful  ? 

Hur.  Ingrate,  as  high  as  murder. 
Bea.  To  whom  ? 

Hur.  Thyfelf ;  to  whom  that  life  thou  ought' ft  to 
cherifh, 
Thou  haft  undone. 

Bea.  I  am  not  fo  uncharitable, 
Howe'er  you  pleafe  to  urge  it :  but  I  know 
Why  you  conclude  fo.     Let  me,  fir,  be  honeft 
To  heaven  and  my  own  heart ;  and  then,  if  life 
Will  follow,  it  (hall  be  welcome. 

Hur.  Still  perverfe  ? 
Stand  forth,  my  Leonora-^ — look  upon  her. 

Bea.  I  fee  a  comely  frame,  which  cannot  be 
Without  as  fair  a  mind. 

Hur.  With  her  I  make, 
Once  more,  a  tender  of  my  wealth  and  thy 
Enlargement. 

Wil.  How  can  you  difcharge  him,  fir  ? 
Hur.  Take  you  no  care  for  that ;  it  mail  be  fecur'4* 
If  he  accept :  'tis  the  laft  time  of  afking ; 
Anfwer  to  purpofe  now. 

Bea.  There  ihall  need  none, 
Sir,  to  forbid  this  marriage  but  myfelf : 
My  refolution,  but  warm  before, 
Is  now  a  flame.     I  honour  this  fair  virgin, 
Ajidam  too  poor  to  thank  your  love  $  but  muft  not 

H4  Buy 
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Buy  life  with  fo  much  fhame  :  I  am  Violante^ 
My  laft  breath  fhall  confirm  it. 

WiL  Beaumont,  think  on\t 
A  little  better ;  be  not  mad  :  if  this  be  poflible, 
Embrace  her  inftantly. 

Bea.  She  does  not  look 
With  any  countenance  of  love  upon  me. 
See,  fhe  does  weep. 

WiL  She'll  love  thee  afterwards  ; 
An'  fhe  do  not,  me  can  but  cuckold  thee  : 
There  be  more  i'th'  parifh,  man. 

Hur.  Since  you  are  fo  peremptory, 
So  peremptory  :  here  receive  your  fentence, 
Live  and  love  happily. 

Via.  My  dearefl  Beaumont ! 

WiL  To  what  purpofe  is  this  ?  he  muft  be  hang'd  for 
Delamore. 

Hur.  Here's  one  can  clear  the  danger. 

WiL  The  furgeon  !  Did  not  you  fay  he  was  dead  r 

Sur.  I  did,  to  ferve  his  ends,  which  you  fee  noble : 
Delamore  is  pail  danger,  but  wants  ftrength 
To  come  abroad. 

Leo.  You  give  me  another  life. 

Hur.  I  fee  heaven  has  decreed  him  for  thy  hui- 
band, 
And  {halt  have  my  confent  too. 

Leo.  Now  you  blefs  me  ! 

Hur.  I  wihYd  to  call  thee  fon  ;  pardon  my  trial. 
Joy  ever  in  your  bofoms ! 

Bea.  I  feel  a  bleffing 
That  only  can  be  thought .  fdence,  my  tongue, 
And  let  our  hearts  difcourfe. 

Enter  Hazard,  Penelope,  Acrelefs,    Little/lock,    ant 
Se/taway. 

Ha.  Your  leave,  gentlefolks :  who  wifhes  joy, 
Ar.d  a  bundle  of  boys  the  firft.  night  ? 

Hur.  Married? 

Pen.  Fait  as  the  prieft  could  tie  us. 

Acr.  he!  Lit',  We  are  witneffe*. 
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Ha.  Coufm,  two  thoufand  pound  !  and,  lady-,  now 
I  mail  thank  you  for  this,  among  the  reft. 
'Tis  time  to  clear  all. 

Wil.  I'll  be  divorc'd  now  : 
Wife,  y'are  a  whore. 

Ha.  Ho,  there,  no  bug- words.     Come, 
We  mull  tell  fomething  in  your  ear  :  be  merry ; 
You  are  no  cuckold,  make  no  noife.     I  know 
That's  it  offends  your  flomach. 

Wil  Ha! 

Ha.  I  touch'd  nor  her,  nor  this  with  one  rude  aclion. 
We'll  talk  the  circumflance  when  you  come  home  ; 
Your  wife  expected  you,  but  when  I  came 
She  had  prepar'd  light,  and  her  coufm  here, 
To  have  made  you  blufh,  and  chide  you  into  honefly* 
Seeing  their  chaile  iimplicity,  I  was  won 
To  filence,  which  brought  on  my  better  fortune, 

Wil  Can  this  be  real  ? 

Mif.  By  my  hopes  of  peace 
I'th'  t'other  world,  you  have  no  injury  : 
My  plot  was  only  to  betray  you  to 
Love  and  repentance. 

Pen.  Be  not  troubled,  fir ; 
I  am  a  witnefs  of  my  ccunn's  truth  -, 
And  hope  you'll  make  all  profper,  in  renewing 
Your  faith  to  her. 

Ha.  Be  wife,  and  no  more  words : 
Thou  hall  a  treafure  in  thy  wife  ;  make  much  on  her, 
For  any  a£l  of  mine,  fhe  is  as  chaile 
As  when  fhe  was  new-born.     Love,  love  her,  Jack. 

Wil.  I  am  amarn'd  :  pray  give  me  all  forgiveiicfs. 
I  fee  my  fcllies---heaven  invites  me  gently 
To  thy  chade  bed. — He  thou  again  my  deareft  : 
Thy  virtue  ihall  inflrucl  me.     Joy  to  all. 

Here  be  more. Delamore  is  living, 

And  Leonora  mark'd  to  enjoy  him  : 
Yiolante  is  pofTelYd  of  Beaumont  too. 

Ha.  Theie  be  love's  miracles :  a  fpring-tide  flow 
In  every  bofom. 

H  s  JSurl 
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Hitr.  This  day  let  me  feaft  you : 
Anon  we'll  vifit  Delamore. 

Leo.  My  foul 
Longs  to  ialute  him. 

Ha.  Here  all  follies  die  ; 
May  never  gameiter  have  worfe  fate  than  I, 
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Mafter  William  *  Prinne, 

Utter-Barrifter   of  Lincoln  s-I?m. 


SIR, 

TfHE  Tame  of  your  Ca?idor  ana inm cent  Love  to  Leant* 
;V/£,  efp  eel  ally  to  that  mufical  I*  art  of  human  Know- 
ledge, Poetry,  and  hi  particular  to  that  which  concerns  the 
Stage  and  Scene  (yourfelf  as  I  hear,  having  lately  writ* 
ten  a  tragedy)  doth  juftly  challenge  from  me  this  Dedica- 
tion. I  had  an  early  dejire  to  congratulate  your  happy  Re 
tirew^g*  hut  no  Poem  could  tempt  me  with  fo  fair  a  Cir- 
cumflaZ^  as  this  in" the  Title,  wherein  I  take  fo?ne  delight 
to  think  (not  without  Imitation  of  yourfelf,  who  have  in- 
genioufy  fancied  fuch  elegant  and  appofte  Names  for  jour 
own  Compoftions,  as  Health's  Sickneis,  The  Unlovelinefs 
of  Love -locks,  &c.J  how  aptly  I  may  prefent  you  at  this 
time  with  The  £i  cl  in  a  Cage,  a  Comedy,  which  want- 
pth,  I  mufl  confefs^  much  of  that  Ornament  which  the  Stage 
end  Attion  lent  it,  for  it  comprehending  alfo  another  Play 
or  Interlude,  perfonated  by  Ladies,  I  mufl  refer  to  your 
Imagination,  the  Wufick,  the  Songs,  the  Dancing,  and 
Other  Varieties,  which  I  know  would  have  pleafed  you  in- 
finitely 

*  This  is  he  who  wrote  Hiftno-majlix,  the  Phycrs-Sccurge,  or 
AElon  Tragedy,  Printed  in  1633.  It  is  a  large  railing  Rhipfcdy, 
confiiVng  chiefly  of  ftupid  Quotations  fVm  Hie  Fathers,  from  wh -nee 
he  erdeavour.-.  to  prove,  that  all  who  write,  act.,  or  frequent  Play*, 
are  cerUinly  damned.  He  particularly  reflected  upon  the  King  ani 
Queen  foi  the  Countenance  and  Encouragement  they  gave  to  Play?, 
for  which  he  was  pnfecuted  in  the  Star-Chimbcr,  and  fentencM  to 
ftand  twice  'n  th^  Pillory,  lofe  an  e^r  each  time,  piy  5000  /.  iurrer 
perpetual  Imprisonment,  and  have  his  Book  burnt  by  the  common 
Hangman. 


[  i8r  ] 

finitely  in  the  Prefentment.  I  was  the  rather  inclined  to 
make  this  Oblation ;  that  Poferity  might  read  you  a  Patron 
to  the  Mufes,  and  one  that  durft,  in  fuch  a  critical  Jlge, 
bind  up  the  Wounds  which  Ignorance  had  printed  upon  Wit 
and  the  Prof effors.  Proceed,  ( inimitable  Mecsenas)  and 
having  fuch  convenient  Leifure ,  and  an  indefatigable  Pega- 
fiis,  /  mean  your  Profe,  (which  fcorneth  the  Road  of  com- 
mon Senfe,  and  defpifeth  any  Stilt  in  his  Way)  travel  fill 
in  thePurfuit  of  new  D  if cov  cries-,  which  you  maypublif?9 
ifyoupleafe,  in  your  next  Book  of  Digreffions.  If  you  do 
not  happen' 'prefently  to  convert  the  Organs,  you  may  in  time 
confute  the  Steeple,  and  bring  every  Parijh  to  one  Bell, 

This  is  all  I  have  to  fay  at  this  time ;  and  my  own  Oc- 
tafions  not  permitting  my  perfonal  Jttenda?ice,  I  have  in- 
treated  a  Gentleman  to  deliver  this  Tefimony  of?ny  Service, 
Many  Faults  have  efeafed  the  Prejs,  which  your  Judg- 
?nent  will  no  fooner  find  than  your  Mercy  cor  reel ;  by  which 
you  /ball  teach  others  a  Charity  to  your  own  Volumes,  tho% 
they  be  all  Errata.  If  you  conii?iue  where  you  are,  you 
will  every  day  inlarge  your  Fame-,  avd,  befide  the  Engage- 
ment of  other  Poets  to  celebrate  your  Roman  Confiancy,  in 
particular  oblige  the  tongue  and  Pen  of  your  devout^ 
Honourer, 

James  Shirley, 


*Xh 


Dra- 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


DU  K  E  of  Mantua. 
Perenctto,  captain  of  his  guard. 
Pbilenzo,  lover  of  Eugenia ,  under  the  difguife  and  name 
of  Ro  I  liar  do. 

a  yo,      £  noblemen . 
Urpiano,    3 
Mcrello,    y 
Dondolo,  £  courtiers. 
Grutti,      J 

EmbafTador  of  Florence. 
Bonamico,  a  mountebank,  or  decay'd  artift, 
Servant,  Guard,  Attendants. 


Eugenia,  the  duke's  daughter. 

Donella, 

Katht 

Mar  dona,    ^  ladies,  attendant  on  the  princefs. 
Fi 

Cc 


zugsnia,  the  duke  s  1 
Donella,       *) 
^Catharina,  I 
Mardona,     >  ladies, 
7idella,         1 
^ajjiana.      J 
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comedy. 


A£t.  I.     Seen.  1. 

Enter  Fulwio,  Or  piano. 

E  does  not  mean  this  building  for  a  col- 
lege, I  hope? 

Fufo.  That  were  an  ill  foundation  ; 
there  are  more  fcholars  than  can  live 
one  by  another  already:  'tis  pity  we 
ihould  have  more  plenty  of  learned  beggers. 

Orp.  'Tis  pad  all  my  conje&ure  vvr.y  he  built  it. 
Ful.  Signior  Perenotto,  captain  o'  th'  guard, 
Is  of  counfel  only  with  the  duke  in't. 

Enter 
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E titer  Morello. 

Mor.  Signior  Orpiano,  and  Falvio. 

Fnfo.  My  fpark  !    whither  in  fuch    hafle  ?    Let  us 
change  air  a  little. 

Mor.  You  are  travelling  to  your  miftrcfs. 

Orp.  Madam  Donella  is  newly  return' d  to  court. 

Ful<v.  With  the  princefs  ? 

Orp.  She  was  but  late  retired  into  the  country  : 
What's  the  matter? 

Mor.  Your  lordihips,  I  hope,  have  heard  the  duke 
fent  poll  for  them,  as  they  fay.  There  is  fomething  in 
it. 

Fulv.  What? 

Mcr.  Does  not  your  lordfhip  know  ? 

Fiilv.  Not  I. 

Mcr.  Your  lordfnip's  wifdom  and  mine  is  m\:d\  about 
a  fcahtling  then  ;  yet,  for  aught  I  hear,  there  be  others 

of  the  court  as  ignorant  as  we Your  honour's  pardon, 

I  befeech  you,    I  mull  in  all  haite   to  the  princeiVs 
lodging 

Orp.  Tare  well,  ngnior. 
Your  amorous  lock  has  a  hair  fort  of  order. 

Mcr.  Urn!  what  an  overfight  was  this  of  my  barber  ! 
I  mull  return  now  and.  have  it  corrected,  dear  fignior. 

[Exit. 

Fuh\  Here's  a  courtier,  that  will  not  mifs  a  hair  of 
his  compliment  when  he  is  to  appear  before  his  miflrefs. 
Every  morning  does  this  fellow  put  himfelf  upon  the 
rack,  with  putting  on's  apparel ;  and  manfully  endures 
his  taylor,  when  he  fcrews  and  wrefts  his  body  into  the 
fafhion  of  his  doublet. — But  that  the  cOurt  cannot  fubfift 
without  a  fool,  I  fnould  marvel  what  this  fellow  does 
to  follow  it. 

Orp.  There  are  more  have  much  about  his  parcel  of 
brains:  .the  benefit  of  youth  and  good  clothes  procur'd 
their  places,  and  ignorance  and  impudence  have  ~fmce 
maintained  'em. 

Fulnj.  Two  great  helps,  as  the  world  goes. 
E?:tcr  G 'entlcme'tiritjbct / ,   Domlclo,   Grutti. 

Gent.  Clear  the  prefence,  the  duke  is  entering. 

Enter 
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Enter  Duke,  Eugenia,  Perenotto.      Attendants. 

Eug.  I  ever  was  obedient 

Duke.  'Tis  for  thy  honour,  which  T  know 

Is  to  thyfelf  a  precious  found.- That  building, 

1  late  erected,  then  fhall  be  thy  palace. 

Eug.  Or  my  prifon,  fir,  if  1  do  rightly  underflanda 

Duke.  That  name 
Is  too  unworthy  of  it,  my  Eugenia  ; 
Nor  will  it  feem  reftraint  to  my  lov'd  daughter, 
Since,  free  to  all  delights,  thy  mind  fhall  be 
Its  own  commander  ;  every  day  fhall  hrive 
To  bring  thee  in  frefh  rarities ;  Time  mail  be 
Delighted  with  thy  pleafures,  and  flay  with  thee. 

Eug.  Indeed  I  fhall  think  Time  has  loll  his  wing?, 
When  I  am  thus  cag'd  up. 

Duke.  Thou  fhalt  give 
To  him  feathers  when  thou  pleafeft.     Mantua 
Shall  pour  her  raptures  on  thee. — Why  have  I 
A  crown,  but  to  command  what  thou  can'it  wiih  for, 
My  dear  Eugenia  ? 

Eug.  A  deer,  it  feems ; 
For,  as  you  had  fufpicion  of  my  wildnefs, 
You'll  meafure  out  my  walk. 

Duke.  I  am  thy  father, 
Who,  by  example  of  the  wifeft  kings, 
But  build  a  place  to  lay  my  treafure  in, 
Safe  from  the  robber,  where  I'll  place  a  guard       ■ 

Eug.  Do  you  fufpedl  I  fhall  break  prifon  ? 

Duke .   To  keep  off  violence,  and  foliciting, 
Which  may  diflurb  thy  pleafures,  until  we 
Shall  find  out  one  to  match  thy  birth  and  virtues : 
My  dukedom  is  too  poor  that  way.     Maintain 
Thy  father's  foul :  thou  haft  no  blood  to  mix 
With  any  beneath  prince.     Forget,   as  I  fhall, 
Thy  love  was  ever  falling  from  thy  greatnefs, 
Into  the  arms  of  one  carries  but  flile  of  honour. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  am  your  daughter. 

Duke.  Thou'ft  deferv'd  my  bleffing  ;    and  thy  obe- 
dience 
In  this  new-crowns  thy  father.     I  fee  I  need  not 

Urge 
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Urge  what  I  am  to  move  thee,  and  lay  force  : 
Thy  underflanding  does  appear  convine'd, 
And  loving  duty  teaches  thee  to  more 
Than  the  command. 

Eug.  What  narrow  ground  I  tread  !  I  know  he  h 
Too  pafiionate  to  be  denied  his  will, 
And  yet  to  yield  will  make  me  miserable : 
'Tis  my  misfortune  to  be  born  fo  great. 
Each  common  man  and  woman  can  enjoy 
The  air,  when  the  condition  of  a  princefs 
Makes  me  a  prifoner  :  but  I  mult  obey, 
In  hope  it  will  not  lafl. — I  have  a  foul 
Is  full  of  grateful  duty,  nor  will  fuffer  me 
Farther  difpute  your  precept :  you  have  power 
To  fleer  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Duke.  All  the  Graces 
Speak  in  my  girl-— each  fy liable  doth  carry 
A  volume  of  thy  goodnefs :  all  my  cares, 
So  well  rewarded,  do  convert  to  fweetnefs  : 
I  thank  thy  filial  piety.     Knew,  my  girl, 
That  place  wherein  I  lock  fo  rich  a  jewel, 
I  do  pronounce  again  mail  be  thy  paradife. 
Thy  paradife,  my  Eugenia,  faving  that 
In  this  man  only  finds  no  being,  other 
Delights  fhall  ftream  themfelves  into  thy  bofom  ; 
And  tnofe  that  pafs  fhall  flow  again,  t1  invite 
Thy  fenfe  to  tailing.— -Peren otto. 

Per.  Your  grace's  pleafure  ? 

Duke .  Admit  thofe  ladies  that  attend. 

Fu/-v.  The  duke  fhews  much  indulgence. 

Orp.  Obferve  the  iffue. 

Duke.  We  will  not  limit  thy  companions ; 
Elect  what  Mantuan  beauties  thou  can'fl  beft 
Delight  in,  they  fhall  ferve  thee  ;  or  if  fome 
Of  your  own  train,  whom  we  have  thought  moft  proper 
To  be  your  perfonal  guard,  affect  you,  they 

Enter  Dojiella,  Katbarina,   Mardo-na,    and  Fidelia. 
Attend  our  pleafures :  fee,  they  are  ignorant 
Yet  of  our  purpofe.     If  to  any  thy 
Affection  be  not  free,  thy  breath  difcharge  them, 

And 
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And  'point  thy  own  attendants. 

Eug.  I  fhall  be  pleas'd  with  your  appointment. 
Ladies,  I  know  you  love  me.  [She  goes  to  the  la  dies  I 

Don.  Doth  your  grace  hold  fufpicion  any  of  us 
Serve  you  not  with  our  heart  ? 

Eug.  I  do  not  doubt ; 
Or  if  I  did,  you  now  approach  a  trial : 
For  my  fake  can  you  be  content  to  be 
All  prifoners  ? 

Ladies.  Prifoners ! 

Eug.  Yes,  fnut  up  clofe  prifoners,  and  be  barr'd 
JThe  converfation,  nay  the  fight  of  men. 

Kath.  Marry,  heaven  defend !  wherein  have  we  of- 
fended, 
That  we  muft  lofe  the  fweet  fociety 
Of  men  ? 

Mar.  How  have  we  forfeited  our  freedom  ? 

Duke.  No  one  argue 'tis  our  pleafure. 

Don.  'Las,  madam,  I  am  new  contracted  to  a  hand- 
fome  fignior. 

Kath.  I  have  but  newly  entertain'd  a  fervant,  that 
gave  me  thefe  gloves :  they  fmell  of  him  itill,  a  fweet 
courtier ! 

Don.  Not  one  man  among  fo  many  ladies ! 
Not  a  gentleman-ufher !  nor  a  page  ! 
How  fhall  we  do,  madam  ? 

Mar.  I  befeech  your  grace  let  me  be  exempted : 
If  I  have  committed  an  offence  deferves  your  anger, 
Let  one  of  your  lords  cut  off  my  head  rather,  fignior 
Dondolo. 

Fid.  Shall  we  exprefs 
So  cold  a  duty  to  her  highnefs  ?  fie,  ladies. 

Eug.  You  fhall  but  fufFer  with  me.     I  partake 
As  much  feverity  as  any  of  you  fhall. 

Duke.  I  will  expect  your  duties,  lords,  in  filence. 
Orpiano,  you  fhall  to  Ferrara  with 
Our  daughter's  picture  :  your  commiffion's  feal'd.— «• 
Now,  fair  ladies, 

I  hope  y'are  hVd  to  wait  upon  Eugenia. 
If  your  reftraint  be  a  burthen,  it  fhall  be 

ft 
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In  her  power  to  inlarge  you,  and  deft 
New  friends  into  your  places. 

Ladies,  'Tis  our  duties 
To  obey  your  grace  and  her. 

Duke.  Perenot,  are  all  things  prepaid  > 

Per,  They  are,  my  lord. 

Duke.  For  once  then  let  us  ufher  you. 

Kat.  Whither  do  we  go  ? 

Per.  I'll  tell  you. 

Den.  Whither? 

Per.  To  take  phyfiek,  madam. 
The  duke  has  prepared  to  flay  all  loofenefs  in  your 

bodies  : 
You  muft  be  all  fall :  ftcne -walls  and  mortar  will  bind. 

Fid.  Come,  follow  with  a  courage. 

Don.  I  hope  we  fliall  be  allow'd  our  little  dogs  and 
monkeys. 

Dond.   Sweet  madam.  [Exit  omn% 

Manent  Fnl<v.  Orp.  Dofid.  Grutfi. 

Grut.  Madam  Katherina — they  are  gone,  fignior, 

Dond.  Would  I  had  known  this  afore, 

fkf.  The  duke  will  be  eenfur'd  for  this  act. 

Orp.  'Tis  very  flrange  !  good  lady, 
I  read  a  fore'd  obedience  in  her  eye, 
Which  hardly  held  up  rain. 

Enter  Morello. 

Mor.  Save  you,  dear  fignior.     Which  way  went  the 
ladies  ? 

Grut.  News,  fignior;  news. 

Mor.  I  befeech  you  I  may  partake. 

Tul.  Have  you  forgot  there  was  fufpicion 
She  affecled  fignior  Philenzo,  the  cardinal's  nephew  ? 

Orp.  Alas,  poor  gentleman,  he  fufFers  for't. 

Ful.  By  this  reitraint  he  would  make  her  fure  :  his 
jealoufy 
Is  not  yet  over.  --Signior  Morello,  is  your  lock  reftify'd  ? 
You  have  mifs'd  your  lady  but  a  hair's  breadth. 

Mor.  Nay  but,  my  lords  and  gentlemen,  where  are 
the  ladies  gone,  indeed  ? 

Qrut.  We  ha7  told  you. 

Mor. 
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Jfifeft  What,  committed  to  New-prifon  ? 

Ful.  Very  true,   fignior. 

Dond.  Our  dancing  days  are  done  :  ftiut  up  clofe,  not 
-A  man  mull  enter. 

Mor.  Would  I  were  a  moufe  then.— Why,  but  is  the 
duke  mad  ? 

Orp.  Take  heed  what  you  fay,  fignior  :  tho'  we  be 
jio  informers,  yet  walls  have  ears. 

Mor.  Ears !  would  I  had  left  mine  behind  me  :  here's 
News  indeed ! 

%  Ful.  An1  y'ad  come  a  little  fooner,  you  might  ha\ 
taken  your  leave ;  but  'twas  your  barber's  fault. 

Mor.  Would  he  had  left  me  i'th'  fuds  an  hour  ago  ! 
What  mail  we  do,  gentlemen  ?   'Tis  a  hard  cafe,  when  a 
man  that  has  an  intention  to  marry  and  live  honeit — 

Enter  Rolliardo. 
How  now*  what  art  thou  ? 

Roll.  Any  thing-,  nothing ;  yet  a  man,  yet  no  man  ; 
Ft>r  I  want 

Mor.  What  ?  th'art  no  capon,  I  hope. 

Roll.  Money,  fir  :  will  you  fpare  any  from  your  pre- 
cious fins  ? 

Grut.  Th'art  very  free. 

Roll.  Yet,  fir,  I  am  in  debt. 

Dond.  What  do'ft  owe  ? 

Roll.  Nobody  harm. 

Ful.  Whence  cam1  it  ? 

Rol.  I  dropt  from  the  moon. 

Orp.  So  methinks  \  thou  talk'ft  very  madly : 
Th'ait.  much  humour  in  thee. 

Rol.  Ha'  ye  any  thing  to  do,  that  ye  account  impof- 
fible,  gentlemen  ? 

Ful.  Why,  wilt  thou  do't  ? 

Rol.  An1   you'll   pay  for't.      Let  me    have   money 
enough,  and  1*11  do  any  thing. 

Orp.  Hold,  hold. 

Rol.  Yes,  I  will  hold. 

Mor.  I'll  lay  with  thee  ;  what  wilt  hold  ? 

Rol.  Why  paradoxes. 

Grut,  Dond.  Paradoxes! 

Mcr, 
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Mor.  I  hold  you  a  paradox. 

FuL  Let's  hear  fome. 

Roll.  There  are  no  beafts  but  cuckolds  and  flatterers ; 
no  cold  weather  but  i'th'dog-days ;  no  phyfick  to  a 
Whore,  no  fool  to  an  alderman,  no  fcholar  to  a  juftice 
of  peace,  nor  no  foldier  to  a  belt  and  buff  jerkin. 

Orp.  A  fmart  fellow. 

Enter  Duke. 

Mor.  The  duke. 

Duke.  So,  my  fears  are  over,  in  her  reftraint  I  bury 
all  my  jealoufies : How  now,  what  fellow's  this  ? 

Ful.  Such  an  humourift  as  I  never  before  convers'd 
V/ithal :  it  feems  he  makes  himfelf  free  of  all  places. 

Fhtke .  What  would  he  have  ? 

Roll.  Thy  pardon,  mighty  man,  if  it  be  no  treafon  to 
pray  for  thee.  Save  thee,  wilt  employ  me  ?  'tis  vacation, 
and  I  want  work  :  afk  me  not  what  I  can  do,  let  me 
have  money  enough,  and  I'll  do  any  thing. 

Duke.  You  have  your  fenfes  ? 

Roll.  Five,  the  fmall  birds  dare  not  peep  for  'em,  I 
take  it :  I  can  fee  greatnefs  big  with  an  impoithume,  yet 
tow'ring  in  the  air  like  a  faulcon :  I  can  hear  a  man 
fwear  I  am  thy  eternal  {lave,  and  will  ferve  thee  ;  when 
if  oppor'unity  were  offer'd,  for  price  of  a  plufn  cloak, 
he  will  be  the  firft  mall  ftrip  thee  to  the  very  foul  :  I  can 
tafte  wine  that  another  man  pays  for,  and  relifh  any 
thing  that  comes  of  free  cgII  :  1  can  fmell  a  knave  thro' 
a  furr'd  gown,  a  politician  thro'  a  furplice,  a  fool  thro' 
a  fcarlet  out-fide  :  I  can  touch  a  wench  better  than  a 
lute,  and  tell  money  with  a  fecretary,  to  mew  I  ha'  loit 
my  feeling:  tufh,  alTs  nothing,  I  have  a  humour  to  do 
fomething  to  be  talked  on,  nothing  can  come  amifs  to 
me,  let  me  have  money  enough,  and  my  life  to  a  cheefe 
paring,  I'll  do  any  thing. 

Duke.  You'll  except  fome  what. 

Roll.  Not  to  do  oer  the  feven  wonders  of  the  world, 

and  demolifh  'em  when  I  ha'  done.   Let  me  have  money 

enoughr  what  ftar  fo  high,  but  I  will  meafure  by  this 

*  Jacob's  ilaff  ?  Divine  money,  the  foul  of  all  things  fublu- 

nary,  what  lawyer's  tongue  will  not  be  tipt  with  filver  ? 

and 
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ftnd  will  not  money  with  a  judge  make  it  a  plain  cafe  ? 
Does  not  gouty  greatnefs  find  eaie  with  Aurum  falpabile  ? 
and  he's  a  flight  phyfician  cannot  give  a  golden  glifler  at 
a  dead  lift. — —Money,  I  adore  thee,  it  comes  near  the 
nature  of  a  fpirit,  and  is  fo  fubtle,  it  can  creep  in  at  a 
cranny,  be  prefent  at  the  moil  inward  councils,  and  be- 
tray 'em  :  money,  it  opens  locks,  draws  curtains,  buys 
wit,  fells  honefly,  keeps  courts,  rights  quarrels,  pulls 
down  churches,  and  builds  alms-houfes. 

Duke.   A  wild  fellow. 

Ful.  Will  your  grace  have  him  punmVd  for  this  info- 
lence  ? 

Duke.  No,  his  humour  is  good  mirth  to  us ;  whence 
art? 

Roll.  I  am  of  no  country. 

Duke.  How  ? 

Roll.  I  was  born  upon  the  fea. 

Duke.  When? 

Roll.  In  a  tempeft,   I  was  told  — — > 

Mor.  A  blurYring  fellow. 

Duke.  Thy  name  ? 

Roll.  Rolliardo. 

Duke.  And  how  long  hafl  thou  been  mad  thus  ? 

Roll.  Your  lvighnefs  may  be  merry— and  if  you  have 
no  employment  for  me,  1  am  gone. 

Duke.  Stay,  we  command  you,  and  bethink  again, 
What  to  except  in  your  bold  undertaking. 

Roll.  I  except  nothing*    nothing  duke,   it  were  no 
^lory 
Not  to  be  general,  active  in  all :  let  rm?  have  money 
Enough,  and  I'll  do  any  thing. 

Duke.  You  (hall. 

Ful.  Will  your  grace  fet  him  awork  f 

Roll.   Name  the  action. 

Duke.   What  fay  you  to  a  Jady  ? 

Roll.  I  will  fall  upon  her,  as  Jupiter  on  Darrae  :  let 
me  have  a  fhovver  of  gold,  Acrifius'  brazen  tower  fhall 
melt  again,  were  there  an  army  about  it;  I  would  com- 
pafs  her  in  a  month,  or  die  for't. 

2  Duke. 
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Duke.  Ha  ? — A  lady  without  guard  would  try  your 
Vvit  and  money,  to  get  her  love, 

Roll.  A  toy,  a  toy. 

Duke.  Thro'  a  credulity,  you  may  too  much 
Traduce  the  fex>  and  merit  fuch  a  juftice 
No  money  will  buy  off:— admit  fome  branches 
Grow  not  fo  ftrait  and  beautiful,  as  nature 
Intended  them,  will  you  difgrace  the  Item  ? 
Or  for  fome  woman's  lenity,  accufe 
That  fair  creation  ?  money  buy  their  love  ! 
Promife  a  falary  of  that  facred  flame 
Themfelves  cannot  direct,  as  guided  by 
Divine  intelligence  ? 

Roll.  Your  highnefs  pardon  ;  if  you  prohibit,  I  mufl 
not  undertake  ;  but  let  me  have  freedom  and  money 
enough  (for  that's  the  circle  I  walk  in)  and  if  I  do  not 
conjure  up  a  fpirit  hot  enough  to  enflame  a  frozen  Lu- 
cretia's  bofom,  make  mummy  of  my  flefh,  and  fell  me 
to  the  apothecaries.  Try  me  with  fome  mafter-piece  ;  a 
woman's  love  is  as  eafy  as  to  eat  dinner  without  faying 
grace,  getting  of  children,  or  going  to.  bed  drunk :  let 
me  have  money  enough,  and  tafk  me  to  the  purpofe. 

Ful.  Orp.  He's  conltant. 

Duke.  Admit  there  be  a  lady,  whom  a  prince 
Might  court  for  her  afFeclion  ;  of  a  beauty, 
Great  as  her  virtue  -,  add  unto  them  birth, 
Equal  to  both,  and  all  three  but  in  her 
Not  to  be  match'd-— Suppofe  this  miracle 
(Too  precious  for  man's  eye)  wrere  fhut  up,  where 
A  guard  more  watchful  than  the  dragons  did 
Forbid  accefs  to  mankind:-— Men  pxk'd  out, 
Between  whofe  fouls  and  money  were  antipathy 
Beyond  that  which  we  know  ;  and  you  as  foon 

Might  bribe  to  be  a  faint  : what  would  you  do 

With  your  enough  of  money,  were  your  life 
Engag'd  to  win  ner  love  ? 

Rolt  The  Iky  may  fall,  and  aldermen  cry  larks 
About  the  city. 

Duke.  The  fellow's  impudent— Sirrah,  thou  hail  land- 
ed thyfelf  upon  a  rock  ;  you  fhall  have  fenfe  of  what 
z  you 
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you  would  contemn,  a  life :  put  on  a  moft  fortified  refo- 
lution,  you  (hall  need  it ;  we  have  a  daughter  thus  locked 
up— - 

Ful.  What  does  the  duke  mean  ? 

Duke.  A  virgin. 

Orp.  Ke  is  in  a  paffion. 

Duke.  Shalt  not  engage  thee  on  a  work  fo  much 
Impoffible  as  procurement  of  her  love, 
Make  it  appear,  with  all  thy  art,  thou  canft 
Get  but  accefs  to  her.    A  month  we  limit; 
But  take  heed,  boafter,  if  you  fail,  your  life 
Shall  only  fatisfy  our  charge,  and  teach 
All  other  mountebanks  to  be  at  diftance, 
With  fuch  bold  undertakings :  you  fhall  expect 
A  fevere  juftice. 
By  this,  I  fhall  know  the  fidelity  of  thofe  are  trufted. 

Roll.  'Tis  a  match.  I  fhall  have  money  enough  ? 

Duke.' You  fhall.  What  d'ye  call  enough,  yet  it 
Ihall  be  under  twenty  thoufand  crowns :  I  will  not  leave 
the  pawn  here  for  twice  fo  much. 

Roll.  I  will  not  be  particular  and  agree  o'th'  fum;  you 
look  I  mould  die  if  I  perform  not,  and  I'll  look  to  be 
merry,  and  want  nothing  while  I  live,  I'll  not  take  the 
advantage  on  you,  becaufe  I  hope  to  receive  credit  By 
it :  if  I  ufe  now  and  then  a  round  fum,  fet  me  up  o'th1 
tick  fort.  But  who  fhall  pafs  his  word,  if  I  do  this  feat, 
you'll  let  me  keep  my  head  o'my  moulders  ? 

Duke.  Our  royal  word  fecures  thee. 

Roll.  'Tis  enough. 

Ful.  What  fecunty  can  your  grace  expect  for  his 
Forth-coming,  if  he  fail  ? 

Duke.  We  ha'  ftudied  that, 
*Tis  but  the  lofs  of  fome  fuperfluous  crowns, 
Let  the  tnd  carry  what  fuccefs  fate  pleafe, 
All  the  expence  will  not  be  loft,  to  try 
The  faith  of  thofe  we  fhall  employ  in  this. 
Our  city's  flrong,  the  river  that  environs 
On  three  parts,  mall  be  carefully  attended  ; 
A  wall  makes  fafe  a  fourth,  which  fhall  be  guards  J. 
Our  vigils  fhall  be  ft  exact,  he  fhall 

Vol.  IX.  I  Deferve 
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Deferve  his  liberty,  if  be  efcape  us. 
We  are  conftant,  fir. 

FuL  Would  he  might  pay  for  his  cunofity.  % 

^//  pU  wait  upon  your  highneis  for  fome  earnelt :  I 
have  a  month  good,  let  me  have  fair  play,  and  my  bar- 
gain,  money  enough  ,  if  I  do  come  ftiort,  let  my  head  be 
too  heavy  for  my  moulders ;  if  I  do  more  than  is  ex- 
peded,  you'll  believe  it  pofhble  hereafter  :  wnen  a  man 
has  money  enough  he  may  do  any  thing. 

Duke.  Maintain  your  humour  ftill attend  us. 

[Exeunt. 

Manent  Morellc,  Dondclo,  and  Grutti. 
Mcr.  Here's  a  mad  fellow,  dees  he  mean  to  get  into 
the  ladies  ? 

Don.  It  feems  fo. 

Gr.  Or  I  vvou'd  not  be  in  his  taking  when  the  moon 

C  j£*'  Our  bell  courfe  then  is  to  obferve  and  humoar 
him,  he  may  have  a  trick  more  than  we  know;  he 
feems  to  be  a  good  fellow,  let's  be  drunk  together,  and 

get  him  to  confefs  it ha ! 

J  Don.ondGrut.  A  match. 

Uor   Like  errand  knights  our  valiant  wits  mull  wreftle, 
•To  free  our  ladies  from  the  enchanted  caffle. 

A£t.  H.    Seen.  i. 

&**  Bonamico  and  a  fervent. 

Serv    TV'YE  think  this  hair 

JLl  Ahdhabkwillfufficientlydngmfeye*, 

From  your  inquiring  creditors  ? 

Bop    No  queftion.  '        ... 

Have  you  difperfed  my  bills  about  the  city  ( 
Does  ever)'  publick  place  carry  th«  fcrok,  ^J 

As  I  commanded  ? 
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Serv.  I  have  been  careful. 

Bon.  What  do  they  fay  abroad,  do  they  not  wonder  ? 

Serv.  They  are  ftrucken  dumb  at  readings  he  that  has 
The  ufe  of  tongue,  employs  it  to  exprefs 
His  admiration  of  your  art,  your  deep, 
Invifible  art. 

Bon    There's  hope  then  we  mall  profper. 
In  this  believing  age,  Italy  is  full 
Of  juggling  mountebanks,  that  ihew  tricks  with  oyh 
And  powders.  Here  an  empirick  dares  boafl 
Himfelf  a  Paracelfian,  and  daub 
Each  poll  with  printed  follies,  when  he  went 
O'th/tick  with  fome  midwife,  or  old  woman, 
For  his  whole  flock  of  phyikk.     Here  a  fello\* 
Only  has  fkill  to  make  a  handfome  perriwig, 
Or  to  fow  teeth  i'th'  gums  of  fome  Hate  madam, 
Which  fhe  coughs  out  again,  when  fo  much  phelgm 
As  would  not  itrangle  a  poor  flea,  provokes  her  ; 
•Proclaims  himfelf  a  rectifier  of  nature, 
And  is  believ'd  fo,  getting  more  by  keeping 
Mouths  in  their  quarterly  reparations, 
Than  knowing  men  for  all  their  art,  and  pains 
In  th'  cure  of  the  whole  body— -Shall  we  doubt 
To  be  made  rich,  rich,  Carlo,  by  our  art, 
Whereof  I  am  the  firft  and  bold  profeffor 
In  Ftaly  ?  we  mall  grow  fat  and  purchafe, 
Doll  not  think  fo  ? 

Ser<v.  To  go  invifible 
Who  will  not  learn  at  any  rate? 

Bon.  True,   Carlo. 
There  may  be  in  the  throng  of  our  admirers, 
•Some  will  prefume  't  above  the  power  of  ait 
To  make  men  walk  and  talk  invifible. 
But  we  can  clear  the  myftery,  and  make 
Mantua  in  the  proof  acknowledge  it 
A  matter  feafible— Here's  fome  cuflomer  : 

Enter  Rolliurdo. 
-Ha  !  'tis  the  humorifl,  the  undertaker, 
The  bird  I  fpread  my  art  for  ;  he  has  money 
Enough,  and's  apt  to  prove  a  fortune  to  me. 

I  z  Rol\ 
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Roll,  So,  the  covenants  are  feal'd:  I  am  like  a  famous 
Cathedral  with  two  rings  of  bells,  a  fweet  chime  o'both 
fides.  Now  'tis  nois'd  I  ha'  money  enough,  how  many 
gallants  of  all  forts  and  fexes  court  me  !  here's  a  gentle- 
man ready  to  run-  himfelf  m  tlic  kennel  for  hafle  to  give 
me  the  wall  ;  this  cavalier  will  kifs  my  hand,  while 
t'other  fignier  crinckles  in  th'  hams,  as  he  were  ftudy- 
ing  new  poftures  againil  his  turn  comes  to  falute  me. 
As  I  walk,  every  window  is  glaz'd  wirh  eyes,  as  fome 
triumph  were  in  the  itreet ;  this  Madona  invites  me  to  a 
banquet  for  my  difcourie,  t'other  Bona-roba  fends  me  a 
ipark,  a  third  a  ruby,  a  fourth  an  emerald,  and  all 
but  in  hope  to  put  their  jewels  to  ufury,  that  they  may 

return  again  with  precious  intereft. Thus  far  it  goes 

well ;  very  well,  what's  next  ? 
Bon.  Save  you,  fignior. 
Soli.  What  art  thou  ? 

Be?:.  One  appointed  by  fate  to  do  you  fervice,  fir. 
Roll.  But  I  gave  fate  no  commiffion  to  take  you  up 
for  me.   I  ha'  more  followers  than  the  duke  already > 
pr'ythee  have  me  commended  to  the  lady  Deflinies,  and 
tell  'em  I  am  provided. 

Bon.  Miftake  me  not,  he  fpeaks  to  you,  has  power 
To  make  you<  happy. 

Roll.  Pr'ythee  make  thyfelf  happy  with  a  warm  fuit 
firft,  thy  houfe  is'  but  poorly  thatch'd  :  and  thou  be'ii  fo 
good  at  making  happy,  why  haft  no  better  cloaths  ? 

Bon.  'Tis  no  felicity:  or  admit  the  fun 
Difpenfeth  a  rich  warmth  about  the  world, 
Yet  hath  no  heat  itfelf. 
Roll.  Philofophy  ! 

Bon.  To  omit  circumftance,  I  know  what  you 
Have  undertaken,  to  the  general 
Amazement :  upon  penalty  of  death,^ 
You  mull  procure  accefs  to  the  fair  princefs. 

'Tis  in  my  art  to  help- to  perfect  what 

The  duke  holds  fo  impoffible. 
Roll.  How  canft  thou  afiift  me  ? 
Bon.  Altho'  my  outfide  promife  not,  my  brain 
Is  better  furnifti'd,  I  ha'  gain'd  by  ftudy 
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A  fecret,  will  advance  the  work  you  labour  with, 
I'll  teach  you,  fir,  to  go  invifible 

Roll.  How  ?  t'haft  no  cloven  foot :  I  fcent  brimllORe> 
and  thou  be'ii  a  devil,  tell  me. 

Bon.  I  trifle  not,  I  am  a  man,  whofe  fame 
Shall  out-live  time,  in  teaching  you  this  myftery> 
For  which  I  muft  expect  reward— you  are, 
(Loud  noife  proclaims  it)  able,  and  can  pay  me 
Cut  of  the  duke's  exchequer,  being  yourlelf 
His  walking  treafury. 

Roll.  You'll  teach  me  to  go  invifible,  you  fay. 

Bon.  I  can,  and  with  your  fafety  ;  for  I  deal  not 
With  magick,  to  betray  you  to  a  faith 
Black  and  fatannical,  I  abhor  the  devil. 

Roll.  Very  like  fo. 

r  Bon.  Which  fome  have  conjur'd  into  a  ring,, 
To  effect  the  wonder  :  I  admit  of  no 
Suffumigation,  incenfe  offer 'd  to 
Infernal  fpirits ;  but  by  art,  whofe  rules 
Are  lawful  and  demonftrative 

•  Roll.  You  think  I  admire  you  all  this  while harke, 

when  did  you  eat  ?  or  do  you  hope  again,  that  you  are 
put  to  this  pitiful  and  defperate  exigent  ?  I  fee  you  my 
would-be-invifible,  fine  knave  ! 

Bon.  D'ye  mock  me,  fir  I 

Roll.  I'll  tell  you  a  better  project,  wherein  no  cour- 
tier has  prefool'd  you.  Stick- your  fkin  with  feathers,, 
and  draw  the  rabble  of  the  city  for  pence  apiece  to  fee 
a  monftrous  bird  brought  from  Peru :  baboons  have 
pafs'd  for  men  already,  been  taken  for  ufurers,  i1  their 
furr'd  gowns  and  night-caps :  keep  a  fool  in  play,  to  tell 
the  multitude  of  a  gentle  faith,  that  you  were  caught  in 
a  wildernefs,  and  thou  may'H  be  taken  for  fome  far- 
country  howlet. 

Bon.  Do  you  defpifc  my  art  ? 

Roll.  Art !  but  fuch  another  word,  and  I  fhall  mar 
the  whole  expectation  of  your  invifible  traffick  :  in,  to 
your  neft  and  leave  me  ;  diftinguifh  men  before  you  pra- 
&ife  on-  'em,  'tis  wholfome  caution. 

h  I  3  Bon. 
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Bon.  I  leave  you  to  the  mifery  of  your  unbel:ef.  Wheifc 
you  hear  of  me  hereafter,  you  will  curfe  your  fortune 
to  have  thus  neglecled  me :  fare  you  well,  fir.        [Exit* 
Enter  Peremtto,  nvzth  three  or  four  of  the  guard. 

RolL  This  is  Perenotto,  captain  of  the  guard. 

Per.  Not  yet  attempted  you  ? 

i.  Guard.  We  have  not  feen  him,  my  lord. 

Per.  He's  here. 

2.  Guard.  Is  that  he  that  has  gold  enough  ?.-  wou'd  I 
had  fome  of  his  yellow-hammers. 

RolL  D'ye  hear,  you  are  one  of  the  lift.. 

i .  Guard.  A  poor  halbert  man>  fir. 

Roll.  Poor!  hold  thee,  there's  gold  for  thee  :---thoil 
wo't  be  honeft  now  ? 

i ,  Guard.  O  yes,  fir. 

Roll.  Not- a  penny ;  and  thou  had' ft  not  been  a  fool, 
thou  would'ft  ha'  been  a  knave,  and  fo  thou  might'ft 
have  got  by  me  :  yet  by  thofe  fcurvy  legs  there's  Ibme 
hope  thou' It  be  converted,  at  all  adventures  take  it. 

i .  Guard,  I  will  be  what  you  plcafe,  fir. 

R'M;  TcU  me  what  condition  is  that  fignior  of,  is  he 
rich  ? 

i.  Guard.  He  loves  money. 

Roll.  Come,  (halt  be  my  penfioner-^  here's  more  gold 
for  thee  ;  and  will  he  take  a  bribe  ? 

i  *  Guard.  D'ye  make  queftion  of  that,  fir  ?  he  bought 
his  office,  and  therefore  may  fell  his  confeience  ;  he  has 
fold  two  hundred  on's  twice  over  :  he  was  brought  up  at 
court,  and  knows  what  belongs  to  his  place,  I  warrant 
>:cu. 

Roll.  Good. 

i .  Guard.  Am  I  not  a  knave  now,  fir  ? 

Roll.  I  like  thee. 

i  Guard.  To  your  coil: — I  hope  you  wo' not  tell 
him  what  I  fay ;  but  if  you  do>  and  he  chance  to  turn 
me  out  of  my  office,  your  gold  is  reftorative. 

Per.  To  your  ftations,  and  be  circumfpeft. 

[Exit  Guard. 

Roll.  Noble  fir,  you  are  the  only  man  I  have  ambitioa 
to  honour. 

Per.  I  fliould  be  proud  to  merit  fuch  a  phrafe.      Rcl/^ 
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JtolL.  'Tis  in  your  power  to  oblige  my  foul— we're 
private, 
I  am  jealous  of  the  wind,  left  it  convey 
Our  noife  too  far.  This  morn  I  had  fome  traffick 
With  a  jeweller,  and  if  my  judgment  err  not, 
H'as  richly  furnifiVd  me.. 
What  fays  your  lordiliip  to  this  diamond  .:' 

Per.  *Tis  a  glorious  one. 

RolL  Does  it  not  fparkle  moil  divinely,  fignior  i^ 
A  row  of  thefe  fluck  in  a  lady's  forehead. 
Would  make  a  Perfian  ftagger  in  his  faith,. 
And  give  more  adoration  to  this  light 
Than  to  the  fun-beam.  I  ha'  fellows  to  'em, 
A  neit  of  bright  ones. 

Per.  This  box  is  ftudded  like  a  frofty  night  with  f - 

Rol.  You  have  out-bid  their  value,  make  me  a  gainer 
In  changing  them  for  your  commands*. 

Per.  How,  fir  ! 

Roll.   I'm  ferious.. 

Per.  I  never  mail  deferve  this  bounty  :  if 
You'd  point  me  out  fome  fervice  to  begin  my  gratitude  — 

Roll.  You  have  a  noble  foul, 
I'll  teach  you  how  to  merit  more. 

Per.  I  am  covetous  of  fuch  a  knowledge. 

Rol.  Make  but  my  path  a  fmooth  one  to  the  pvincefs-- 
I  am  brief,  you  know  my  undertaking . 

Per.  So  I  mould  be  a  traitor. 

Roll.  It  comes  not  near  the  queftion  of  a  life  :  do*t, 
I'll  enable  you  to  buy  another  dukedom,  ftate,  ar.d 
title. 

Per.  Altho'  'twere  neceiTary  in  the  aifairs 
Of  fuch  high  confequence  to  deliberate, 
Yet  for  this  once  I'llbe  as  brief  as  you, 
Iwo'not  do't. 

Roll.  How! 

Per.  No  indeed,  fignior,  you  fhall  pardon  me 
At  this  time,  and  I'll  keep  your  jewels  too, 
For  they  are  gifts :  hereafter  you  will  know  me, 
So.  fare  you  well,  fir.  {Exit. 
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Roll.  Was  I  not  told  this  officer  was  corrupt? 
I  want  faith  to  believe  the  miracle. 
Sure  he  does  but  jeft  with  me,  ha  ? 

Enter  Morello,  Dondolo,  and  Grutti. 

Mor.  The  guard  will  accept  no  money. 

Den.  What  an  age  do  we  live  in,  when  officers  will 
take  no  bribes  ! 

Grut.  Not  the  golden  one. 

Don.  Here's  Rolliardo. 

Roll.  I'm  quite  loft. 

Grut.  'Tishe. 

Roll.  Yet  he  keeps  my  jewels ;  there  may  be  foms 
hope; 
I'll  to  him  again  ;  'tis  but  his  modefty 
At  firft  not  to  ieem  eafy ;  he  muft  be  courted* 
Statefmen,  like  virgins,  firft  fhould  give  denial, 
Experience  and  opportunity  make  the  trial. — 
Save  yon,  gr Hants. 

Mcr*  And  you  go  there  too,  fave  yourfelf,  you  are  in 
a  worfe  pickle  tLan  we  are. 

Dwp.  And  how  is't  w'ye,  fignior  ? 

Grut.  Do  you  thrive  in  your  hopes  ? 

Roll.  I  do  not  defpair,  gentlemen  ;  you  fee  I  do  not 
wear  my  hat  in  my  eyes,  crucify  my  arms,  or  intreat 
your  lordmip's  brain  to  melt  in  a  petition  for  me. 

Mcr.  I  did  but' jeft,  I  know  you  have  a  way  to  the 
wood  in  your  pericranium,  what  is't  ?  we  are  honeft  fim- 
ple-minded  lords. 

Roll.  I  think  fo. 

Grut.  Nay,  nay,  impart. 

Don.   We  tell  no  tales. 

Mor.  Wou'd  we  were  whip'd  an' we  do. 

Rol.  Why,  fhall  I  tell  you  ?— You  are  three— 

Mcr.  Very  fecret— - 

Rol.  Coxcombs. 

Ml  j.  How  ? 

Rol.  A  miferable  learn  of  court  nrmicks. 
.icks  !  what's  that? 

RoJ,  You  perfumed  goats. 

Msrr 


The  Bird  in  a  Cage.  zcrj 

Mor.  Oh,  is  that  it  ?  I  never  heard  what  a  mimick 
before. 

Rol.  D'ye  think  I  am  fo  wretched,  in  a  point  that  con- 
cerns my  life  and  honour,  to  tr-ttft  my  ways  and  purpofes 
to  you  that  have  no  fouls  ? 

Don.  No  fouls  ! 

Mor.  Peace,  how  comes  he  to  know  that  ?' 

Grut.  Why,  had  thou  none  ? 

Mor.  'Twas  more  than  ever  I  could  fee  in  myfelf 
yet. 

Rol.  Things  that  have  forfeited  their  creation ;  and 
had  not  your  taylors  took  companion  on  you,  you  had 
died  to  all  mens  thoughts,  who  long  fmce  wou'd  have 
forgotten  that  ever  there  were  fuch  things  in  nature. 

Don.  Shall  we  fuffer  this  ?' 

Rol.  Yes,  and  make  legs,  in  token  of  your  thankful- 
nefs.  If  I  were  at  leifure,  I  would  make  you  fhew  tricks 
,  now. 

Mor.  Do  I  look  like  a  jackanapes? 

RgL  But  I  wo'no't. 

Mor.  It  were  not  your  bell  courfe. 

kot.  How? 

Mor.  Alas,  fir,  I  mould  but  fhame  myfelf,  and  be 
,  laugh d  at  Yore  all  this  company. 

Rol.  When  you  fee  me  next,  avoid  me  as  you  would 
do  your  poor  kindred  when  they  come  to  court.  Ger 
you  home,  fay  your  prayers,  and  wonder  that  you  come 
off  without  beating,  for  'tis  one  of  my  miracles.  [Exit 
'  r.  Had  we  not  better  a' gone  to  tavern,  as  1  plot- 
ted at  firft  ?  he  could  not  have  been  more  valiant  in  his 


Grut.  I'm  glad  he's  gone. 

Do  i,  1  know  not  what  to  make  on  him. 

Mor.  Make  on  him,  quotha  !  he  made  little  reckon- 
ing of  us,  and  he  had  not  gone  as  he  did,   I  Ihould 
made 

Don.  What? 

Mor.  Urine  in  my  breeches he  fqueez'd  me;   l- 

fui.uk  I  vxas  ready  to  melt  o'both  fid* 

ut.  But  harke  you,  fignior.  we  forget  the  ladies  full, 
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Mor.  Well  remembered. 

Don.  Let's  confult  to  purpofe  about  that— -{hall  we  T 

Mcr.  Nor  every  one  think  what  he  can  by  himfelf,. 
my  thoughts  fhall  be  private,  and  not  free  at  this  time  y 
every  one  fcratch  his  own  head. 

Grut.  And  he  that  gets  the  hril  hint,  communicate— 

Den,  A  match. 

Mor.  Let  me  fee hum. 

Don.  What  if  I  did- --nothing,  my  brains  are  dull. 

Grut.  Ten  to  one,  but  if  I  did let  it  alone,  a  pox 

on't,  I  were  bell  drink  feme  fack,  they  fay  it  helps  in- 
vention. 

Mor.  O  rare  ! 

Both.  Rub,  rub,  out  with  it. 

Mor.  No,  'tis  gone  back  again,  I  drank  butter'd  fack 
this  morning,  and  it  flipt  back  when  'twas  almoft  at  my 
tongue's  end— -but  it  was  a  delicate  project,  whatfoever  it 
was. 

Grut.  Recover  it  with  thy  finger. 

Don.  Follow  it,  Morello. 

Mor.  Now,  now,  now,  let  me  alone ---make  no  noife, 
'-'tis  coming  again.  I  ha't,  I  ha't — 

Don    Hold  it  fail  now. 

Grut.  Loofe  it  not,  thou  art  great  with  wit,  let  us  de- 
liver thee,  what  k\  ? 

Mor.  Some  wifer  than  fome 

[They  follow  him  up  end  doixn  for  difcoevcrj». 

Don.  Wilt  not  tell  us  ? 

Grut,  Didfl  not  promife  ? 

Mor.  No  haile— as  occafion  ferves— it  coil  more  than 
To,  yet  you  may  know't. 

Don.  Wellfaid. 

Mor.  Hereafter,  but  not  now— away,  do  not  tempt 
me,  I  will  eat  thefweat  of  my  own  brain  :  O  rare  !  never 
was  fuch  a  flrain  of  wit  invented.— D'ye  hear,  gentle- 
men, if  you  will  command  me  any  fervice  to  the  ladiis^ 
I  do  purpofe  to  vifit  them— with  a  quirk— hey. 

JGrut.  How  ? 

Mor.  Marry  do  I, 

Don,  Nay,  Morello* 
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Mor.  Gentlemen,  as   I  told   you,    if  you  have  any 

thing  to  the  ladies  before  I  go,  I  am  the  meffenger, 

there  is  a  crochet, -and  fo  forth a  carwhichet  is  found 

out— -your  ears 1  will  do  fuch  a-flratag  m   as  never 

the  like  was  heard  of  in  the  world. Oh  rare  !---  [£.*% 

Don.  He's  mad. 

Grut.  So  am  I,  that  he  is  foreferv'd* 
What  fall's  do? 

Enter  Boxcr-nico. 

Bon.  Save  you,  figniors,  pray  whereabouts  is  the 
fign  of  the  invifible  man  r 

Don.  and  Grut.  The  invifible  man  ! 

Bon.  Cry  ye  mercy,  now  I  fee  it.  [Ex/t, 

Don.  See't!  he  does  more  than  we  can:  the  gentleman's 
miilaken,  here's  no  fuch  fign,  yet  he  went  in  there. 

Grut.  He  has  better  eyes  than  we  to  diftinguifh  it. 
Enter  Servant, 

Ser.  This,  ay  this  is  it. 

Don.  What  is  it,  pray  ?' 

Ser.  What's  that  to  you  ? 

Grut.   In  courtefy  we  afk. 

Ser.  Then  by  the  fign  this  is  the  henfe,  whither!  sn 
going  to  enquire  for  a  gentleman  that   teaches   men  to 
walk  invifible. 

Grut.  That  wou'd  be  feen,  this  is  news. 

Ser.  News  !  either  you  have  flept  long,  or  you  are 
gentlemen  of  very  fmall  intelligence  :  examine  the  next 
paper  you  fee  advane'd,  and  inform  yourfelves.  Fare- 
well, gallants.  [Exit. 

Don.  He's  entered  there  too-. 

Grut.  Teach  men  to  walk  invifible  ?  a  very  toe  trade  ! 

Dm.  Would  'twere  true,  we  fhould  defire  no  other 
device  to  get  in  to  the  ladies. 

Enter  Bonc.mko  am  8*f*t?&iTf. 

Grut.  'Tis  impofhble — fee,  fje,  more  gentlemen  ! 
pr'ythee  let's  to  him,  this  will  be  a  trick  worth  our  learning, 

Don.  Stay,  we  are  not  acquainted,  let's  knock  firft. 

Enter  Servant, 
Ser.  Your  pleafures,  gentlemen  ? 
Don.  Pray,  fir,  what  fign  is  this  > 
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Ser.  The  invifible  man,  fir. 
Grut*  Man!  I  fee  no  man. 
Don.  Here's  nothing  but  a  cloud. 
Ser.  Right,  fir,  and  he's  behind  it,  the  man's  invifible. 
Don.  Pretty  faith,  it  may  be  the  man  i'the  moon  for 
aught  we  know. 

Ser.  Wou'd  ye  any  thing  with  my  mailer  ? 
Grut.  He  does  teach  to  walk  invifible,  they  fay. 
Ser.  He  is  the  only  profefibr  of  the  miraculous  inyi- 
fible  art. 

Dor..  May  we  change  a  little  difcourfe  with  him  ? 
Ser.  There  are  fome  gentlemen  with   him— but  I'll 
tell  him — I  am  prevented,  he's  coming  forth  himfelf. 
Enter  Bonamico. 
Don.  Signior  Altomaro,  I  take  it. 
Bon.  'Tis  my  name,  fir,  a  poor  artifl,  not  warm  in 
thefe  parts  oi  Italy. 

Grut.  And  you  were  not  too  bufy,  fir 

Bon,  Pleafe  you  walk  in,  I  am  now  alone,  your  per- 
fons  will  grace  my  poor  habitation. 

Don.  We  faw  four  or  five  enter  but  now. 
Bon.  I  ha'  difpatch'd  'em,  they  are  freih  departed. 
Don.  Which  way  ? 

Grut.  Here's  not  a  man ;  are  they  not  funk  ?  came 
they  out  here  ? 

Bon.  Upon  my  credit,  fir,  no  other  way, 
Don.  Then  they  went  invifible. 
Bon.  Ri^ht,  fir,  they  came   hither  to   that  purpofe. 
their  defigns  required  hade.  « 

Grut.  This  man  can  do't,  I  fee  already. 
Don.  Sir,  if  you  can  allure  us  this  invifible  walking, 
for  we  are  not  fo  ignorant  as  we  feem,  we  have  feen  the 

play  of  the  Invifible  Knight,  and , 

Bon.  That  of  the  Ring  too,  ha'ye  not  ? 
Don.  Yes. 

Ban.  The  one  was  magick,  and  t'other  an  impomire  : 
what  I  do  is  by  art,  fair  and  natural.  Are  you  in  debr 
and  fear  arrefting  r  you  (hall  fave  your  money  in  prote- 
ctions, come  up  to  the  face  of  a  ferjeant,  nay,  walk  by 
a  fhoal  of  thefe  mankind  horfe- leaches,  and  be  mace- 

proof. 
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proof.  If  you  have  a  mind  to  rail  at  'em,  or  kick  fbme 
o'  their  loofe  flefh  out,  they  fha'not  fay  black's  your 
eye,  nor  with  all  their  lynx's  eyes  difcover  you  :  would 
you  fee,  when  the  mercer's  abroad,  how  his  man  plays 
the  merchant  at  home  with  his  miltrefs'  filkworm,  and 

deals  underhand  for  commodity would  yourfclf  talk 

with  a  lady  in  fecret;  fit  down,  play  with  her,  ravifli  a 
diamond  from  her  finger,  and  bind  her  foft  wrift  with  a 
bracelet,  kifs  her  abroad,  at  home,  before  her  fervants, 
in  the  prefence  of  her  jealous  hufband ;  nay  trufs  her  up, 
when  the  tame  lord  is  abed  with  her,  and  to  his  eyes  be 

undiscovered,  as   the   wind,  fignior  ? do  you  fufpeft 

your  miftrefs  plays  double?  would  you  hear  how  (he  en- 
tertains t'other's  love,  and  know  what  ihe  does  i'the  clo- 

fet  with  the  fmooth  page  ? would  you  be  prefent  at 

fecret  counfels,  betray  letters,  fee  how  fuch  a  lord  paints* 
his  thighs,  this  perfume  his  breath,  t'other  marihal  \&$ 
fine  French  teeth,  fee  this  ftatefman's  eyes  put  out  with  a 
bribe,  how  that  officer  cozens  the  duke,  and  his  fecre- 
tary  abufes  'em  both,  this  lawyer  take  fees  o'  both  fides, 
while  the  judge  examines  the  fertility,  and  price  of  thef 
manor,  before  the  witnefles,  and  then  decrees  who  ihall 
have  the  land  ? — would  you  fee  juftice  employ  her  fcales 
to  weigh  light  gold,  that  comes  in  for  fees  or  corruption, - 
and  flourim  with  her  fword  like  a  fencer,  to  make  more 

room  for  caufes  i'the  court  ? 

Don.  All  this  and  more  may   be  done,  if  we  can  but' 
go  invifible  ;  but  how  can  you  allure  us  of  that?  I  would 
fain  fee  any  man  go  invifible  once, 
Bon.  See  him,  fir  ? 

Grut.  Video  pro  intelligo,  I  mean,  fir. 
Bon.  Nay  fir,  you  need  not  diHinguifh,  for  it  is  pof- 
fible  to  fee  a  man  invifible.  Obferve  me,  you  fee  me  now 
perfectly  in  every  part :  if  I  mould  walk  before  you  with- 
out a  body 

Grut.  How  ? 

Bon.  My  head  only  vifible,and  hanging  in  the  air  like 
a  comet. 

Dw.  That  were  a  flrange  fight. 

Ron* 
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Bon.  Sometimes  nothing  ihall   be  feen  but  my  arm, 
another  while  one  of  my  legs,  hopping  without  a  body. 

Grut.  This  is  admirable. 

Bon.  When  I  pleafe,  I  will  have  nothing  confpicuous 
but  my  hand  ;  nay,,  perhaps  my  little  finger,- 

Don,  Do  not  you  conjure  then  I 

Grut.  Come,  you  will  call  a  mill  before  our  eyes. 

Bon.  'Tis  a  myftery  indeed,  but  a-fafe  one,  figniors; 

Don.  Why,  Wok  you,  fir,,  if  you  wilLbe  pleafed  that 
we  may  fee  you  firfl  walk  invifible,  we  mall  not  only 
credit  your  art,,  but  at  any  rate  be  ambitious  to  ba 
your  difciples. 

.  Ben.  Whyr  gentlemen,,  you  fpeak  but  juflice,  you 
fhall  have  experiment.  I  will  be  invifible  firfr,  but  as 
t'other  in  this  kind,  I  will  not  demonftrate  without  half. 
in  hand ;  let  me  have  fifty  crowns  apiece,  Til  point  you 
a  day  when  I  will  be  invifible. 

Grut.  Can  you  not  do  it  prefently  ? 

Bon.  I  can  be  invifible  in  a  twinkling  ;  but  what  af- 
furance  can  you  have,  that  I  am  here  at  die  fame  initant, 
when  you  fee  no  part  of  me?  I  may  deceive  you. 

Don.  He  fays  true. 

Bon.  I  do  purpofe  therefore  to  give  you  reality  and 
proof,  for  I  will  walk  invifible,.  all -but my  hand. 

Both.  Your  hand?- 

Bon.  Only  my'  hand,  you  mail  touch  it,  fee  every 
line  in't,  and  the  reft  of  my  body  be  to  you  invifible, 
This  will  require  a  little  time  for  preparation,  and  when 
with  the  confent  of  your  eyes  and  underftandings  I  keep* 
my  promife  in  this  point,  you  will  think  your  money's 
well  expended  to  be  taught  the  myftery. 

Don.  This  is  very  fair. 

Grut.  The  crowns  are  ready,  fir. 

Don.   Exped  'em  within  this  hour. 
Enter  Rolliardo. 

Bon.  At  your  own  pleafures.— Ha,  Rolliardo!  I  mufr 
not  be  feen^  gentlemen. 

Both.  Farewell   incomparable  fign'or what  luck 

had  we  to  light  upon,  this  ai till  i  he  iha^ot  pulltfh  it, 

we'll 
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well  buy  the  whole  fecret  at   any  value,  and  then  get 
him  remove  into  fome  other  province. Who's  this  ? 

Roll.  Am  not  I  mad  ?  fure  I  am,  though  I  do  not 
know  it,  and  all  the  world  is  but  a  Bedlam,  a  houfe  o£ 
correction  to  whip  us  into  our  fenfes.  I  ha'  known  the 
time  when  jewels  and  gold  had  fome  virtue  in  'em ;  the 
generation  of  men  now  are  not  fubject  to  corruption. 
I)emocritus,  the  world's  rehVd. 

Don.  VTis  Rolliardo,  he  looks  melancholy;  let's 
have  a  fling  at  him.— Give  you  joy  of  the  great  lady,  fir  : 
which  is  the  next  way  to  the  moon  pray  ? 

Roll.  Bolt  upright  mufk-cat,  and  if  you  make  hafte, 
you  may  be  one  of  her  calves ;  next  time  fae  appears, 
you  mall  fee  her  beckon  to  you,  with  a  pair  of  horns, 
jufl  0'  the  fize  of  thofe  are  preparing  for  your  forehead, 
my  precious  animal. 

Den.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  fellow's  mad. 

Grut.  Can  you  tell,  fir,  what  became  of  all  the  fwal- 
lows,  cuckoes,  and  fmall  birds,  we  had  here  lail  fum- 
mer  ? 

Roll.  Marry  fir,  they  went  to  fea,  to  avoid  the  cranes,.. 
and  there  have  been  muttering  ever  fince ;  but  for  want 
of  a  woodcock  they  ha'  left  behind  'em,  they  dare  not 
venture  upon  the  pygmies ;  you  may  do  well  to  overtake 
the  buzzard,  and  relieve  the.  army,  fir. 

Grut.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  [Exit, 

Roll.  I  fhall  be  grin'd  to  death,,  as  I  walk  the  ftreets ; 

'tis  no  policy  to  be  dull  and  modefl but  let  me  fee., 

which  way  to  compafs  my  work,  and  put  myfelf  out  of 
the  common  laughter ;  the  very  children  will  jeer  me 
Shortly  I  think,  and  point  me  out  with  ftones,  the  pre- 
cious undertaker.  I  might  have  more  wit,. than  to  run 
myfelf  into  this  calamity —Whom  have  we  next? 
Enter  the  Duke,.  Embajfador,  Ful^io,  Dondolo,  Grutto7 
Attendants y   Courtiers. 

The  duke  ?  what  Granger's  that  ?  I  muft  not  feem 
dejected. 

Etnb.  Is  this  he,  your  highnefs  difcourfed  of  ? 

Duke.  This  is  the  piece  made  up  of  all  performance, 
The  man  of  any  thing  without  exception ; 
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Give  him  but  gold,  kings  daughters  and  the?*  heirs, 
Though  lockt  in  towers  of  brafs,  are  not  fafe  from  him  J 
Nay,  though  I  play  the  chymifl  with  my  truft, 
And  from  a  million  of  fure  confidences 
I  draw  the  fpirit  of  honefly  into  a  few, 
He  can  corrupt  'em. 

Roll.  You  are   my  prince,   great  fir,,  and  you  have' 
fpoke 
Net  much  unlike  a  brave  one. 

Don.  He'll  jeer  the  duke  too". 

Roll.  If  my  head 
Gome  to  be  paid  to  you  before  fun-fet,. 
That  day  when  it  is  forfeit,  I  ha'  clear'd  with  you^> 
And  mall  depart  out  of  your  royal  debt; 
There's  all  you  can  demand,  a  good  fharp  fword 
Will  make  an  even  reck'ning. 

Emb.  He  feems  confident. 

i  Court.  With  your  grace's  leave,let  me  come  to  btpi* 

RolL  Now  a  fierce  dog. 

i  Court.  What  came  into  thy  mind,  thou  daring  mad- 
man :  foci  is  a  word  of  favour  to  thee— 

Roll.  So,  fir. 

i  Court.  To  undertake  fuch  an  impoffible  talk  ? 

Roll.  Mufhroom— —  I'll  call  away  a  few  words  onj 
thee : 
Had  I  another  life,  I'd  undertake  yet, 
Though  I  be  low  in  all  opinion, 
To  venture  it,  with  the  riches  I  have  fprcad1 
To  corrupt  others,  to  make  thee  my  parafite ; 
I  would  engage  my  life  to  wear  no  flops 
To  thy  white  daughter;  thou  and  thy  grave  matron 
Mofl  humbly   mould  prefent  her,  when  I  was  pleafecf 

too, 
For  fearl  mould  refufe  the  fport  you  broughrme. 

Duke.  I  never  knew  man  bear  hi3  fcorn  fo  high  :    tor 
him  fome  other. 

Grut.   Nor  I,  fir,  you  mail  cxcure  me,  'twas  the  laft 
thing  I  did. 

2  Court.  In  the  pofition  general,  I'll  not  touch  him, 
For  money  may  be  faid  to  purchafeall  things  j    ' 

But 
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But  to  afpire  to  my  good  foveraign's  daughter 
Qf  bleffed  memory 

Roll.  She's  not  dead,  I  hope. 

2  Court.    There   gold    and    traih    was    impudently 
inferr'd, 
And  'twas  a  tafk  too  infolent :  in  that  point 
You'd  willingly  give  a  pound  of  your  proud  fiefh 
To  be  released. 

Roll:  I  iueard  a  pound  of  flefh,  a  Jew's  demand  once  r 

*Twas  gravely  now    remembred  of  your  lordfhip • 

releas'd! 
fortune,  and  courtefy  of  opinion 
Gives  many  men  nobility  of  birth, 
That  never  durit  do  nobly,  nor  attempt 
Any  dengn,  but  fell  below  their  honours. 
Cas'd  up  in  chambers,  fcarcely  air  themfelves 
But  at  ahorfe-race,  or  i'th1  park  with  puppets. 
That  for  which  I'm  your  laughter  (I  ipeak  to 
You  flattering  tribe  of  courtiers,  to  you  glow-worms) 
Is  my  chief  glory,  that  perhaps  being  fprung 
From  humble  parentage,  dare  yet  attempt 
A  deed  fo  far  above  me,  thatiets  all 
Your  wifdoms  in  combuilion.  You  may  think 
I've  made  a  forry  bargain  for  my  life  : 
Let  fcorners  know,  in  aiming  at  her  only, 
My  memory  after  death  receives  more  honour 
Than  all  your  marble  pinnacles  can  raife  you, 
Or  alabafter  figures,  whiter  far 
Than  e'er  your  fouls  were ;  and  that  hour  I  die, 
If  you  dare  look  upon  me  without  fainting 
(Which  I  much  fear)  you  mail  fee  death  fo  fcorn'd, 
I  mean  for  any  terror,  you  mall  think  him 
My  (lave  to  take  my  upper-garment  off. 

Don.    I  told  your  highnefs How  you  fliou'd  find 

him. 

Etnb.  A  brave  refolution. 

Duke.  Be  this  the  prologue  to  the  mirth,  my  lord, 
Attends  to  entertain  you  ;  fet  on,  we'll  leave  him.     Ha, 
ha,  ha>  [Exeunt.  Rolliardo  pulls  Fufcio  back. 

Roll. 


2  io  The  Bird  in  a  Cage^ 

Roll.  Sir,  I  obferv'd  you  noble,  and  not  apt* 
To  throw  derifion  on  me  with  the  reft, 
Which  does  encourage  me  to  afk  you  a  queftion. 

Fufo*  Name  it,  fir. 

Roll.  Pray,    what  Granger's   that   walk'd  with   the 
duke  ? 

Ful.  'Tis  an  embatfador  from  Florence,  fir. 

Roll.  An  embafTacior  !  his  defign,  I  pray  ? 

Ful.  To  treat  of  marriage  betwixt  our  princefs 
And  the  great  duke1  *  fon,  defirvd  much  by  our  mailer,. 
Who  has  fome  hope  'twill  be  effected,  too.. 
H'as  brought  rich  pre&nts  to  her. 

Roll.  This  is  all. 

Ful.  You  have  it  freely,  [Exit. 

Roll.  Y'ave  honour' d  me-Married  to  Tufcany  ?--So, 
if  my  ambition  had  been  fortunate,  I  might  have  been 
his  taller  ;  but  my  liars  want  influence,  they  are  too  dull,, 
and  weary  of  my  fate  :  Rolliardo  theamuit  forfeit :  why 
that's  the  worft  on't ;  I  will  make  a  glorious  blaze  in 
death,  and  while  I  live  make  the  duke's  treafury  pay 
for't ;  nor  fnalLhe  accufe  me  I  exhaufl  him  poorly  ;  I'll* 
fludy  out  fome  noble  way  to  build  me  a  remembrance — 
ha! ---a  church  or  college!  tedious,  my  glafs  has  but 
few  fands;  I  mull  do  fomething  I  may  live  to  finifli :---I 
ha't,  I  will  fend  to  all  the  priions  i'th'  city,  and  pay  the: 
poor  mens  debts  for  'em  :  the  world  wants  fuch  a  prece- 
dent. I  ha'  money  enough  :  fince  I  fail  in  my  other 
ends,  I  will  do  fome  good  deeds  before  I  die,  fo  fhall  I 
be  mere  fure  of  prayers  than  if  I  built  a  church;  for 
they  are  not  certain  to  continue  their  foundation.  Fater_ 
I  defpife  thee  :  I  fink  under  no  cheap  and  common 
action,  but  fell  my  life  to  fame,  in  catching  my  death  by 
fo  brave  an  afpiring. 

If  I  obtain  a  monument,  be  this  all 

Writ,  on  my  grave,  ffis  man  climbed  high  to  foil. 

[Exit, 
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Aft.  III.    Seen,  k 

o 

Enter.  Guard. 

F  /T^OME,..  gentlemen,  we  mull  watch  flill,.  that  none 

\^J   run  away  with  the  princefs* 

2.  He  muft  have  an  excellent  ilomach,  that  can  break 
pefe  ilone-walls  to  come  to  her. 
*  3.    Befide   this   moveable  wall  of  flefli    which  we 
carry. 

2.  One  makes  towatd  us.  — -  'Tis  a  lady. 
E'ntfr  More  Ho,  like,  a  lady, 

Mor.  So,  now  am  I  as  valiant  as  Hercules  ivhen  he- 
kurn'd  fpinfter.  Great  Jupiter,  the  patron  of  'i  capes, 
jailill  my  petticoat,  and  at  my  return  I  will  facrifice  my 
ilincn- breeches  to  thee.-— Here  be  the  men,  the  men  of 
metal :  now  Venus  I  befeech  thee,  an'  they  be  men* 
ithey  will  let  a  lady  enter- without  many  que.ftions.. 

1 .  Save  you,  fweet  lady  ;^  your  affairs  this  way  ? 

Mor.  I  go  but  in  to  the  princefs, 

1 .  From  whom  ? 

Mor.  From  the  duke's  grace. 

1 .  What  may  be  your  ladyfhip's  name  ? 

Mor.  I  never  thought  to  give  myfelf  a  name— My 
iname  is  madam-— um.  My  name  is  femething  an  odd 
name  3  but— I  do  not  (land  upon't— my  name's  Thorn. 

1.  Indeed,  madam  Thorn,  if  his  grace  hath  fent  you 
ito  fuch  a  purpofe,  you  mail  (hew  ibmething  for  ou$ 
discharge. 

Mor.  Why,,  heark'e  you,,  it  was  but  forgotten  of  the 
'duke  to  fend  his  fignet— but  I  ha"  brought  fome  of  his 
jhighnefs's  deputies  wi'  me:   I  hope  that  will  fatisfy. 

\ds  be  takes  out  Money,  dij  covers  breeches v 

2.  By  this  gold,  breeches. 

3.  No,  they  are  but  filk— here  will  be  fport ;  I  have 
a  hint  already. 
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i.  Say  you  fo  ?  'Tis  very  well-— but,  madam,  we 
are  many,  and  we  would  be  loth  to  venture  :  deal  inge.- 
nioufly,  fweet  lady ;  have  you  no  more  gold  in  your 
breeches  ? 

Mor,  Not  a  doit,  as  I  am  virtuous  and  finful. 

i.  Pafs— but,  d'ye  hear,  an*  you  fhould  not  be  fecret  \ 
now.  o 

Mor.  As  I  am  a  gentleman— 

3.  A  gentleman  !  do'ft  hear  him  ?  I'll  put  him  to't.. 

Mor.  I  have  left  fome  crowns  with  your  fellow. 

2.  Tufh,  that  wo'not  fatisfy  me.  J. 

Mor.  Indeed,  I  ha**  no  more  money. 

2.  You  have  commodity:  hang  this  tranfitory  gold—* 
give  me- -what's  this  ? 

Mor.  Nothing  but  a  wart  o'  mf  little  finger. 

2.  A  wart!  letmefee't.  [Pulls  off  bis  glove... 

Mor.  'Tis  a  diamond;  'twas  my  mother's  legacy—  or 
elfe— 

2.  Is  it  your  will  I  mould  have  it  1 

Mor.  It  was  my  mother's  will  I  mould  wear  it :  her. 
ghoft  will  haunt  me,,  an?  I  fhould  give  it  away, 
'  2.  You  know  the  way  back,  lady. 

Mor.  You  will  give  me  my  gold  again  ? 

1.  Not  a  doit,  as  I  am  virtuous  and  finful.  Stand! 
with  him  for  a  toy,  and  know  y'ave  no  warrant  from 
the  duke  ?  'tis  in  our  power— 

Mor.  D'ye  hear,  fir,  an'  it  were  a  diamond  of  gold 
you  fhould  have  it. 

2.  Lady,  I  kifs  your  hand. 

Mor.  Y'ave  kifs'd  the  ring  off  my  finger,  I'm  fure. 

2.  Ufe  your  fortune,,  pafs. 

Mor.  If  I  get  to  the  ladies,,  fome  body  fhall  pay  for 
this,  that's  my  comfort. 

3.  Can  you  wrefflk,  madam  ? 

[Takes  him  by  the  Jhoulder* 
Mor.  Ah— wreflle,  fir,  ladies  do  not  ufe  to  wreftle. 
3.  They  are  thrown  down  with  their  good- wills  then. 

Come,  you  and  I  will  have  a  bout :  I  mufl  hug  your 

little  body. 

1 .  Humour  him,  and  y'are  paft  danger. 

Mm 


The  Bird  in  a  Cage.  2 13 

Mor.  Would  you  ha1  me  tear  my  clothes  ? 

1 .  I'll  perfuade  him. 

2 .  To  tell  you  true,  madam,  this  fellow  is  an  abomi- 
nable letcher  -9  there  is  no  'fcaping  him  without  a  fall ;  a 
very  fatyr ;  he  leaps  all  comes  near  him  :  if  your  lady- 

fhip's  modefty  can  difpenfe  with  a  private  favour you 

underftand ;  for  our  parts  we  are  fatisfied  otherwife,  and 
our  lips  are  fevv'd  up.  Take  him  a  one  fide,  and  fee 
-how  you  can  mollify  him :  he's  a  cock  o'the  game,  and 
will  tread  you,  an'  you  were  ten  Thorns. 

Mor.  Mollify  him !  doth  he  ufe  ladies  fo  ?  he  will 
mollify  me. 

2 1  An'  you  were  his  fnler,  all's  one  to  him  :  the  devil 
is  not  more  hot  and  robuflious,  where  he  finds  oppofition 
to  the  fport ;  therefore  the  duke  made  choice  of  him,  as 
fufpecting  fome  lord  might  come  difguis'd  o'this  fafhion, 
to  prevent  difhonour  to  the  princefs  and  ladies. ---Ufe 
your  own  difcretion. 

Mor.  What  will  become  of  me  ?  if  he  be  fuch  a 
wencher  he'll  ravifh  me,  and  difcover  all.  Whataraf- 
cal  was.  I  to  venture  thus !  I'll  give  thee  my  fan  to  per- 
fuade him— help,  help. 

'3.  Nay  then. 

[tie  tbroivs  him  donj:n9  mid  difcovers  his  breeches. 
Why  how  now,  breeches  ? 

1.  This  is  a  man. 

2.  Sure  'tis  a  woman. 

Mor.  To  tell  you  true,  gentlemen,  I  am  neither  a 
man  nor  a  woman,  I  am  an  hermaphrodite. 

1 .  How,  an  hermaphrodite  ?  What  would  you  do 
among  the  ladies,  then  ? 

2.  An  hermaphrodite ! 

3.  Let's  fearch  him. 
Mor.  Ah  ! 

1 .  Stay,  let's  be  advis'd  ;  if  he  be  fuch  a  monftet, 
our  belt  way  is  to  carry  him  to  the  duke. 

2.  3.  Agreed. 

Mor.  I  fhall  be  undone.— D'ye  hear,  noble  friends, 
*tis  but  a  folly  to  diffemble,  I  am  no  fuch  thing,  I  am 
no  hermaphrodite,  I  am  a  friend  of  yours. 

2  All. 
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All  Of  ours  ? 

2.  Your  name,  I  befeech  you? 

Mor.  I  did  but  jefr.  all  this  while  ;  the  duke  himfeffi 
put  me  upon't,  to  fee  whether  I  cculd  cozen  you  :  my ! 
name's  Morello. 

i .  Signior  Morello!  'tis  not  poifible. 

Mor.  As  I  am  virtuous,  I  am :  I  am  no  hermapfcro-' 
dite  i  no  matter  for  the  gold  or  diamonds,  'tis  your  Own.  | 
I'll  acquaint  his  grace  how  careful  I  found  you ;  and  if 
he  does  not  reward  you  befide,  I'll  fay  he's  the  pooreft 
-duke  in  Chriftendom  :  I'll  tell  him  prefently. 

3.  Noble  fignior,  we'll  wait  upon. you  to  him. 
Mcr.  No,  no,  'tis  better  for  me  to  go  alone. 

1 .  Your  pardon,  you  mail  tell  him  how  careful  yoa 
found  us ;  we'll  relate  to  him  how  cunningly  you  caN 
ricd  the  bufniefs. 

M&r.  Nay,  d'ye  hear,  gentlemen 

ML  It  muft  be  fo,  fir  j  come,  fweet  efFemiirate  fig- 
nior.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Fufoio  and  Embajfador. 

Emb.  Y'ave  done  me  a  noble  office,  fignior,  in  this 
3>iTcovery  :  where  now  lives  her  banifh'd  loveV  ? 

Ful.  My  kinfman  lives  in  Florence  ^  but  two  days 
fmce 
I  received  letters  from  him. 

Emb.  In  Florence  too  ? 

Ful.  Sir,  you  may  cenfure  me ; 
But  my  affeclioh  to  the  injur'd  lord, 
And  not  without  refpect  unto  the  honour 
Of  your  mafter  too,  hath  been  the  caufe  of 
My  free  language. 

E?nb.  Truft  me,  fignior, 
We  are  all  engag'd  to  ihidy  you  a  recompence-: 
But  Mantua  was  unjuft  to  banifli  him, 
For  being  too  much  a  fcrvant. 

FvL  Sir,  when  princes  refolve  to  punim— 

Emb.  Virtue  fhall  be  treafon. 
*Twa5  tyranny — why  now  is  (lie  thus  cag'd? 

Fu!.  I  can  conjecture  nothing  but  his  jealoufy, 
Which  will  be  ever  active.  By  that  love 

Wfc 
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pWe  interchanged  at  Pifa,  when  we  grew 
I  Together  in  our  ftudies,  I  conjure 
I  Your  noblenefs  to  filence. 

Emb.  You  will  difhonour  me  by  fufpicion:— - 1  am 
charm'd. 

Enter  Perenotto,  Dondolo^  Grutti. 

Per.  My  honoured  lord ! 

Emb,  Signior  Perenotto ! 

Ful.  My  gentle  fparks ! 

Do.  Gr,  Your  fervants. 

Ful.  You  are  all  courtfhrp. 

Per.  Is  your  lordfhip  for  this  wonder? 

Emb.  What  wonder,  my  lord  ? 

Per,  Thefe  pair  of  gentlemen  have  difcours'd  me  into 
admiration-;  there's  one  has  undertaken  to   go  invi* 
l-fiblc. 

Emb,  Invifible !  x 

Per,  This  hour  expected,  and  in  this  place* 

FuL  How? 

Don.  With  a  trick  that  he  has. 

Ful.  Do  you  believe  him,  gentlemen  ? 

Grut.  You  mall  fee't. 

Don.  We  were  hereticks  in  that  point ;  \vx  our  un> 
elerftandings  are  convinc'd,  he  did  demonflrate. 

Grut.  And  becaufe  you  (hall  know  the  truth  of  his 
-art,  he  will  be  invifible  all  but  his  hand  :  what  think  you 
of  that  ?  the  rareft  fellow  in  Chrifiendom. 

Emb.  Nothing  vifible  but  his  hand? 

Dou,  As  fure  as  we  have  given  him  a  hundred  crowns 
In  hand. 

Emb.  Why  is  net  the  duke  prefented  with  this  no- 
velty ? 

Den.  He's  travelling  to  the  emperor  firfr, ;  only  as  lie 
;goes,  for  our  fake,  he  will  fhew  us  a  figary  of  his  art. 

Enter  Rolliardo. 
'Here's  Rolliardo ;  he's  fomewhat  coflive  o'  t'other  fide, 
Vants  faith. 

Roll,  Save  you,  neft  of  courtiers ;  fmooth  faces,  rich 
clothes,  and  fublime  compliments,  make  you  amorous  in 
•fight  of  your  ladies*     Donzell  del  Phebo  and  Roficleer, 

are 
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are  you  there?  what  peftilent  difeafes  have  you  got,  that 
you  wear  fo  much  mufk  and  civet  about  you  ?  Oh  for  a 
prieft  of  Cupid  to  facrifice  you  now  !  how  your  breeches 
would  burn  like  incenfe,  and  your  hair  difguis'd  in  fweet 
powder,  leave  your  bodies  in  a  mill,  while  your  bones 
were  inwardly  confuming  with  the  fire  of  dame  Veaus's 
altar  [ 

Don.  The  fame  humourifl  Hill. 

Roll.  I  heard  fay  we  (hall   have  ftrange  apparitions ' 
i'th'  air,  and  yet  invifible  wonders ;  a  hand  mult  appear  I 
as  fatal  to  fome,  as  that  hung  o'er  the  Capitol ;  for  there 
is  a  fufpicion  fome  purfes  will  be  juggled  empty,  and  as 
filent  as  the  moon^  no  bright  Sol  appearing,  nor  a  piece 
of  pale-fac'd  filver  in  your  filken  herriifpheres. 

Grut.  He  is  an  infidel.,  .3 

Roll.  Right,  Jehochanan  !  right,  my  precious  Jew ! 
we  are  all  infidel  that  wo'not  believe  the  court-'  atechifm. 
My  lord  ambaflador,  you  are  welcome  from  Florence ; 
-does  the  great  duke  pick  fallads  ftill  ?  I  mean  continue 
his  aflize,  return  into  his  exchequer,  once  in  fe\en  years, 
the  wealth  of  Tufcany  ?  Vefpafian  was  held  covetous 
for  ordaining  veffels  to  receive  the  beneficial  publick 
urine  ;  but  'tis  heathenifm  among  Chriftians  not  to  hc.d 
dulcis  odor  lucri  e  re  qualibet. 

Emb.  He's  mad. 

Roll.  Signior  Perenotto,  it  has  puzzled  my  understand- 
ing .how  you  can  fubfiir.  at  court,  without  making  ufe  of 
the  common  fins,  flattery  and,  corruption  :  take  heed, 
y'are  a  great  man,  and  'tis  ominous  to  die  in  your  bed  ; 
a  fign  your  children  are  like  to  inherit  but  weak  brains : 
thou  may'ft  go  to  heaven,  but  thy  heir  had  rather  thou 
fhould'il  make  a  journey  to  Erebus  for  the  proverb's 
fake,  happy  is  that  fon  whofe  father  goes  to  the  devil.— 
Why  when  comes  out  my  don  Invifible  ?  may  be  lie's 
here  already,  for  we  cannot  fee  him.  What  fays  my 
fquirrel  ?  thou  look' it  dull  and  phyfical  methinks :  the 
crowns  will  return  again  invifibly,  never  fear  it.  And' 
how  does  my  grave  gymnofophift,  whofe  ambition  is  to 
be  regifter'd  an  honeft  lord,  tho'  thou  beefl  buried  upon 
alms,  carried  to  church  with  four  torches,  and  have  an 

inferiptioa 
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uncription  on  thy  marble  worfe  than  the  ballad  of  L 
de-vtl  and  the  baker,    and  might  be  fune  to  «   v V, 

iiead  cut  oft ;  and  do  only  intreat  you  would  m*  i       I 

«d"?ft  n"  Iamdead'5    "WH1  ^  b«pSl ^in    "of 
and  I  fhall  revenge  it  with  my  ghoft  walking.  *       \ °U* 

F«/   E.ther  he  is  very  confident  to  atchieve  Jus-defien 
Or,  late  grown  defperate,  he  talks  fo  wildly.  S  ' 

-  Enter  Servant 

no^lharrterr  ^^^r^0  ***»  "!  ^ 

'&r.  He  U  inviftble this  letter  is  direfted  to  you, 

-,  The  Letter, 

lj  cut  leir.cn, 

That  you  may  perceive  I deal  plainly  nviil,  ,.ou    /„, 

may  ^tneafe  read  every  line,  a:  1 promised '£ 
the  reenpt  of  your  crowns.. '  His  h„  £  J 

S,^;th!S°WnhandI-^eyo,' 

Ser.  Here  I  think,  for  I  cannot  fee  him  •  nor  do  T 
know  when  I  (hall  or  where  he  will  be  vifible  a^n 

£«/.  Then  he  is  invifible,  indeed 
*«//.  -All  but  his  hand.     Ha,  ha'' 

pT **i  ^T  !°  btlier  that  we  are  Seated. 
gr.  Vhth  a  trick  that  he  has.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ' 

£**    You  were  hereticks  in  that  point    till  \-,  ri 
demonftrate.     Ha,  ha,  ha .'  '  dld 

JWT.  I  cannot  contain  my  merry  fpleen.     Ha   ha  ' 

n .     .1;i<>  Gjtard>  with  More/Jo 
p""-o''f"°'-V10rd,°'  1"'ta>,'»'  How  cane  he™ 

a 
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Mor.  Carry  me  away  quickly;  they  will  laugh  me 
out  of  my  little  wit. 

Roll.  No,  no,  do  not,  gentlemen ;  remember  your- 
felves. 

Grut.  We  wo'not  then. 

Per.  Morello !  Til  wait  upon  him  to  the  duke  my- 
felf. 

Mor.  What  wife  man  in  Italy  would  be  in  my  coat 
now  ?  [Exit. 

Roll.  I  was  coflive,  and  an  infidel ;  you  are  Chriilian 
coxcombs ;  and  fo,  while  I  fee  what  will  become  of  the 
mirth  that  is  gone  before,  I  leave  your  wife  ngniorfhips 
to  the  mercy  of  your  garters ;  which  is  a  fpeedy  way, 
after  a  little  time,  to  make  yourfelves  invifible  indeed. 
Pare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Dond.  Signior  Grutti,  we  are  gull'd. 

Grut.  I  always  thought  he  would  cheat  us.  What 
mall's  do  to  prevent  more  laughter  ? 

Ser.  I  am  refolv'd 1  mail  get  no  more  money  by 

him.  Gentlemen,  be  not  head-hung,  droop  not ;  'tis  in 
this  fconce  to  revenge  yourfelves^  and  it  may  be  recover 
your  crowns  too. 

Dond.  How,  pr'ythee? 

Ser.  My  matter— 

Dond.  Is  invifible,  we  know't  too  well, 

Ser.  What  will  you  give  me  if  I  difcover  him  to  your 
eyes  again,  nay  give  him  to  your  pofTeiTion  ? 

Dond.  This. 

Grut.  And  thrs---oh  quickly.  [Give  hi m  money. 

Ser.  Then  firft  know,  my  mailer  is  not  that  man  you 
took  him  for,  no  Akomaro  he,  but  Bonamico  the  de- 
cay'd  artift,  he  that  made  properties,  and  grew  poor  for 
want  of  piclures ;  who,  for  fear  of  his  creditors,  left 
his  dwelling,  and,  in  this  quaint  difguife,  fet  up  the 
trade  of  cozening  fuch  wife  gentlemen  as  you  are. 

Grut.  Dond.  Bonamico  ! 

Ser.  The  fame. 

Dond.   Oh  that  we  could  reach  him  again  ! 

Ser.  Follow  me  clofe,  and  I  will  bring  you  within  an 
hair's  breadth  of  his  falfe  beard  immediately. 

i  Grut, 
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Crat.  That  will  be  excellent. 

Dond.  Nimbly,  good  Mercury,  nimbly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Eugenia ,   Fidelia-,  Mardona,    Dcnella,  Katbarina , 

Cajjia^va. 

Fid.  Madam,  you  are  too  paflive  ;  if  you  be  dejected, 
what  muft  we,  whoie  hopes  and  blifles  depend  upon 
your  fortune  ? 

Don.  Oh  liberty,  liberty  !  Are  all  the  Roman  fpirits 
extinct  ?  Never  a  Brutus  in  nature  to  deliver  poor  kdics 
from  this  captivity? 

Caff.  Since  there  is  no  probability  of  our  enlargement, 
let's  be  merry,  and  defpife  our  fufferings,  laugh,  tell 
tales,  fmg,  dance,  any  thing  to  cozen  our' melancholy. 

Eug.  There  are  fome  thoughts,  that  flick  upon  my 
memory,  I  would  fain  difcharge. 

Kat.  Shall  we  try  our  lutes,  madam  r 

Eug.  And  voices,  if  you  pleafe. 

Don.  Yes,  you  may  try:  they  fay  mufick  built  the 
walls  of  Thebes ;  it  were  a  greater  miracle  if  you  could 
charm  thefe  to  fall.  I  fnall  never  endure  to  live  an 
anchorite  thus  ;  and,  if  it  were  not  for  the  happinefs 
that  I  do  fometimes  dream  of  a  man,  I  mould  leao  the 
battlement.  Now  would  I  give  all  my  jewels  for  the 
fight  of  a  pair  of  breeches,  tho'  there  were  nothing  in 
'em,  \$>ong. 

This  but  feeds  our  duilnefs.  Shall  we  dance,  madam, 
and  itir  ourfelves  ? 

Caff.  I  am  for  that  mufick:  we  fhall  grow-  to  the 
ground,  an'  we  ufe  no  more  activity. 

Eug.  With  all  my  heart. 

Den.  None  o1  your  dull  meafures ;  there's  no  fport 
but  in  your  country  rigarics  ;  a  nimble  dance  will  heat, 
•and  make  us  merry. 

[They  date* ;    witid  done,    a  bell  rings. 

Eug.  Hark,  the  bell. 

[Exit  Donella,  and  enters  again  with  a  letter* 

Don.  Some  news  from  the  duke  ; 
A  letter,  madam,  and  thefe  jev.  > 

Ei,e.  Ha  !  whence  --from  Florence?  [Reads. 

K  2  This 
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This  is  my  father's  praclife  :  I'll  perufe  the  paper. 

[Exit. 

Don.  I  have  an  excellent  hint,  ladies,  of  a  mirth 
Cannot  but  pleafe  the  princefs. 

Fid.  Whatis't? 

Don.  It  will  require  every  one's  endeavour: 
What  if  we  play  fome  pretty  comick  flory  ? 

Kat.  A  play  ? 

CaJJ.  Shall  we? 

Don.  We  !  do  not  diftrufr.  your  own  performance.  I 
ha'  known  men  ha'  been  infufficient,  but  women  can  play 
their  parts. 

Mar.  I  like  it ;  'twill  be  new. 

Don.  We  will  not  prefent  it  to  the  princefs, 
Put  engage  her  perfon  in  the  action; 
We  fhali  be  too  few  elfe  ;  fome  pretty  interlude, 
To  fquare  with  our  number d'ye  allow  it  ? 

All.  Willingly. 

Don.  Gome,  I'll  acquaint  you  with  a  plot  then  in- 
ftantly  :  refer  yourfelves  to  me  for  your  parts ;  we  can 
receive  no  difparagement,  our  fpe&ators  cannot  jeer  us ; 
for  we'll  fpeak  but  to  the  people  in  the  hangings,  and 
they  have  as  much  judgment  as  fome  men,  that  are  but 
clothes,  at  moil  but  .walking  pictures. 

Fid.  I  (hall  be  out. 

Cajf.  What  part  will  you  give  me  ?  PU  be  a  king. 

Kat.  Thou'lt  play  a  tyrant  bravely. 

Don.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  fit  you  all,  I  warrant  you. 

[ExatnK 
Enter  Dondolo  and  G  rut  it . 

Don.  Now  our  irrvifible  merchant  is  csg'd,  we  may 
redeem  our  opinion,  and  pafs  again  in  the  rank  of  de- 
creet courtiers. 

Grut.  I  think  now,  to  moll  of  the  beholders,  he  is  in- 
vifible  all  but  his  head,  for  he  has  but  a  fmall  grate  to 
look  out  at. 

Don.  He  fhall  gull  no  more  with  his  art,  I  warrant 
him. 

Grut.  Nay,  he  is  like  to  lie  by't ;  for  I  hear  fince,  all 

his 
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his  creditors,  like  fo  many  crows,  have  light  upon  him, 
and  they'll  leave  him  but  a  thin  carcafs. 

Don.  Let  'em  pick  out  his  eyes,  what  care  we. 

Grut.  He  fent  me  an  epiftle  to  take  pity  on  him. 

Don.  But,  1  hope,  thou  haft  more  wit  than  to  Ihew 
thyfelf  a  Chriftian  to  fuch  a  raical  as  he  is. 

Grut.  1  returned  him  my  court-compliment,  that  I 
was  forry  I  could  not  ferve  him  :  I  would  do  him  any 
office  that  ftretch'd  not  to  mini  own  prejudice  -,  that  we 
had  taken  order  with  his  keepers,  upon  payment  of  our 
films  difburft,  he  might  be  enlarged. 

Do/;.  Which  is  impoflibk. 

Enter  Bonamico  bra<ve* 
Pr'ythee,  let  me  fee  his  letter ;  in  what  fubmifnVe  lan- 
guage the  rogue  does  befeech  us — Moil  heroick 
mors,-- good— I  throw  myfelf  at  the  feet  of  your  mil 
for  to  your  juftice  I  beg  J  may  not  be  made  a  facrihee  —  - 
nay,  we'll  make  him  beg  e'er  we  ha'  done* 

Grut.  At  the  grate. 

Don.  I  confeis  X  ha'  done  you  wrong— -does  he  fc  \ 
it  fhall  not  ferve  the  tum---there  is  no  hope  I  mall  eve*- 

fatisfy  you^-~ all  thg  better,  lie  and-  rot if  I  be  known 

a  prifoner  to  my  creditors,  I  am  irrecoverably  loft  -, 
--oh,  companionate  amiferable  man,  who  othervvife  mult 
foon  forfeit  his  day -light,  and  die  in  a  dungeon.--- 1  la, 
ha,  haf 

Bon.  Save  you,  noble  figniors. 

Grut.  Ha! 

Don.  'Tis  he. 

Grut.  Did  he  not  die  in  prifon,  and  his  ghoft  haunts 
us,  brave  ?— '  lis  not  he. 

Bon.  When  this  eternal  fubftance  of  my  foul  did  live 
imprifon'd  in  my  wanton  flefh,  and  fo  forth---And  how 
d'ye  like  don  Andreo,  gentlemen  ?  poor  make  !  but  he 
has  caft  his  fkin,  and  recovered  a  new  coat  o'th'  deftinies 
ipinning.     The  bird  is  flown  again. 

Don.  How  the  devil  came  he  at  liberty  ? 

Grut.  And  thus  gallant  ? 

Bon.  The  Have  does  not  beg  of  your  heroick  fig- 
•Digrihips  a  court -compaftion  :  debts  muft  be  paid:  there 

K3  is 
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is  no  danger  of  the  grate,  as  the  cafe  goes,  nor  of  for- 
feiting his  day-light  in  a  dungeon,  if  I  miftake  not,  my 
illuftriqus  pair  of  wigeons,  my  ferene  fmooth-faced 
coxcombs,  whofe  brains  are  curdled  this  hot  weather. 
Will  you/.'  neat  worfhip  fell  your  cloak,  ha  ?  or  you 
that  Superfluous  double-hatch'd  rapier?  there  be  fums 
aa  nature  to  lend  you,  upon  Security  that  I  mall  like 
of. 

Don.  He  jeers  us. 

Grut.  Would  we  durft  beat  him. 

Bon.  You  fee  me  now,  gentlemen,  perfectly  ;  what 
if  I  mould  walk  before  you  without  a  body,  my  jiead 
.hanging  in  fche  air  like  a  comet  ? 

Enter  Rolliarao. 

Grut.  Would  thou  wer't  hang'd  any  way. 

Don,  Here's  Rolliardo  too. 
Let's  be  gone. 

Bon.  Or  mail  I  appoint  you  a  day  when  I  will  be  in- 
visible all  but  my  hand  ? 

Don.  No,  I  thank  you,  fir ;  we  have  fome  bufinefs 
at  this  prefent, 

Grut.  Let's  to  the  prifon,   and  know  the  wonder 
better  : 
Noble  fignior — — 

Bon.  For  your  crowns--- 

Don.  We  are  glad  we  had  'em  for  you :  dear  fignior, 
talk  no  more  on  'em.  [Exeunt, 

Ben.  Farewell  phantafma's  then- -ha  !  'tis  he,  fir! 

Roll.  Keep  your  way. 

Be /i.  You  do  not  know  me  : 
I  ha'  brought  a  life,  which  by  your  means 
Has  been  prefenrd  from  wretchednefs ;   your  bounty 
Deferves  you  fhould  difpofe  it. 

Roll.  What  are  you  ? 

Bon.  I  was  the  object  of  a  charity 
We  feldom  meet  in  mankind ;  from  a  prifon 
You  fent  a  fum  to  free  me. 

Roll.  Pr'ythee,  friend,  if  thou'fl  receiv'd  a  benefit* 
go  home,  and  fay  thy  prayers : 1  would  forget  it. 

Bq?:.  'Mong  many  whom  your  noblenefs  enlarg'd,  - 
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I  came  to  make  you  tender  of  my  fervice : 
Defpife  not,  fir,  my  gratitude. 

Roll.  D'ye  mock  me  ? 

Ben.  May  my  foul  want  heaven's  mercy  then:   to 
you, 
Next  my  creator,  I  do^owe  this  my  being  : 
I  have  a  foul  is  full  of  thanks  ;  but  name 
Employment  to  aiTure  you,  and  you  make  me  twice 
happy. 

Roll.  I  ha'  nothing  to  fay  to  you. 

Bon.  Then  I  ha1  fomething  to  fay  to  you. 

Rol.  How? 

Bon.  And  you  mail  hear  it  too,  and  give  me  thanks  j 
Y\ive  fow'd  your  chanty  in  a  fruitful  ground, 
Which  fhall  return  it  tenfold,  nay  one  hundred. 
What  you  have  done  for  me,  you  fhall  acknowledge 
I  will  deferve  to  th'  height. 

Rcl.  Th'art  liberal  in  language. 

Ben.  I'll  be  active off  with  this  fallen  face. 

It  fcurvily  becomes  you,  d'ye  hear  ? 

I  ftudy'd  for  you  fmce  you  paid  my  debts  : 

I'll  do  you  a  courtefy,  and  lave  your  life, 

Which  your  attempt  upon  the  princefs  has 

Left  defperate  :  a  happy  fancy,  fir, 

If  heaven  will  pleafe  to  profper  it,  and  you 

Not  be  your  own  enemy  to  refufe  it. 

Rol.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  what  mean'fl  ? 

Bon.  Nay  you  fhall  laugh,  and  heartily,  e'er  I  ha* 
done  wi'ye. 
The  duke  does  love  his  daughter,  fends  her  all 
Rarities  are  prefented  to  him. 

RoL  His  foul's  not  dearer  to  him what  of  that  ? 

Bon.  Why  then  you  fhall  be  admitted  into  the  caftle 
of  comfort,  that's  all :  the  conceit  is  in  my  brain  ;  and 
would  you  could  as  probably  get  her  confent  to  untie  her 
virgin-zone,  as  I  difpofe  your  accefs  to  her :  it  fhall  not 
coft  you  much ;  if  I  fail,  inflead  of  faying  of  my  pray- 
ers, I'll  curfe  the  deftinies,  and  die  with  you. 

Rol.  D'ye  hear,  I  ha'  beftow'd  three  hundred  crowns 
already  to  let  your  heels  at  liberty  ;  if  you  do  mock  me, 
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it  fhall  coil  me  five  hundred  but  Til  ha'  you  clapt  up 
again,  where  you  fhall  howl  all  day  at  the  grate  for  & 
meal  at  night  from  the  bafket. 

Bon.  Are  you  in  earneit  now  ? 

RoL  Yes. 

Bon.  By  all  that  you  have  threaten'd,  fo  am  I :  havi 
bat  the  patience  to  walk  and  hear  me. 

RoL  Can  thy  art  procure  this  ? 

Bon.  My  art !  why,  look  you,  I  made  this  watch.  Til 
beftow  it  on  you. 

Ro/.  What  to  do  ?  to  reckon  the  hours  I  have  to 
live. 

Bon.  It  ma'not  cofl  me  fo  much  trouble  as  that  toy 
did,  to  make  you  matter  of  your  wifhes  itill,  if  heaven 
profper  it.  Come,,  let's  talk  privately,  you  mail  ha' 
the  plot. 

He  that  doth  many  good  deeds,  it  may  fall, 
Among  the  reft,  one  may  reward  them  all. 
I  long  to  be  difcourhng  it ;  pray  lead  the  way, 

Ro/.  Provide,  again,  you  mock  me  not come  on^ 

fir. 

6QQ9QQ3OQ£QQPO03Q6QO,iSOQ 

A&.  IV.     Seen,    i# 

Enter  Dcndolo  and  Gruttu 

Dcnd.  "Yy  Olliardo  pay  his  debts  ?  fure,  the  fellow  that 
X\^  never  faw  much  money  in's  life,  now,  by 
the  duke  made  mailer  of  fo  many  fums,  is  grown  mad 
with  'em. 

Grut.  Many  other  he  hath  difcharg'd,  they  fay. 

Bond.  He'll  undo  the  exchequer  an1  he  hold  on ;  he 
/hall  be  chronicled  for't. 

Grut.  He  has  fome  caufe  to  imagine  himfelf  fhort- 
liv'd,  and  that  makes  him  fo  defperately  charitable  to- 
ward his  end.     Signior  Perenotto  ! 
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Enter  Perenotto. 

Per.  Dondolo  andGrutti,  news,  news  for  ye. 

Den.  What,  we  befeech  you  ? 

Per.  You  have  loft  the  beft  mirth  in  Italy  in  ycur 
ab fence ;  your  companion  Morello 

Don.  Was  carried  to  the  duke  in  a  petticoat,  in  which 
he  attempted  a  paiTage  to  the  fequeiWd  ladies.  What's 
the  iffue  r 

Per.  Mirth  in  abundance. 

Grut.  How  came  he  ofF  ? 

Per.  Nay,  'tis  on  flill :  the  duke,  to  make  hirnfelf 
fport,  would  call  a  council,  before  whom  the  poor  fig- 
nior  mult  be  arraign1  d  :  not  to  hold  you  in  fufpence, 
the  bufinefs  was  merrily  difcufs'd,  and  the  pitiful,  pro- 
jector was  jiidg'd — -■ 

Den.  How,  how? 

Per.  To  wear  the  petticoat  for  a  month  :  if  he  ap- 
pear without  it,  during  the  term,  he  incurs  his  perpetual- 
exile  from  court. 

Don,  Grut.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Per.  You  may  imagine  with  what  variety  of  lamenta- 
ble faces  the  courtier  heard  his  unexpected  fentence  ; 
fome  would'  have  pleaded  for  him,  but  for  laughter, 
which  continued  fo  long  and  fo  high,  that  he  had  time 
to  collect  his  fcatter'd  fenfes ;  and  inilead  of  iwooning, 
which  was  expected-,  he  grew  fortify'd,  and  moil  hum- 
bly befought  the  duke,  fmce  his  fencence  had  palt  fo  de- 
finitive, he  would  be  fo  merciful  to  admit  him  that  courfe 
of  a  moon  to  be  his  jeller  ;  that  fmce  lie  could  not  ihake 
off  the  foer-s-cbar,  that  he  might  have  that  favourable 
pretence  to  keep  it  on. 
Grut.  Very  good— - 

Per.  'Twas  eafily  •  granted  ;  but  ever  finer    to   the 
auonimm.ent  of  the  hearers,  he  is  grown  fo  jocui.-.' 
airy,  nay  as  if  he  had  been  born  with  a  long  in's  1 
he  talks  everlaiting  ballad';  no  man'  laughs  at  him,  but 
he  lames  him  in  mime  worie  than  a  iatyr  i  ihi  duke 
privileged  his  mirth,   made  him  fool -free,   and  now  he 
plays  the  tyrant — He's  here  already  ! 

iv  5  I'.    < 
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Enter  Mtrilh  like- a  jeji 
Mcr.  O  yes,  G  yes,  O  jfej 
If  there  be  any  one  in  city  or  in  town, 
*Can  fhew  me  a  wile  man,  I'll  pleafe  him  for  his  pains. 
Per.  Difgrace.has  made  him  witty. 
Dcxd.  What  will  i  you  fay  to  him,  will  fhew  you   a 
V-fe  man  r 

Mcr.  Marry,   if  he  go  far,  he  is  not  fo  wife  as  he 
mould  be.     Dondolo,  Grutti  !  old  acquaintance,   he 
is't  ?  how  is't  ? 

Grtit .  The  cafe  is  alter'd  with  you. 
Mcr.  It.  does  appear  fo,  but  nothing  can   make  me 
(  proud,  I'll  know  my  fellows. 

Per.  How  do  you  mean,  MoreHo  ? 
for.  Your  lordihip  may  make  one  at  foot  ball. 
'Tis  all  the  fport  now  a-days.  < 

What  other  is  the  world  than  a  ball, 
Which  we  run  after  with  hoop  and  with  hollow  i 
He  that  doth  catch  it  is  fure  of  a  fall, 
His  heels  trip'd  up  by  hrm  that  doth  follow. 
Dovd.  Do  not  women  play  too  ? 
Grut.  They  are  too  light,  quickly  down. 
;;-,  O  yes,  they  are  the  beft  gamefters  of  all, 
( r  tho'  they  often  lie  on  the  ground, 
.Not  one  amongft  a  hundred  will  fall, 
But  under  her  coats  the  ball  will  be  found. 
With  a  fading. 
But  wc  be  three  of  old,  without  exception  to  your  lord- 
ihip, only  with  this  difference,  I  am  the  wifeil  fool;  far 
you-  play  the  fool  in  your  old  cloaths,  and  I  have  a  new 
coat  on. 

Per.  Does  it  not  become  him  ? 
Dcrd.  Rarely  well,  do  you  ever  mean  to  refign  it  ? 
Cut.  'Twere  pity  but  he- fhould  have  a  patent  fiw'tl 
So  him  and  his  posterity. 

Mcr.  Hark  you,  gentlemen,  d'ye  hear  the  news  ? 
Dond.  N  ews  !  what  news  ? 

Mcr.  Do  you  not  hear  on't  yet  ?  'why  ?li=  in  a  ballad 
already. 
Grut.  And  thou  can' ft  fijig  it, 

Man 
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Mor.  'Twas  well  guefs'd,  and  I  can  but  hit  o'th* 

tune. 

There  was  an  in<vifible  fox  by  chance, 

Did  meet  with  two  invifeble  geefe, 
He  led  ">e?n  a  fine  inwfible  dance, 

For  a  hundred  crowns  a -piece. 
7n<bifible  all  but  his  hand  he  would  go, 

*  But  when  it  came  to  be  trfd, 
Not  only  his  hand  which  was  left  he  did  Jhow, 

But  a  fair  pair  of  heels  bejide. 
Invifeble  fence  their  wits  have  been, 

But  yet  there  is  hope  of  either , 
Their  wit  and  their  crowns  may  return  again, 

Invifeble  altogether,  [Exit.* 

Grut.  And  he  continue  thus  but  a  moon,  he'll  make 
the  court  mad. 

Per.  Oh  *twili  be  excellent,  fince  it  is  not  fafe  for  a 
-wife  man  to  fpeak  truth,  'twere  pity  fools  fhould  lofe 
their  privilege.-— The  duke. 

Enter  Duke,  Fuhio  and  Courtiers* 

Ful.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Whatis't? 

Ful.  Here's  an  important  fuitor  calls  himfelf 
An  artift,  humbly  craves  admittance  with 
A  prefent  which  he'd  tender  to  your  acceptance, 
Arid  if  my  judgment  err  not,  a  mofl  pleafmg  one. 

Duke.  Let  us  fee  him  and  his  prefent, 
•  It  will  reward  my  daughter's  patience, 

Love  and  obedience: All  the  rarities 

Ten  kingdoms  yield,  (hall  not  be  thought  too  wtighty, 
That  (he  may  (hift  each  folitary  hour 
With  a  frefh'objeft. 

Enter  Bonatnict*     A  cage  difeover' 

Do:d.  Bonamico  ! 

Grut.  "Tis  he. 

Duke.  By  my  love  to  goodnefs, 
It  is  a  matter  -piece,  'twill  feed  the  eye 
With  plenty  of  delight. 
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Bon.  I  am  as  jocund  fince  I  am  admitted,  I  talk  as  glib 
Methinks,   as  he  that  farms  the  monuments. 

Duke.  Is't  not,  firs  ? 

Per.  My  lord,  I  have  not  feen  fo  much  delight 
In  any  piece  thefe  feven  years. 

Duke .  Where's  the  mailer  of  this  work  ? 

Bon.  My  lord, 
I  am  the  (jonftable,  that  put  all  thefe  in  the  cage,  and 
you  may  call  it  a  point  of  injuftice,  for  they  never  kept 
late  hours :  tho'  they  all  wear  feathers,  there's  not  a 
roarer  amongft  'em,  and  yet,  were  they  fufter'd,  they'd 
fly  high,  for  fome  of  'em  are  very  lofty-minded. 

Duke.  A  pleafant  fellow  too. 

Bon.  Oh,  my  lord,  we  are  all  born  in  our  degrees  to 
make  one  another  merry:  the  birds  make  me  merry,  I 
make  my  wife  merry,  the  fool  makes  your  courtiers 
merry,  and  the  courtiers  make  your  grace  merry. 

Duke.  And  whom  do  I  make  merry  ? 

Ben.  The  whole  common-wealth,  if  you  govern 
handfomely. 

Duke.  There's  fait  in's  mirth  :       ■ 
I'll  have  this  fellow  wait  i'the  court. 

Bon.  I  (hall  be  kick'd  out  by  the  pages. 

Duke.  Whyfo? 

Bon.  Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter. 

Duke.  A  conceited  thing: 
We  lack  the  humouriit  Rolliardo  here. 

Dond.  We  faw  him  in  the  court  e'er  while,  my  lord. 

Duke.  This  humour  wrould  have  been  a  gad-fly  to  him* 
And  flung  him  to  the  quick. 

Bon.  Not  altogether  {o9  duke. 

Grut.  Fellow,  what  bird  is  that  ? 

Bon.  Fellow! — cry  mercy,  I  do  forget  you,  fellow, 
I'll  tell  thee :  d'ye  not  know  him  ?  'tis  an  Arabian  wood- 
cock, the  fame  that  carry'd  a  bunch  of  grapes  in  Ja- 
nuary Lift  to  Bethiem  Gabor. 

Dond.  And  what  call  you  this  ? 

Bon.  This  was  the  duke  of  Venice  his  own  bulfinch, 
and  taken  by  the  Turks. 

Duke.  By  the  lurk:  fay'ft  thou  ?  he  droops  indeed. 
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Bon.  Since  his  captivity  the  wretch  endur'd 
Much  mifery  by  the  infidel,  it  had  nothing 
But  bread  and  water  for  three  months. 

Ful.  A  fhrewd  calamity. 

Duke.  I  do  affect  this  fellow's  prate. 

Per.  What's  this? 

Bon.  This  is  the  blackbird  which  was  hatcht  that  day 
Gondamore  died,  and  which  was  ominous, 
About  that  time  Spinola's  thruih  forfook  him. 

Per.  Was  this  he  I 

Bon.  Yes. 

Duke.  And  what  was  this  ? 

Bon.  This  was  the  pigeon  was  fo  fhrewdly  handled 
For  carrying  letters  at  the  fiege  of  Bergen. 

Per.  Alas,  pretty  bird 

Bon.  This,  a  wagtail  of  the  city,  which  a  filk-maa 
So  dearly  lov'd,  he  called  it  wife,,  but  could  no: 
(Tho'  in  much  jealoufy  he  had  cag'd  her    / 
Keep  her  from  flying  out.     This  was  a  rail, 
Ered  up  by  a  zealous  brother  in  Amfferdam* 
Which  being  fent  unto  an  Englifh  lady, 
Was  ta'en  at  fea  by  Dunkirkers.— Name  but  Rome, 
And  flraight  {he  gapes  as  fhe  would  eat  the  pope  ; 
A  bird  to  be  made  much  on :  fhe  and  the  horie 
That  fnorts  at  Spain,  by  an  inftinct  of  nature, 
Should  ha1  fhewn  tricks  together.     I  could  run  over— 
But  your  gracious  pardon. 

Duke.  How,  our  pardon  ? 

Bon.  I'm  now  another  man,  and  know  my  diilance. 

Duke.  This  man  is  good  at  all. 

Bon.  My  buffoon  face  is  off,  I  did  but  fhew 
The  impudent  condition  of  a  mountebank, 
That  lets  off  bafe  toys  with  miraculous  lies. 
Thus  far  I'll  boaft  :  they  are  the  only  choice 
Italy,  and  other  parts  of  Europe  yield 
For  the  work ;  if  it  prove  fo  fortunate 
To  receive  grace  from  your  divine  acceptance, 
The  workmanfhip  (fo  duty  fuffer  not) 

I  freely  tender 

Duke.  No,  that  were  to  quench 

The 
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The  fire  in  all  defervers--- Fulvio. 

Tul.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Pay  the  coft  double,  Pll  fend  it  to  my  daughter. 

Bon.  It  takes  as  art  could  wiih  it.  [J/ide* 

Duke.  I  know  it  is  a  prefent,  the  fweet  foul 
Will  raife  much  joy  in.— Signior  Perenotto--- 

Per.  My  lord. 

Bon.  There  are  two  birds  I  ha'  not  nam'd. 

Dond.  What  are  they  ? 

Bon.  A  pair  of  gulls,  which  you  may  mare  between 
you. 

Per.  It  (hall,  my  lord. 

Duke.  If  Florence  now  keep  touch,  we  fhortly  (hall 
Conclude  all  fear  with  a  glad  nuptial.  \Jtxtunt\ 

Enter   Eugenia,    Fidelia,  Mo.rdona,  Dcnella,  Cajfi   Ka- 

tharinc. . 

Don.  You  like  this  fiery  belt  then  ? 

Pug.  That  of  Jupiter  and  Danae  comes  near  our 
own. 

Don.  Be  it  fo,  we  are  all  perfect  in  the  plot,  I  think „ 

Bug.  You  fhall  difpofe  the  reft. 

Don.  You  will  rot  be  ambitious  then,  and  quarrel 
about  the  parts,  like  your  fpruce  actor,  that  will  not 
play  out  of  the 'belt  eioaths,  and  the  fine  young  prince,. 
who  if  he  right,  'tis  hx  to  four  he  kills  all,  and  gets  the 
lady. 

Fid.  We  are  conftant,  you  fhall  appoint  'em. 

Don.  Then,  madam,  without  ceremony^you  fhall  play  • 
Danae,  that  is  fhut  up  in  the  brazen  tower. 

Eug.  Well.  I'm  contented,  "twill  fuit  with  my  prefent 
fortune. 

Don.  I  need  not  to  inftruct.  you  in  the  character:  you 
fhall  be  the  king  Acrifius,  her  father ;  a  jealous,  harih,. 
crabbed  man,  who  in  fear  of  the  oracle,  commands  her 
to  be  thus  enclos'd. 

Mar.  So  : — I'll  fit  you  for  a  vinegar  king. 
Don.  No  matter  for  properties- -- 
We'll  imagine,  madam,  you  have  a  beard. 
lid.  What  fhall  I  plaj  I 

Don, 
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Don.  You  muft  be  ladies,  whom  the  king  leaves  to 
keep  her  company;  entertain  what  humour  you  pleafe. 

Caf.  and  Kat.  This  is  our  own  parts  indeed. 

Don,  You  will  play  it  the  more  natural,  and  let  me 
alone  to  play  the  thunderer,  I'll  wanton  Jove  it :—  now 
whet  your  inventions  and  about  itr  imagine  our  fcene  ex- 
prefsM,  and  the  New-prifon,  the  title  advanc'd  in  form. 

Etig.  The  New-priibn  !~why  ? 

Don.  O  'tis  an  excellent  name,  where  fpe&ators  throng 
^together,    as  ours  do  me  thinks  in  the  arras  already  :  the 
mufick  have  their  part,  difpofe  yourfelves  for  your  en- 
trances, while  I  fpeak  the  prologue  to  our  mix'd  au- 
dience of  filk  and  cruel  gentlemen  in  the- hangings. 

Hem. 

Kat.  Let  it  be  a  confident  prologue  howfcever. 

[Mufick, 

Don.  Y'are  welcome  to  New-prifon:  we  have  itilL 
w  Our  ancient  keeper,  and  we  fear  he  will 
Speak  in  his  old  key  too  :  but  do  not  look  for 
Choice  diet,  for  alas,  we  play  the  cook  for 
All  you  are  like  to  feed  on  ;  let  your  palate 
Expect  at  moft  then  but  a  root  or  fallad 
Pick'd  from  the  prifon  garden.    We  know  you  arc 
Judicious  hangings,  and  well  feen  j  nor  dare 
'We  lift  you  up  (too  bold)  left  we  incenfe 
Your  green  and  fpreading  wits  with  impudence, 
As  I  began,  let  me  conclude  in  rhyme  : 
..  Hang  Hill,  you  learned  criticks  of  the  time, 

Now  Danae  and  the  ladies. 

Eug.  Was  ever  father  to  his  child 
So  unkind  ?  it  makes  me  wild. 
When  to  beguile  a  tedious  hour, 
Prom  the  top  of  this  high  tower, 
I  fee  every  other  creature, 
Enjoy  a  liberty  by  nature. 
Can  the  friver  running  fountains, 
And  the  cloud-afpiring  mountains, 
Every  grove  and  flowry  field, 
But  a  new  affliction  yield  ? 
•  Dan.  This  is  excellent,  flic  Lis  p!ay\l  die  part  before. 

Cpf. 
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Caf,  Wafte  not  yourfelf  in  woeful  plaint,. 
Sorrow  will  not  help  reitraint. 
Think,  madam,  all  is  but  a  dream, 

That  we  are  in— Now  I  am  out beam,  creanv 

Help  me  Katarina,  I  can  make  no  fenfe  rhime  to't. 

Dg?t.  Cream  is  as  good  a  rhyme  as  your  mouth  can- 
wifh;  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Caf.  Does  not  the  arras  laugh  at  me  ?   it  makes  me- 
thinks. 

Kat.  It  cannot  chufe,  there's  one  behind  does  tickla 
it. 

Eug.  A  dream  !  Alas,  'tis  no  relief 
For  us  to  flatter  fo  much  grief ! 
Fancy  wants  power  to  delight, 
Or  if  we  could  think  it  might,. 
Such  a  dream  fo  fad  would  make  us, 
That  it  could  not  chufe  but  wake  us. 

Don.  My  lady  has  help'd  her  pretty  well  out  of  he* 
dream. 

Kat.  The  fun  with  glitt'ring  golden  rays,. 
May  appear  one  of  thefe  days. 
You  know  always  after  winter, 
Comes  the  fpring  and  pleafant  fummer. 

Don.  Winter  and  fummer  !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Winter  and  fummer!  by  my  faith  that's  we1], 
there's  but  half  a  year  between  :  there  be  fome  call 
themfelves  poets,  make  their  rhymes  flraddle  fo  wide,  a. 
twelve  month  will  hardly  reconcile  'em,  and  I  hope,  a> 
lady  may  ilraddle  a  little  by  poetical  licence. 

Caf.  Madam,  your  father,  king  Acrifius. 

Mard.  Muft  I  enter  already  ?--hum. 

Eug.  This  is  his  hour  to  vifit  us. 

Mard.  How  fares  our  daughter  ? 

Ccf.   What  voice  is  that  ? 

Den.  The  king  fpeaks  thro'  a  trunk. 

Ma/d.  How  is't  heroick  birth?  what  dulnefs,  cold 
As  Saturn's,  dwells  on  thy  forehead  ?  be  bold 
To  give  thy  grief  a  tongue ;  inftrucl,  child, 
My  paternal  nature,  left  I  grow  wild 
As  the  rude  north  :—  thought  of  thee  makes  my  hairs 
Silver,  my  blood  is  curdled  with  my  cares,  Don^ 
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Don.  Moft  high  and  mighty  nonfenfe  !  fure  the  king 
feas  fwallow'd  pills,  and  his  ftomach  not  able  to  digelt 
'em,  does  vomit  'em  up  again. 

Mard.  Is  thy  organ  dumb, 
Or  am  I  grown  cheap  in  majefly  ?  trivial  fool, 
Shall  I  reap  crabb'd  thirties  in  neglect  for  rich  love  ?    ' 

Caf.  Crabbed  language  I  am  fure. 

Don.  Sure  my  lady  does  not  underfland  him  ? 

Ejdg.  If  my  brow  fo  fad  appear > 
My  fortune's  livery  I  wear. 

Mar.  Weep  no  more,  thy  eyes  pave  the  ground  with 
pearl. 
My  power  is  rais'd,  my  crown  thy  tribute,  girl, 
Here  is  nothing  to  Want. 

Eug.  Nothing  to  want  indeed  ?  to  be 
A  prifoner  fpeaks  all  mifery. 

Mar.  Curfe  not    thy  foft  liars,    but  take  thy  fair' 
blifs 
With  comfort :  free  from  loud  noife  and  fear  is 
Thy  gaudy  ftation.     When  I  have  unfkrew'd 
Myitical  oracles,  which  not  underftood, 
Do  perplex  with  involv'd  fenfe,---I  Inall  then 
Enlarge  thy  perfon,  Danae  ;  till  when, 
If  aught  elfe  do  clog  thy  thoughts  with  unkind 
Thoughts,  unload  the  dark  burthen  of  thy  mind. 
Pronounce  thy  grief  aloud,  my  amorous  darling, 
And  I  will— 

Caf.  Let  him  chufe  his  rhyme,  I  befeech  you,  ma* 
dam. 

Mar.  Uh,  uh— cold  phlegm  obftru&s  my  language- 
barling,  carling. 

Don.  Ha,  ha,  'tis  time  to  make  an  end, 
He  was  almofl  choak'd  with  his  own  phrafe. 

Mard.  And  you  get  me  to  play  an  old  man  again.  —  - 

Don.  We'll  have  a  young  one  for  thee,  twenty -one 
and  a  coat,  is  a  double  game  :— my  turn  comes  next- 

Eug.  He's  gone,  and  leaveth  us  behind 
To  tell  our  pafiions  to  the  wind. 
Ha  !  what  o'thTuddain  doth  furprize 

MX 


234  Yhe  Bird  in  a  Cag?. 

My  active  motion  ?  On  my  eyes 
Whiic  dark  and  heavy  cloud  doth  fit 
To  perfuade  me  it  is  night  ? 
It  is  Tome  charm,  I  cannot  keep 
Thefe  windows  open,  I  mufi  deep. 
Enter  Jupiter. 

Cof.  This  was  well  paflionated,  now  comes  Jupiter,. 
to  take  my  lady  napping  ;  we'll  fleep  too,  let  the  warr- 
ton  have  her  fwing,  would  fhe  were   a  man  for   herj 
fake.  .  •    i 

Jup.  Let  the  miifick  of  the  fphere.% 
Captivate  thefe  mortal  ears ; 
While  Jove  defcends  into  this  tower, 
In  a  golden  breaming  fhower. 
To  difguife  him  from  the  eye 
Of  Juno,  who  is  apt  to  pry 
Into  my  pleafures,  I  to-day 
Have  bid  Ganymed  go  to  play? 
And  thus  ilole  from  heaven  to  be 
Welcome  on  earth  to  Danae. 
And  fee  where  the  princely  maid, 
On  her  eafy  couch  is  laid, 
Fairer  than  the  queen  of  loves, 
Drawn  about  with  milky  doves. 
To  thee  let  Paphian  altars  fmoak> 
Priefls  thy  better  name  invoke. 
When  Hymen  lights  his  holy  fires, 
Thou  that  eanft  infufe  defires 
In  the  gods,  from  thy  lip 
Let  Jove  heavenly  nectar  Up. 
And  tranflate,  by  kifling  thee, 
Into  thy  brt-aft  his  deity. 
But  I  rob  myfelf  of  treafure, 
This  is  but  the  gate  of  pleafure : 
To  dwell  here,  it  were  a  fm, 
When  Elyfium  is  within. 
Leave  off  then  thefe  flattering  kifles, 
To  rifle  other  greater  blifles.  [Bell  within* 

Eug.  The  bell— news  from  my  father. 
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C*f.  Then  your  play  is  interrupted,  Jove-— Madam 

flw  Befhrew  the  bell-man,and  you  had  not  wak  d  as 
you  did,  madam,  I  mould  ha1  forgot  myfelf,  andplay'd 
Jupiter  indeed  with  you  ;  my  imaginations  were  itrong 
upon  me,   and  you  lay  fweetly— how  now  ? 

Caf.  A  prefent,  madam,  from  the  duke:  one  ot  the 
fineft  pieces^  of  pageantry  that  e'er  you  faw:  'tis  a  cage 
with  variety  of  birds  in  it :  it  moves  on  wheels :  your 
afliftance,  ladies,  to  bring  it  in. 

-  Eug.  A  cage~if  from  Florence,  it  (hall  to  the  nre, 
Or  whencefoe'er:  it  cannot  be  intended 
But  as  mockery  of  my  reftraint. 

I'm  very  fad  o'th'  fuddain :  ha  !  'tis  fo  : 
Break  it  to  pieces. 

Don.  'Twere  pity,  madam,  to  deftroy  fo  much  art. 
Eug.  Yet  fpare  the  workmanfliip,  in  the  peruial 
There's  fomething  pleads  for  mercy  :--I  feel  withia 

Some  alteration,  I  know  not  what ; 

Let  me  intreat  your  abfence  for  fome  minutes, 

I  am  in  earneft,  pray  do  without  reply. 

Your  eyes  fnall  feed  with  plenteous  faosfaction 

On  this  gay  objed,  when  I  call  you. 
Lad.  We  obey  you. 

v  Eug.  Yet  can't  I  fay  I  am  alone,  that  have 

So  many  partners  in  captivity. 

Sweet  fellow  prifoners,  'twas  a  cruel  art, 

The  nrft  invention  to  reftrain  the  wing,     _ 

To  keep  th' inhabitants  o'th'  air  clofe  captive, 

That  were  created  to  fky  freedom  :  furely 

The  mercilefs  creditor  took  his  nrft  light, 

And  prifons  their  firft  models,  from  fuch  bird-loops. 

I  know  yon  nightingale  is  not  long  liv'd. 

See  how  that  turtle  mourns,  wanting  her  mate  . 

.  And  doth  the  duke,  my  father,  think  I  can 

Take  comfort  either  in  reftraint,  or  in 

.The  fight  of  thefe  that  every  moment  do 

Prefent  it  to  me?  were  thefe  tendered  me  I 

They 
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They  fhall  no  more  be  prifoners  to  pleafe  me, 
Nor  fhall  the  woods  be  rcbb'd  of  fo  much  mufic. 
[She  opens  the  cage,  and  Rolliardo  comes  from  the  fillar\ 
RoL  I  take  you  at  your  word,  fair  princefs, 
lamthetrueitprifoner,  tremble  not,. 
Fear  flies  the  noble  mind,  for  injury  dares  not  come  near, 
Eug.  Sir,  what  are  you? 
RoL  The  humbleft.  of  your  fervants. 
Eug.  You  are  not  mine,  for  in  this  bold  attempt 
You  have  undone  me. 
RoL  You  fee  I  keep  at  diftance. 
Eug.  Y'are  too  near,  I  will  difcover  you,  tho* 
I  fallmyfelf  by  your  prefumption. 
RoL  Hold,  be  counfelTd  rather 
But  to  calm  filence  for  a  pair  of  minutes, 
.  And  none  fhall  perifn  :  you  fhall  fave  him  too 
That  would  for  your  fake  lofe  himfelf  for  ever. 

Eug.  For  my  fake  ?  what  relation  has  my  birth 
Or  any  paffton  I  call  mine,  to  you  ? 

RoL  Nor  doom  me  unto  fcorn  ;  I  am  a  gentleman  ;. 
And  when  my  inimitable  refolution 
In  thofe  attempts  whofe  very  found  breeds  earthquakes 
In  other  hearers,  fhall  your  knowledge  fill 
With  wonder  and  amaze ;  you  will  at  leaf* 
Think  I  fall  too  low,  if  I  love  beneath  you. 
Eug.  Ha  ?  this  is  a  flrange  accident. 
RoL  Was  it  Ids' 
Than  death,  dear  princefs,  to  adventure  hither  I 
Eug.  It  will  be  death  however. 
RoL  Y'are  deceiv'd,  lady. 
Eug.  How  I  am  perplex'd  ! 
RoL  It  had  been  death; 
Your  fight  gives  me  a  leafe  of  longer  life, 
My  head  Hands  fait, 

Eug.  He  fpeaks  all   myftery,  I  flia'not  get  him  off* 
I  fear,  without  forne  llain. 

RoL  The  truth  is,  princefs,  if  you  now  difcover  me* 
(Tbo'  I  made  nice  at  firfl  to  put  jour  fright  by) 
You  cannot  harm  me  much,  I  ha'  done  my  tafk. 
Do.  you  fe.ar  me  ftill  ?  why  is  there  fuch  a  fpace 

Betwijt 
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Betwixt  us,  lady? Can  you  keep  that  man 

At  To  unkind  a  diftance,  that  for  your  lake 
Eias  in  his  undertaking  fwallow'd  danger, 
Robb'd  death  of  all  his  fears  ? 

Eug.  For  my  fake? 

RoL  Yours fair  princefs,  dare  you  fo  far  truft  m£ 

vet,  ^ 
To  let  me  kifs  your  hand  ? 

Eug,  Audacious ! fir, 

I  (hall  grow  lo\vd,  if  you  forget  your  diftance 

Nor  that  you  may  hold  long 

I'm  ftudying  how  I  mould  be  rid  of  him  without  their 
Knowledge  :  yet  that's  dangerous  too,  and  might 
.Shew  guilt  in  met  for  he  will  boaft  on't. 

Rot.  Such  was  the  duke,  your  gracious  father's  care,' 
He  would  put  confidence  in  none  about  him, 
But  fa w  me  brought  himfelf. 

Eug.  This  is  a  fine  paradox. 

RoL  Which  mull  be  to  high  purpofe :  come,  be  wife, 
And  keep  me  while  you  have  me,  'tis  but  reaping 
This  fruitlefs  harveft,  from  my  cheek  and  chin, 
And  you  can  form  the  reft.     Y'are  young  and  beautiful, 
Lofe  not  the  bleiling  of  your  youth,  fweet  princefs, 
fair  opportunity  waits  upou  your  pleafure, 
You  want  but  the  firft  knowledge  of  your  joy. 
Your  blood  is  ripe  ;  come,  I  am  confident 
Your  will  is  but  controul'd  by  upftart  fears, 
Like  advanced  beggers,  that  will  cheek  their  princes. 
My  fafeft  way  is  yours  now  to  conceal  me, 
It  may  be  thought  1  have  injoy'd  you  elfe; 
ill  cenfure  foon  takes  fire,  nay  perhaps, 
To  be  reveng'd  of  your  item  cruelty,  * 

Til  iwear  myfelf,  I  have  poffefs'd  you  freely. 
Play  your  game  wifely  then,  your  honour  lies 
Full  at  my  mercy  ;  come,  'tis  in  your  love, 
To  lead  me  to  a  fecret  couch. 

Eug.  Bold  villain, 
For  thefe  uncivil,  moll  unhallowed  words, 
I'll  die,  but  I'll  undo  thee. 

Rc\ 
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Rol.  Stay,,  and  let  me  circle  in  mine  arms 
All  happinefs  at  once;  I  have  not  foui 
Enough  to  appehend  my  joy,  it  fpreads 
Too  mighty  lor  me.  —  Know,  excellent  Eugenia, 
I  am  the  prince  of  Florence,  that  owe  heaven 
More  for  thy  virtues,  than  his  own  creation. 
I  was  born  with  guilt  enough  to  cancel 
My  flrfl  purity;  but  fo  chafte  a  love 
As  thine,  will  fo  refine  my  fecond  being, 
When  holy  marriage  frames  us  in  one  piece, 
Angels  will  envy  me. 

£ug.  Ha,  the  prince  of  Florence? 

Rol.  I  ha1  made  no  travail  for  fo  rich  a  blefling, 
Turn  me  to  pilgrimage,  divineft  beauty, 
And  when  I  ha'  put  a  girdle  'bout  the  world, 
This  purchai e:  will  reward  me. 

Eug.  Purchafe !— I  am  not  bought  and  folcl,  I  hope  ? 

Rol.  Give  it  what  name  you  will,  y'areminejEugenia, 

Rug.  Your's  prince  ?  I  do  not  know  by  what  title  you 
pretend  this  claim j  I  never  yet  remember  that  I  faw. 
you; 

And  if  I  had  any  interefr.  in  myfelf, 
Produce  your  witnefs,  when  I  gave  it  you. 
I  have  polTeflion  yet,  e'er  I  deliver  it, 
You  mull  ibew  ibonger  evidence. 

Rol.  Are  we  not  contracted  ? 

Eug.  Contracted!  when?  where?— Good  prince.  T 
pity  your  abufe. 

Rol.  'Tis  firm  between  our  fathers. 

Eug.  Mine  cannot  give  away  my  heart. 

Rol.  Cannot? 

Eu£.  Shall  not,  prince  :  'tis  not  your  travail  and  your \ 
trouble, 
With  this  conceipt  to  boot,  were  it  your  own 
Invention,  with  all  your  birds  about  you, 
That  cm  take  me. 

Rol.  Is  it  my  perfon,  madam, 
Ycu  hold  unworthy  ?  For  my  birth  and  fortune 
Cannot  defer ve  your  fcorn. 

Eug.   It  lakes  not  from 
The  greatnefs  of  your  ftate,  or  blood,  my  lord,        To 


The  Bird  in  a  Cage.  239 

To  fay  I  cannot  love  you,  fince  affection 

plows  uncompelPd,  and  refls  in  the  clear  object  ; 

NTor  do  I  rob  your  perfon  of  juft  value, 

f  to  me  other  feem  as  fair  and  comely. 

7orm  may  apparel,  and  become  what  we 

\fFe&,  not  caufe  true  love:  you  have  enough 

fo  promifeyou  a  happier  choice;  attempt 

A.  nobler  fate,  and  leave  me  to  myfelf, 

\nd  humble  'deiliny:  for  know,  Florentine, 

I  have  but  one  faith,  one  love,  and  though  my  father 

Lock  up  my  perfon,  'tis  beyond  his  will 

To  make  me  falie  to  him  I  gave  my  faith  to. 

And  y'are  not  noble  i«ow  if  you  proceed. 

Be  then  what  you  were  born,  and  do  not  tempt 

woman  to-commit  *.  facrilegc  : 
7or  when  I  give  my  heart  to  any  other 
Than  my  Philenzo,  I  commit  that  fin. 

[He  dij covers  himftlfy 

Rol.  If  you'll  not  pardon,  I'll  deliver  up 
Philenzo  to  be  punifVd  for  this  tryal— -See  lady. 

Eug.  My  dear  banihYd  Philenzo ! 

Roll.  O  let  not  fuch  a  glorious  building  (loop ; 
It  is  my  duty. 

Eug.  I  will  make  it  mine. 

Rol.  I  have  a  double  duty,  for  I  owe 
Your  confhmcy  as  much  refpedt  and  reverence, 
As  your  moll  princely  perfon. 

Eug.  What,  for  our  fafety  ? 

Rol.  Oh  with  what  willingnefs  could  I  be  left 
In  this  diffracted  wildernefs  of  joy! 
To  morrow,  madam,  I  go  to  my  arraignment. 

Eug.  How  ? 

Rcl.  Spend  no  fear  upon't, 
Your  ftory  fhall  bepleafing:— I  ha'  much 
To  tell  you- --for  your  ladies 

Eug.  They  are  mine,  what  mould  oar  innocence 
Fear  in  their  knowledge?  I  defire  to  hear 
The  circumiUnce  of  this  wonder 
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Rol.  It  attends. 
The  ftory  pail,   we  muft  fome  cotmfel  find, 
The  puzzle  of  our  fate  is  (till  behind. 

[ExewM 


A<£t.  V.     Seen.    1. 

Enter    Dondolo,    Morello>    Grutiu 

are  forry,  we  gave  thee  difta 
let's  be  friends,  you  did  apprehend  too 


Don.  \T7"£  are  fony,  we  gave  thee  diflafte  ;  come, 


tticely 

Mor.  Nicely  ?  it  might  ha'  been  your  own  cafe. 

Grut.  Come,  you  were  unkind  to  rub  us  before  the 
duke  fo.    . 

Mor.  Be  wife  hereafter,  and  make  the  fool  your 
friend;  'tis  many  an  honeft  man's  cafe  at  court.  It  is 
fafer  to  difpleafe  the  duke  than  his  jefter,  every  fentence 
the  one  fpeaks,  flatterers  make  an  oracle  ;  but  let  the 
impudent  fooi  bark  never  fo  abfurdly,  ether  men  ha' 
the  wit  to  make  a  jeft  on't ;  'tis  policy  in  ftate  to  main- 
tain a  fool  at  court,  to  teach  great  men  difcretion. 

D.  Gr.  Great  men  !  we  are  none. 

Mor.  No,  but  you  may  be,  by  the  length  of  your  wit, 
and  fnortnefs  of  your  memory  ;  for  if  you  have  but  wit 
enough  to  do  mifchief,  and  oblivion  enough  to  forget 
good  turns,  you  may  come  to  great  places  in  time  ;  keep 
a  fool  o'  your  own,  and  then  you  are  made 

Don.  Made  !  what  ? 

Mor.  Cuckolds,  if  my  lady  take  a  liking  to  the  in- 
nocent. O  your  feci  is  an  excellent  fellow  upon  all  oo- 
<afionc. 

SO  N  G, 
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SONG. 

jjMong  all  forts  of  people 
■*•*      The  matter  if  cwe  look  well  to9 
The  fool  is  the  beft9  he  from  the  reft 

Will  carry  away  the  bell  too. 
\All  places  be  is  free  of 

And  fools  it  without  blufhing, 
At  majks  and  plays,  is  not  the  bays 

Thruft  out,  to  let  the  plufk  in  ? 
Your  fool  is  fine ,  he's  merry , 

And  of  all  men  doth  fear  lea  ft  ; 
At  every  word  hejejis  with  my  lord9 

And  tickles  my  lady  in  earneft : 
The  fool  doth  pafs  the  guard  now. 

He'll  kifs  his  hand  and  kg  it ; 
When  wifemen  prate,  and  forfeit  their  ft  ate? 

Who  but  the  fine  fool  will  beg  it? 
He  without  fear  can  walk  in 

The  ftreets  that  are  fo  ftony  ; 
Tour  gallant  fneaks,  your  merchant  breaks 9 

He's  a  fool  that  does  owe  no  money* 

■ 

Enter  Ro  I  liar  do. 

Rol.  The  duke,  where  is  the  duke  ? 

Mor.  He's  forthcoming ;  there's  no  more  money 
a'th'  exchequer. 

Rol.  I  come  to  give  up  my  accounts,  and  reckon 
with  him ;  fome  body  tell  him  fo. 

Mor.  And  you  do  not  reckon  well  with  him,  he'll 
be  even  with  you;  I'll  do  your  meffage. 

Rol.  Do,  and  fay  I  fent  a  fool  o'  my  errand  pr'ythee. 
Cry  mercy,  fuch  an  office  would  ha'  become  either  of 
you,  gentlemen. 

Do7id.  His  tongue  moves  circular  in  abufes. 

Grut.  The  duke. 

Enter  Duke,  Fulvio,  Perenotto9  Sec. 

Duke.  How  now,  what  day  is't  ? 

Vol.  IX.  L  Ret; 
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RoL  'Tis  holy  day. 
Duke.  How? 

RoL  Therefore  we  are  preparing  a  morris  to  malcfc 
your  grace  merry  :  they  have  chofen  me  for  the  hobby - 
horfe,  and  if  I  do  not  deceive  their  expec~lation3they  will 
laugh  at  me  extreamly  before  I  die. 

Duke.  Do  you  come  like  one  prepared  for  death  ? 
RoL  Not  fo  well  I  hope,  as  I  may  be  hereafter,  un- 
lefs  you  will  be  unjuft,  and  have  a  defire  to  be  clapt  into 
the  chronicles,  with  fome  o'  your  predeceffors,  for  cut- 
ting oli  heads,  when  you  do  not  like  their  complexion ; 
'tis  but  laying  one  block  upon. another,  and  I  am  quickly 
lent  of  a  headlefs  errand. 

Duke.  Injuft  !  do  you  remember  what  funis  you  owe 
for?  do  not  jeft  away  your  life. 

Rol.  I  crave  no  longer  day  for't,  and  I  prove  not  my- 
felf  free  from  my  engagements. 
Duke.  How? 

Rol.  For  although  I  had  not  the  art  to  go  inviiible, 
as  thefe  w^ife  courtiers,  nor  could  counterfeit  another  fex 
fo  becomingly  as  t'other  gaudy  fignior,  to  introduce  me 
to  the  ladies  -,  yet,  with  your  princely  licence  I  may  fay, 
^Us  done. 

Duke.  Done  ?  what  is  done  ? 
Per.  He's  mad,  fir. 

Rol.  I  come  not  to  petition  for  a  mercy, 
But  to  cry  up  my  merit,  for  a  deed 
Shall  drown  all  itory;  and  pofterity, 
When  it  mail  find  in  har  large  chronicle 
My  glorious  undertaking,  ihall  admire  it 
Ivlore  thai)  *  Sybil's  lea£  and  lofe  itielf 
In  wonder  of  the  action:  poets  fhaJl 
With  this  make  proud  their  mufes,  and  apparel  it 
In  ravifhing  numbers,  which  the  foft-hair'd  virgins, 
Forgetting  all  their  legends,  and  Jove-tales 
Of  Venus,  Cupid,  ar.d  the  'fcapes  of  Jove, 
Shall  make  their  only  fong,  and  in  full  quire 
Chant  it  at  Hymen**  feafr. 

Duke.  What  means  this  boailijag  ? 
FuL  Rolliardo. 

RoL 
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*Rol,  You  think  I  am  a  loft  man  ;  and  your  gay  things, 
That  echo  to  your  pafnons,  and  fee  through 
Your  eyes  all  that's  prefented,  do  already 
Tickle  their  very  fouls,  with  expectation 
To  fee  me  beg  moll  miferably  for  life. 

But  you  are  all  deceived here  I  pronounce 

The  great  work  done  that  cancels  all  my  debts, 
I  have  had  accefs  unto  the  fair  Eugenia 
Your  princely  daughter,  ftaid,  difcours'd  with  her; 
More,  (he  has  entertain' d  me  for  her  fervant. 

Per.  Sir,  do  you  believe  him  ? 

Duke.  Thou  haft  profan'd    a  name  will  fa-ike  thee 
dead. 

Rol.  It  cannot  be  ;  for  if  you  mean  your  daughter, 
^Tis  that  is  my  preferver  :  bleft  Eugenia, 
To  whofe  memory  my  heart  does  dedicate 
Itfelf  an  altar,  in  whofe  very  mention 
My  lips  are  hallowed,  and  the  place  a  temple 
Whence  the  divine  found  came :  it  is  a  voice 
Which  mould  our  holy  church-men  ufe,  it  might 
Without  addition  of  more  exorcifm 
Difinchant  houfes,  ty  up  nightly  fpirits 
Which  fright  the  folitary  groves.  Eugenia 
When  I  have  nam'd,  I  needs  muft  love  my  breath 
The  better  after  it. 

Duke.  Thou  haft  undone 
Thyfelf  i'th1  repetition,  and  in  this 
Wherein  thou  cunningly  wouldil  beg  our  pitjt, 
Thou  haft  deftroy'd  it,  and  not  left  a  thought 
To  plead  againft  oar  anger;  where  before 
Thy  life  fhould  have  been  gently  invited  forth, 
-Now  with  a  horrid  circumftance  death  mail 
Make  thy  foul  tremble,  and  forfaking  all 
Thy  noble  parts,  it  ihall  retire  into 
Some  angle  of  thy  body,  and  be  afraid 
To  inform  thy  eyes,  left  they  let  in  a  horrour 
They  would  not  look  on. 

RcL  1  am  ftrll  the  fame,  and  let  me  be  fo  bold 
To  plead  your  royal  word,  'twas  my  fecurity  ; 
-Nor  ihall  you  take  mine  to  induce  your  faith 

L  z  To 
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To  what  is  dene,  I  have  more  pregnant  evidence* 
Your  highnefs  knows  that  chara&er. 

Duke.  Ha,  'tis  not  fo,  I'll  not  believe  my  eyes  ; 
Come  hither  Fulvio,  Perenotto  read, 
But  not  too  loud;  does  me  not  write  to  me"  ■   ■  ■ 
//  is  injuft  you  let  Rolliardo  die, 
Unlefs  Eugenia  hear  hl?n  company  ? 
Give  me  the  paper. 

Per*  'Tis  counterfeit,  my  lord,  cut  off  my  head 
If  this  be  not  a  gig  of  his  invention. 

Duke.  My  foul  is  in  a  fweat.     I  feel  my  blood 
Heave  in  my  veins— he  looks  as  he  had  feen  her. 
More  my  prophetick  thoughts  do  whifper  to  me 

Ful<v.  Believe  it  not,  fir. 

Duke.  I  wo'not— Perenotto 

Den.  I  know  not  what  to  think. 

Grut.  The  duke's  perplext,  obferve. 

Rol.  Will  either  of  you  fpeak  for  me,  gentlemen,  if 
the  jufrice  of  my  caufe  mould  fail  me  ?  I'll  pay  you  for't. 
I  know  courtiers  that  live  upon  countenance,  mull  fell 
their  tongues ;  what  is  the  price  of  your's,  pray? 

Grut.  Humble  yourfelf,  you  coxcomb. 

Duke.  Away,,  and  let  not  him  ftir,  I  charge  you. 
This  does  intrench  too  much  upon  her  perfon. 
Have  my  endeavours  to  preierve  Eugenia* 
Of  whom  I  thought  fo  many  men  unworthy, 
Ruin'd  themfclves  ?  Humane  invention 
Could  not  initrudt  me  to  difpofe  her  where 
-She'  could  be  more  defene'd  from  all  mens  eyes  : 
An  anchorite  lives  not  prifon'd  in  a  wall 
With  more  fecurity.    'Tis  not  poflible. 
Why  am  I  troubled  thus  ?  My  fear  abufes  me, 
In  fuch  a  caufe  I  would  check  an  oracle. 
And  mail  his  dexterous  forgery  unfettle 
My  confidence  \  I  wo'not  inew  a  guilt 

Of  fo  much  weaknefs  in  me.  Fulvio 

And  gentlemen— we'll  fpeak  to  you  anon. 

Rol.  I  ha'  fpoke  too  much  already  it  feems;  fure  he 
has  fent  for  her,  I  dare  repofe  my  life  on  her*  to  whofe 

truft 
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truft  I  gave   my  heart,   fhe  is  a  thoufand  witneflea  in 
herfelf. 

Ful-j.  It  will  be  mirth,  fir. 

Rot.  I  like  not  this  confulting--they  break  off  pleafant- 
ly---now  in  the  name  of  Mercury  what  crotchet  ? 

Duke.  I  fee  it  is  in  vain 
To  interrupt  our  fate ;  what  is  decreed 
Above,  becomes  not  mortals  to  difpute. 
Sit  there,---nay  be  not  modeft,  you  were  born  to't, 
And  therefore  take  your  place  :  nay,  nay,  be  covered  3 
Imagine  that  a  crown,  and  thefe  your  fubjects, 
As  when  I  die,  you  know  'twill  come  to  that 
In  right  of  my  fole  daughter-— fo,  does  he  not 
Look  like  a  prince  indeed?  appears  he  not 
A  pretty  lump  of  majefly  ? 

Don.  He's  ftudying  fome  fpeech,  Fll  lay  my  life-—- 

Duke.  Againft  his  coronation,  to  ihank  all 
His  loving  fubjeds,  that  as  low  as  earth 
Thus  offer  him  their  duties. 

{Draw  their  /words :  Eugenia  enters  and  I \r  emtio* 

Eug.  Hold,  I  befeech  you, 
Let  not  my  duty  fuffer  mifconftru&ion, 
If  while  my  knee  doth  beg  your  blefling,  here 
I  throw  my  arms,  and  circle  next  to  heaven 
What  muft  be  deareft  to  me. 

Duke.  Ha? 

Eug.  My  joy  of  life  [ 

Duke.  Deftroy  me  not. 

Eug.  Alas !    I  would  preferve  all,   am  fo  far  fronx 
killing, 
That  I  would  die  myfelf,  rather  than  fee 
One  drop  of  blood  fonfd  from  his  crimfon  fountain, 
Or  but  one  tear  rackt  from  your  eye.    Oh  hear  me, 
And  after  let  your  anger  ftrike  two  dead, 
So  you  would  let  us  dwell  both  in  one  grave ; 
And  did  you  know  how  near  we  were  in  life, 
You  would  not  think  it  fitting  that  in  death 
Our  aihes  were  divided.  You  have  heard 
When  the  poor  turtle's  ravilh'd  from  her  mate, 
The  orphan'd  dove  doth  groan  away  her  life 

L  3  In 
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In  widow'd  folitude  ;  let  me  call  him  hufband, 
And  tell  yourfelf  the  reft. 

Duke.  Kill  not  thy  father  with  one  word,  Eugenia  1 
Tiy  hufband  ? 

Eug.  I  do  befeech  you  hear  me. 

Duke,  Beg  thou  may 'ft  he  forgotten,,  'tis  fin 
•Bove  my  forgivenefs.— This  a  match  for  thee? 
What  man  can  bring  me  a  certificate 
He  had  a  father,  or  was  chriften'd  ?  He  ? 
We  all  are  in  a  dream,  awake  me  thunder. 

Rol.  Temper  your  paflion,  fir. 

Duke.  Some  tortures  to  enforce  confefiion  from  hint 
How  he  procur'd  accefs. 

Re  I.  They  fha'not  need;  you  fent  me,  fir,  yourfelf. 

Duke.  We? 

Rol.  The  cage  was  my  conveyance. 

Per.  That  was  prefented  lately  with  the  birds.,  you 
gave  command. 

Duke.  Be  dumb,  I  dare  not  hear  you. 

Dond.  This  was  a  bird  in  a  cage  indeed. 

Duke.  Search  for  the  traytor  Bonamico  prefently, 
He  has  betray'd  me,  they  mall  fufFer  both 
Before  the  noife  be  fpread  to  our  difhonour. 

Eug.  Yet  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Duke.  I  hear  too  much,  thou  haft  forgot  thy  birth, 
Thy  fortunes,  and  thy  father.  Were  my  cares, 
So  wondred  at  abroad,  cenfur'd  at,  home, 
Worthy  of  nothing  but  contempt  from  thee 
For  whom  they  were  begotten  ?  thou  haft  ploughed 
Upon  my  face,  canft  thou  undo  a  wrinkle, 
Or  change  but  the  complexion  of  one  hair? 
Yet  thou  haft  gray  'd  a  thoufand,  taken  from  me, 
Not  added  to  my  comforts,  more  than  what 
Like  an  indulgent  parent  I  have  flattered 
Myfelf  into. 

Enter  Bonamico. 

Grut.  Here  is  the  other  traytor,  fir. 

Duke .  Away  with  'em  to  death. 

Eug.  Let  me  go  too. 

Duke. 
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Buh.   It  needs  not ;  thou  art  dead  already,,  girl. 
And  in  thy  fhame  I  and  the  dukedom  fufFer  : 
Thou  may'ft  remember  (falie  to  thy  own  vow) 
Philenzo,  whom  I  banifh'd  for  thy  fake  ; 
The  title  of  my  fubject,  and  thy  love 
To  him,  pulPd  our  difpleafure  on  him  ;  fmce 
We  fludying  to  add  more  height  to  thee, 
Thou  halt  made  thyfelf  lefs,  and,  for  aught  we  know* 
Clafp'd  with  the  fon  of  earth  to  cool  the  fever 
Of  hot  fin  in  thy  veins ;  ungrateful  to 
Philenzo,  cold  already  in  thy  memory. 

RgI.  '  Tis  happinefs  enough  that  you  have  mentioned 
him  ; 
And,  whether  to  your  mercy  or  your  juftice, 
See  that  Philenzo  kneels. 

Om?i.  Lord  Philenzo  ! 

FuL  My  noble  coufm,  fo  near  me,  and  conceaTd! 

Eug.  Your  daughter's  knees  join   with   his  bended 
heart,. 
To  beg  your  pardon. 

Duke.  Philenzo  !  were  not  you  baniih'd,  fir  ? 

Rol.  It  was  your  fentence. 

Duke.  On  pain  of  death  not  to  return  :  bleil  fate  \ 
Thou  haft  relieved  me  !  had'fl  thou  died  before 
By  our  command,,  it  would  have  been  thought  tyranny, 
Tho'  none  durll  tell  us  fo :  now  we  have  argument 
Of  juftice,  and  our  every  breath  is  law, 

fpeak  thee  dead  at  once  ;  we  ma" not  need 
I  <  ■  itady  a  divorce,  thy  fecond  exile 
Shall  be  eternal,  death. 

RgI.  You  do  me  honour. 

Duke.  Be  it  your  punifhment,  as  you  prefer'd  hiia- 
By  art  to  her,  now,  by  another  art, 
For  ever  to  divide  'em ;  be's  executioner, 
And  after  make  him  higher  by  the  head, 
To  cure's  ambition  ;  fee't  advanced. 

RoL  E'er  I  go,  dread  fir, 
I  have  an  humble  iuit ;  it  is  not  life 
I'll  afk,  for  that  1  give  up  willingly, 
And  call  it  mercy  in  you,  to  immortalize 
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The  affection  I  mall  owe  Eugenia ; 
Your  other  banifhment  is  only  death, 
You  new- create  me  now  ;  it  was  my  aim, 
And  my  attempt  you  thought  fo  bold,  I  made 
To  ferve  this  end,  that  fince  I  could  not  live, : 
I  might  die  for  her  ;  pray  reprieve  my  breath 
But  till  I  take  my  leave  ;  one  minute  does  it ; 
It  mall  be  a  very  fhort  and  filent  farewell. 
Enter  Embaffador. 

Duke.  'Tis  granted. 

FuL  My  lord  embafiadorf 

Duke.  Not  the  leaft  whifper  of  PhSenzo,  as  you  value 
our  regard— O,  my  good  lord,  welcome  ! 

Emb.  Letters  to  your  grace. 

Duke.  They  are  grateful  as  my  comfort :--- Perenotto-, 
let  them  withdraw  ;  her  vain  will  be  difcover'd  :---Ful- 
vio,  follow  and  part  'em  ;  give  order  for  his  execution, 
off  with  his  head  inftantly— I  can  read  no  more  for  joy  :. 
Perenotto,  ufe  your  bed  oratory  on  my  daughter  to  for- 
get that  traytor,  and  prepare  to  marry  Horeuce ;  'ti3 
concluded  to  be  folemniz'd  by  proxy. 

Don.  I'll  fee  the  execution,  [Exit. 

Duke.  Now  to, the  reft  :  [Reads. 

Your  lajl  letters  were  acceptable  ;  and  our  fon  before  had 
intention  to  finijh  the  marriage  in  his  per/on  ;  but  lately 
receiving  intelligence,  that  one  Philenzo,  of  noble  birth, 
now  in  exile,  tho'  without  your  confent,  had  long  Jince 
inter  eft  in  your  daughters  ajfeclion,  we  thought  meet  ra- 
ther to  ad<vifefor  his  repeal,  than  proceed  to  our  dijhonour. 
Where  the  htarts  meet,  there  only  marriages  are  f acred  \ 
and  princes  Jhould  be  exemplary  in  all  juftice.  Altho"*  we 
dij claim  in  this  dejign,  on  our  parts,  we  will  continue  alt 
other  princely  correfpondence. 

I  am  juftly  punmVd,  and  have  run  myfelf 

Into  a  labyrinth,  from  whence  no  art 

Can  bring  me  off  with  fafety.— My  lord,  you  may 

Pleafe  to  retire  yourfelf :  a  thoufand  wheels 

£>q  move  prepoft'rous  in  my  brain  ;  what  cure  ?  m 

Uofe 
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I  lofe  myfelf.     Run  with  a  halte  thou  would'ft 
Preferve  my  life,  and  flay  the  execution  : 
I  will  not  have  a  drop  of  blood  fall  from 
Philenzo  for  my  dukedom  !  fly,  I  fay, 
Thou  fhould'ft  be  there  already. 

Enter  Dcndolo. 
How  now,  has  Philenzo  ftill  a  head  on  ? 

Don.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Follow  him,  and  with  that  nimblenefs  thou 
would'ft 
Leap  from  thy  chamber  when  the  roof's  a  fire, 
Proclaim  aloud  our  pardon  to  Philenzo, 
And  bring  him  back  to  us. 

Don.  'Tis  too  late,  fir;  Philenzo' s  dead  already  : 
He  fav'd  the  executioner  that  trouble. 
The  voice  is,  he  is  poifon'd. 

Enter  Fu!<vio. 

Duke.  Poifon'd,  how  ? 
Where  is  Philenzo  ? 
This  fool  reports  him  poifon'd  !  what  circumftance  ? 

Fid.  He  had  no  fooner  parted  from  Eugenia, 
But  fuddenly  he  fainted  ;  at  which  fall 
Of  his  own  fpirit  he  feem'd  griev'd  with  fhame, 
To  mew  fo  little  courage  near  his  death, 
Which  he  call'd  martyrdom ;  and  prefently, 
Whether  fupply'd  by  other,   or  prepar'd 
By  himfelf,  we  know  not,  he  had  a  viol 
Of  water  fovereign,  as  was  pretended, 
To  enliven  his  dull  heart ;  he  drank  it  up, 
And  foon  fhew'd  cheerful  in  his  eyes :  we  led 
Him  fmiiing  forward  ;  but  before  we  could 
Approach  tiie  place  of  death,  he  funk  again, 
But  irrecoverably  ;  for  in  vain  we  apply'd 
Our  help,  by  which  we  did  couclude  he  had 
Drank  poifon. 

Duke.  All  this  talk  is  fuch,  and  thro' 
My  ear  I  take  k  in  with  as  much  danger  j 
I  feel  it  a£Hve  in  my  brain  already. 
Call  our  phyficians,  I  will  hang  'em  all, 
Uflieis  they  can  recover  him ;  it  (hall  be 

L  5  Death 


250  72?*  Bird  in  a  Cage. 

Death  to  favc  any  man  hereafter,  if 
They  fufFer  him  to  perifh. 

Enter  Perenotto,  Eugenia* 

Ful.  Sir,  your  daughter  ! 
It  feems  the  accident  has  arrived  at  her. 

Duke.  Arriv'd  at  her  ?  fame  will  foon  fpread  it*  Ful*. 
vio, 
About  the  world,  and  we  mall  be  their  mockery. 
He's  dead  they  tell  me,  girl ;  poifon'd  they  fay  too. 

Eug.  Oh  my  Philenzo  ! 
Enter  Grutti.    Pbilenxo^s  body  is  brought  iny  and  hid  upon 

a  carpet. 

Duke.  Eugenia  fha*not  marry  Florence  now. 
Nor  any  other,,  fince  Philenzo's  dead ; 
But  thou  wo't  not  believe  ma,  had  lie  liv'd 
He  had  been  thine ;  that  minute  took  him  hence, 
Wherein  I  firft  refolv'd  to  ha'  given  thee  to  him. 

Eug.  Oh !  do  not  mock  me,  fir,  to  add  to  my 
Affliction  ;  you  ne'er  would  give  me  to  him. 

Duke.  May  heaven  forgive  me  never  then.;  but  what 
Avails  too  late  compunction  ?  Noble  gentleman  ! 
Thou  ihalt  have  princely  funeral,  and  carry 
On  thy  cold  marble  the  infcription  of 
Our  fon  in  death,  and  my  Eugenia's  hufband. 

Ful.  Madam,  this  forrow  for  his  lofs  is  real.. 
We  met  the  Florentine  embafTador, 
Who  told  me  the  expectation  of  that  prince 
Was  now  diflblv'd,  andmeffengers  were .fent. 
To  ftay  the  execution. 

Duke.  Who  now 
Shall  marry  my  Eugenia  ?  I  have  undone 
The  hope  of  our  pofterity. 

Eug.  Not  fo,,  fir ; 
If  yet  you'll  give  me  leave  to  make  my  choice, 
I'll  not  defpair  to  find  a  hufband. 
Duke.  Where? 

Eug.  Here,  royal  fir ;  Philenzo  is  not  dead, 
But  made,  by  virtue  of  a  drink,  to  feem  fo ; 
Thus  to  prevent  his  fufFering,  that  I  might, 
Or  other  friend  by  my  confederacy,. 

-  By 
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By  begging  of  his  body  fit  for  burial, 
Preferve  him  from  your  anger. 

Duke.  Do'ft  not  mock  me  ? 

Eug.  Let  me  beg  your  pardon : 
Confident  of  your  change  to  mercy,  I  have 
Confefs'd  what  terror  could  not  force  me  to, 
Enter  Morello  and  Ladies. 

Grut.  This  is  pretty,  Dondolo. 

Duke.  Bleflings  fall  doubly  on  thee  ! 

Eug.  He  expects 
Not  fuch  a.  full  ftream,  of  happinefs ;  heaven  difpofe* 

him 
To  meet  it  quickly. 

Per,  Here  are  itrange  turnings  !  fee,  he  flirs  ! 

Rol.  Where  am  I  now  ?  no  matter  where  I  be  ; 
'Tis  heaven  if  my  Eugenia  meet  me  here  : 
She  made  fome  promife  fure  to  fuch  a  purpofe. 
This  mufick  founds  diyinely, .    Ha,  Eugenia ! 
'Tis  fo  :  let's  dwell  here  for  eternity. 
If  I  be  dead,.  I  wo'not  live  again ; 
If  living Ha  !  I'm  loft,  loft  for  ever. 

Duke.  Not  found  till  now :    take  her  a  gift  frOJft. 
me, 
And  call  me  father. 

Rol.  I  am  not  yet  awake. 

Eug.  Thou  art,  Philenzo,  and  all  this  is  truth  ji, 
My  father  is  converted. 

Rol.  'Tis  a  miracle! 

Duke.  You  mull  believe  it : 
In  fign  how  we  are  pleas'd,  proclaim  this  day,\ 
Thro'  Mantua,,  a  pardon  to  all  offenders, 
As  amply  as  when  we  took  our  crown. 

Mor.  Then  my  petticoat  is  difcharg'd. 

Dond.  Now,  lady,,  you  are  free. 

Grut.  Make  me  happy  to  renev  my  fuit. 

Mor.  And  mine.     Shall's  to  barlibreak  ? 
T  was  in  hell  lait ;  'tis  little  lefs  to  be  in  a  petticoat  fome^- 
times. 

Rol.  Madam,  vouchfafe  him  kifs  your  hand  ; 
We  owe  him  much, 
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Duke,  We'll  take  him  to  our  fervice. 

Bend.  I  am  too  much  honour'd. 

Duke.  And  you  into  our  bofom.     This  day  (hall 
Be  confecrate  to  triumph ;  and  may  time, 
When  'tis  decreed  the  world  mall  have  an  end, 
By  revolution  of  the  year,  make  this 
The  day  that  fhall  conclude  all  memories. 

[Exeunt  omnes, 
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Mi?.  Robert  Davenport  liv'd  and  wrote 
in  the  Reign  of  Charles  the  Firjl,  tho* 
this  Play  was  not  printed  till  after  the  Refto- 
ration.  The  Plot  of  Lorenzo,  Philippo  and 
Abftemia,  is  borrow' d  from  the  Novel  of  the 
Curious  Impertinent  in  Don  Quixote  •,  and 
that  of  Lodovico,  Francifco  and  Dorothea, 
from  Boccace,  Day  the  yth,  Novel  the  yth. 
Mr.  Davenport  wrote  alfo  the  Tragedy  of 
King  John  and  Matilda. 


Dramatis 


[  255  I 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Duke  of  ML 


E  of  Verona^ 
Duke  of  Venice,  brother  to  Abjiemia^ 

ilan. 

Antonio ,  the  duke's  fori. 
Lorenzo,  hufband  to  Abjlemia* 
Phi/ippo,  his  friend. 
Lodovico,  hufband  to  Dorothea* 
Lords  of  Verona. 
Senators  of  Venice. 

{T*7»        I  lords  of  Milan, 

bebajtiano,     } 

Pandulpho. 

Spinofo. 

Jafpro.. 

Jovani. 

Francifco,  fervant  to  Lodovico, 

Pambo,  a  clown. 

Morbo,  a  pander. 

A  Turk,  flave  to  Antonio, 

Two  flaves  to  Lorenzo. 

Officers  and  fervants, 

Abftemia,  Lorenzo*  wife,  and  fitter  to  the  duke  o5 

Venice. 
Dorothea,  Lodg<vico\  wanton  lady, 
cTi?npamnay  a  bawd, 
indies, 
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Lor 


Adt  L     Seen.  i. 

IE  titer  Lorenzo  and  Philippe. 


HOU  fha*t  try  her  yet  once  more. 
Phi.  Fie,  fie ! 
Lor.  Thou  (halt  do't : 
If  thou  bc'fi  my  friend,  thou'lt  do't. 
Phi.  Try  your  fair  wife  ? 
You  know  'tis  an  old  point,  and  wond'rous  frequent 
In  moil  of  our  Italian  comedies. 

Lor.  What  do  I  care  for  that  ?  let  him  feek  new  ones, 
Cannot  make  old  ones  better  j  and  this  new  point 

Young 
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(Young  fir)  may  produce  new  fmooth  paffages, 
Tranfcending  thofe  precedent :  pray  will  ye  do't  ? 

Phi.  Pray  fool  yourfelf  no  farther :  twice  you  have 
fway'd  me, 
Twice  I  have  try'd  her  ;  and  'tis  not  yet,  ye  know, 
Ten  days  fince  our  reconciliation  : 
How  will  it  fhew  in  you,  fo  near  a  kinfman 
To  the  duke,  nay  having  woven  yourfelf  into 
The  clofe-wrought  myftery  of  opinion, 
Where  you  remain  a  foldier,  a  man 
Of  brain  and  quality,  to  put  your  friend 
Again  on  fuch  a  buiinefs,  and  to  expofe 
Your  fair  wife  to  the  tempeft  of  temptation  ? 
And,  by  the  white  unfpotted  cheek  of  truth, 
She  is 

Lor.  A  woman. 

Phi.  A  good  woman. 

Lor.  Pirn. 

Phi.  As  far  from  your  diitruft,  as  bad  ones  are  from 
truth : 
She  is  in  love  with  virtue  -,  would  not  boaft  it, 
But  that  her  whole  life  is  a  wrell-writ  ftory, 
"Where  each  word  flands  fo  well  plac'd,  that  it  paffes 
Inquifitive  detraction  to  correct. 
She's  modeft,  but  not  fullen ;  and  loves  filence, 
Not  that  me  wants  apt  words,  (for  when  fhe  fpeaks 
She  inflames  love  with  wonder)  but  becaufe 
She  calls  wife  filence  the  foul's  harmony. 
She's  truly  chafte  ;  yet  fuch  a  foe  to  coynefs, 
The  pooreft  call  her  courteous ;  and,  which  is  excellent, 
(Tho'  fair  and  young)  fhe  fhuns  to  expofe  herfelf 
To  the  opinion  of  ftrange  eyes :  fhe  either  feldom 
Or  never  walks  abroad  but  in  your  company, 
And  then  with  fuch  fweet  baihfulnefs,  as  if 
She  were  venturing  on  crack'd  ice  ;  and  takes  delight 
To  ftep  into  the  print  your  foot  hath  made, 
And  will  follow  you  whole  fields :  fo  (he  will  drive 
Tedioufnefs  out  of  time  with  her  fweet  character  : 
And  therefore,  good  my  friend,  forbear  to  try 
The  gold  has  pail  the  fire. 

Lor* 
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Lor.  Thou  foolifh  friend, 
Beauty,  like  the  herb  Larix,  is  cool  i'th*  water* 
JBut  hot  i'th'  flomach  :  women  are  fmooth  flatterers*  but 
cunning  injurers. 

Phi.  Thou  wond'rous  yellow  friend, 
Temper  an  antidote  with  antimony, 
And  'tis  infectious  :  mix  jealoufy  with  marriage,. 
It  poifons  virtue:  let  the  child  feel  the  fling, 
He'll  fly  the  honey-comb.    Has  fhe  one  action 
That  can  expofe  you  to  diflruft  ? 

Lor.  Oh  !  when  the  Elefander-leaf  looks  moil  green  J 
The  fap  is  then  mod  bitter  :  an  approved  appearance 
Is  no  authentic  inflance  :  (lie  that  is  lip-holy, 

Is  many  times  heart-hollow. Here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Abjiemia. 
A  prayer-book  in  her  hand !  oh  hypocrify ! 
How  feirfl  thou  firft  in  love  with  woman  ?   wilt  try 


* 


a?am, 


But  this  one  time  ? 

Phi.  Condition'd  you  will  (land 
Ear-witnefs  to  our  conference,  that  you  may  take 
In  at  your  ear,  a  virtue  that  will  teach 
Your  erring  foul  to  wonder. 

Lor.  He  would  wittal  me, 
With  a  confent  to  my  own  horns :  I  will ; 
I'll  give  thee  a  new  occafion :  there  lurks  in  woman's^ 

blood 
A  vindicating  fpirit. 

Abft.  I  came,  fir,  to  give  you  notice 
Count  Lodovico,   Stroimo,    Spinofo>   and   Fsndt  pkoj 

with  the  reft 
Of  the  confilliadory,  certify 

They  are  fetting  forth  to  meet  the  duke  your  kinfman, 
Returning  from  Venice. 

Lor.  Oh,  there  he  has  feen  the  duke  your  brother. 

Abft.  Yes,  fir,  and  they  flay  but  for  your  company. 

Lor.  And  you're  cloy'd  with't 

[Kicks  her,  and  exit.     She  weeps. 

Phi.  And  will  you  flill  be  us'd  thus  ?  Oh,  madam, 

I  do  confefs  twice  I  have  batter'd  at 

The. 
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The  fort  I  fain  would  vanquish,  and  I  know 

Ye  hold  out  more  'caufe  ye  would  feem  a  foldier, 

Than  in  hate  to  the  aflailant ;  I  am  again 

Inflam'd  with  thofe  fweet  fountains  from  whence  flow 

Such  a  pair  of  ftreams :  Oh  flrong  force  of  defire! 

The  quality  mould  quench,  hath  let  on  fire  : 

I  love  you  in  your  forrows. 

Abfi.  And  I  forrow  in  nothing  but  your  love  \  twiccj 
Philippo, 
Have  I  not  beat  back  the  impetuous  ftorm 
Of  thy  inceflant  rudenefs  ?  wilt  thou  again 
Darken  fair  honour  with  difhonefty  ? 
Thou  know'ft  my  lord  hath  long  and  truly  lov'd  thee 
In  the  wifdom  of  a  friend,  in  a  fair  caufe  ; 
He  wears  his  good  fword  for  thee,  lays  his  heart 
A  lodger  in  thy  bofom,  proclaims  thee  partner 
In  all  he  hath,  but  me  ;  Oh,  be  not  counterfeit : 
We  all  conclude,  a  diamond  with  clouds 
The  goldfmith  cafts  into  his  duft ;  and  a  gentleman 
So  blemiuVd  in  his  honour,  blots  his  name 
Out  of  the  herald's  book,  Hands  a  loll  man 
In  goodnefs  and  opinion.  Oh,  Philippo, 
Make  me  once  more  fo  happy  to  believe 
'Tis  but  a  painted  paiiion. 

Lor.  Mod  acute  witch  \ 

Phi.  Come,   learn  of  your  city  wagtail;   with  one 
eye 
Violently  love  your  hulband,  and  with  t'other 
Wink  at  your  friend. 

Lor.  I  will  not  truft  you,  brother. 

Phi.  He  feeks,  will  ye  not  have  him  find?  cries  ye  out 
In  his  mad  fits,  a  ftrumpet,  rails  at  all  women, 
Upon  no  caufe,  but  becaufe  you  are  one  : 
He  gives  wound  upon  wound,  and  then  pours  vinegar 
Into  your  bleeding  reputation, 
Poifon'd  with  bitter  calumny.    Pox  on  him  ; 
Pile  a  reciprocal  reward  upon  him  ; 
Let  ballad-mongers  crown  him  with  their  (corns : 
Who  buys  the  buckVhead,  well  deferves  the  horns  : 
Demur  not  on't,  but  clap  them  on. 
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Abjl.  You  are,  fi*,  jufl  like  the  Indian  hyffop,  prais'd. 
of  flrangers. 
For  the  fweet  fcent ;  but  hated  of  the  inhabitants, 
For  the  injurious  quality :  can  he  love  the  wife, 
That  would  betray  the  hufhand  ?  hall  thou  not  feen  me 
Bear  all  his  injuries,  as  the  ocean  fuffers 
The  angry  bark  to  plough  thro'  her  bofonv 
And  yet  is  prefently  fo  fmooth,  the  eye 
Cannot  perceive  where  the  wide  wound  was  made  I 
And  cannot  this  inform,  I  love  him  better 
In  his  four  follies,  than  you  in  your  fweet  flatteries? 
If  Verona  hath  obferv'd  any  errors  in  me, 
I  well  may  call  for  grace,  to  amend  them ; 
But  will  never  fall  from  grace  to  befriend  you. 

Phi.  With  what  a  majefty  good  women  thunder  ! 

Lor.  'Has  given  her  fome  clofcnod  that  I  am  here. 

Abfi.  Rip  up  the  end  of  thy  intent,  and  fee 
How  fhame  and  fear  do  lurk  where  you  would  walk, 
Like  a  pair  of  ferpents  in  a  flow'ry  mead  : 
Luft  fees  with  pieafure,  but  with  fear  doth  tread. 

Phi.  Very  brave,  woman  ! 

Abft.  What  is  the  pieafure  thou  purrVfl  ?  a  jut 
FiniuYd  with  infinite  forrows :  read  and  find 
How  barb'rous  nations  punifh  it  with  death  r 
How  a  minute's  fin  fo  flollen,  tho'  in  the  face 
Sit  fummer  calms,  all  fmooth,  yet  thou  wilt  hear, 
From  the  eternal  alarm  of  thy  confeience, 
How  it  fets  within  thy  foul  continual  tempefls, 
Thunder  and  difmal  blacknefs :  mark  but  the  courfe 
Of  the  holy-feeming  hollow  man,  and  fee 
How  he  that  glories  heaven  with  no  honour, 
Covets  to  glorify  himfelf  with  honefty. 
And  to  put  you  pafl  your  hopes,  let  me  leave  this  with _ 

you; 
Thou  may' ft  hold  an  elephant  with  a  thread,  eat  fire 
And  not  be  burnt,  or  catch  birds  with  defire  ; 
Quench  flame  with  oil,  cut  diamonds  with  glafs, 
Pierce  fleel  with  feathers ;  this  thou  mayft  bring  to  pafs, 
Sooner  than  hope  to  ileal  the  hufband's  right, 
Whofe  wife  is  honeft,  and  no  hypocrite.  [Exit. 

Phi, 
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Phi.  What  think  you  now,  fir  ? 

Lor.  Why  now  I  do  think  it  poffible  for  the  world 

To  have  an  honeft  woman  in  it. Good  by,  fir ; 

I  mull  go  meet  the  duke  :  adieu. 

Phi.  Farewel : 
Oh  jealoufy  !  how  near  thou  dwell'ft  to  hell  ? 

{Exeunt. 

Writer   Lodo<vico^    Pandulpho,    Sptnofo,    Jafpro,    Jovani^ 
and  CloaJun. 

Lod.  The  duke  not  feven  leagues  off!  my  horfe, 
rogues . 

Pan.  Our  negligence  deferves  juft  blame;  and  how 
'Twill  pleafe  his  grace  to  conftrue  it^  we  know  not. 

Jaf.  But  where's  your  fair  chafte  wife,  my  lord  > 

tod.  Marry,  with  my  man  Francifco :  Oh  that  fel- 
low! 
She  were  undone  without  him  ;  for  indeed 
She  takes  great  pleafure  in  him  ,*  he  learns  her  mufick  : 
To  hear  what  counfel  fhe  will  give  him  !  if  he  but 

fcrew 
His  look  fometimes  with  the  pin,  lhe  will  tell    him 

itraight, 
,r%/as  an  unchriftian  look  :  I  love  him  dearly. 

vpin.  But  can  your  honour  never  woo  your  lady 
To  a  more  fociable  affability  ? 

She  will  not  kifs,  nor  drink,  nor  talk,  but  agafnfl  new 
fafhions. 

Lod.  Oh,  fir,  fhe  is  my  crown  ;  nor  is  it  requi£te 
Women  mould  be  fo  fociable  ;  I  have  had  fuch  a  coil 
with  her,  to  bring  her  but  to  look  out  at  window  ;  when 
we  were    firft   married,  fhe  would  not  drink   a  cup  of 
wine,  unlefs  nine  parts  of  it  were  water. 

Omn.  Admir'd  temperance  ! 

Lod.  Nay,  and  ye  knew  all,  my  lords,  ye  would  fay 
f 0  :  t'other -day  I  brought  an  Englifh  gentleman  home 
with  me,  to  try  a  horfe  I  mould  fell  him  ;  he  (as  ye 
know  their  cuftom,  tho'  k  be  none  of  ours)  makes  at 
her  lips  the  firfl  dam. 

Clown.  He  daih'd  her  out  of  countenance,  Pm  fure  of 
that. 

2  Lod. 
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Lod.  She  did  fo  pout  and  fpit,  that  my  hct-brain*d 
gallant  could  not  forbear  but  afk  the  caufe :  quoth 
flie 

Clown.  No,  fir,  me  fpit  again,  before  quoth  (he  left 
her  lips. 

Lod.  I  think  fhe  did  indeed ;  but  then  quoth  me,  2 
kifs,  fir,  is  fin's  earneft-penny  :  is^t  not  true,  Pambo  ? 

Clown*  Very  true,  fir ;  by  the  fame  token,  quoth  he 
to  her  again,  if  you  diflike  the  penny,  lady,  pray  let 
me  change  it  Into  Englifh  half-pence  3  and  fo  gave  her 
two  fbr't. 

Lod.  But  how  me  vex'd  then  !  then  fhe  rattled  him, 
and  told  him  roundly,  tho'  confidence  made  cuckolds  in 
England,  fhe  could  no  coxcombs  in  Italy. 

Clown.  But  did  ye  mark  how  bitterly  he  clos'd  it  with 
a  middling  jefl  ? 

Lod.  What  was  that,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Clown.  Why  quoth  he  again,  confidence  makes  not 
fo  many  cuckolds  in  England,  but  craft  picks  open  more 
padlocks  in  Italy. 

Jon; .  That  was  fomething  fharp. — —But  there  me 
comes. 

Elite?'  Dorothea  and  Francifco. 

Lod.  Ye  mail  fee  how  I'll  put  ye  all  upon  her  pre- 
fently. 

Clown.  Then  I  fhall  take  my  turn. 

Dor.  Francis. 

Fran.  Madam. 

Dor.  Have  you  chang'd  the  ditty  you  lafl  fet  ? 

Fran.  I  have,  madam. 

Dor.  The  conceit  may  fhnd,  but  I  hope  you  have, 
-cloath'd  the  method  in  a  mere  chriftian-like  apparel. 

Fran.  I  have,  lady. 

Dor.  Pray  let  me  hear  it  now. 

Fran.  She  that  in  thefe  days  looks  for  truth, 
^Seldom  or  never  finds ^  in  footh. 

Dor.  That's  wondrous  well. 

Clown.  Yes,  in  fadnefs. 

Lod.  Peace,  firrah;  nay,  Ihe's  built  of  rnodefty. 

Fran. 
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Fran.    Even  as  a  wicked  kifs  defiles  the  lipsn 
So  do  new  fafhions  her  that  through  them  trips. 
Dor.  Very  modell  language. 

Fran.   She  that  doth  pie  a  fur  e  ufe  for  what  ' 'twill bring 
her, 
Will  pluck  a  rof9  altho''  fke  prick  her  finger. 

Dor.  Put  in  hurt  her  finger,  good  Francis ;  the  phrafe 
will  be  more  decent. 

Pand.  Y'are  a  wondrous  happy  man  in  one  fo  vir- 
tuous. 

Lod.  Nay,  ye  mall  have  no  count  Lorenzo  of  me,  I 
warrant  ye. 

Clown.  Nor  no  count  Lorenzo's  lady  of  your  wife,  I 
warrant  ye. 

Lod.  Sweet  chick,  I  come  to  take  leave  of  thee  :  fin- 
ger in  nye  already! 
We  are  all  to  meet  the  duke  this  afternoon,  bird, 
Who  is  now  come  from  Venice  :  thou  may'ft  walk  and 

fee 
The  count  Lorenzo's  lady. 

Dor.  Alas  !  (he's  too  merry  for  my  company. 
Jaf.  Too  merry  !  I  have  feen  her  fad, 
But  very  feldom  merry. 

Dor.  I  mean,  my  lord, 
That  me  can  walk,  tell  tales,  run  in  the  garden. 

Clown.  Why   then  your    ladyihip   may    hold   your 
tongue,  fay  nothing,  and  walk  in  the  orchard. 

Dor.  She  can  drink  a  cup  of  wine  not  allay'd  with 

water. 
Clown.  Why  then  you  may  drink  a  cup  of  water 
without  wine. 

Dor.  Nay,  if  a  nobleman  come  to  fee  her  lord, 
3he  will  let  him  kifs  her  too,  againft  our  cuftom. 

Pan.  Why  a  mod    1    wman  may  be  kifs'd  by  accident, 
Yet  not  give  I  h  to  her  reputation. 

lod.  }  )  ne. 

(he  that  will  kifs,  they 
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Jon),  Why  I  have  feen  you,  madam,  kifs'd  againft 
your  will. 

Dor.  Againfl  my  will  it  may  be  I  have  been  kifs'd 
indeed. 

Clown.  Pfhew,  there's  nothing  againfl  a  woman's 
will ;  and  I  dare  be  fworn,  if  my  lady  kifs  but  any  one 
man,  'tis  becaufe  fhe  cannot  do  with  all. 

Lod.  Nay,  I  know  that  to  be  true,  my  lords,  and  at 
this  time, 
Becaufe  ye  cannot  do  with  all,  pray  kifs  them  in  order  ; 
Kifs  her  all  over,  gentlemen,  and  we  are  gone. 

Dor.  Nay  good,  my  lord,  'tis  againlt  our  nation's, 
caftom. 

Lod.  I  care  not ;  let  naturals  love  nations; 
My  humour's  my  humour. 

Spin,  I  mufl  have  my  turn  too  then, 

y<w.  It  mufl  go  round. 

Dor.  Fie,  fie. 

Lod.  Look  how  me  fpits  now. 

Jafp.  The  deeper  the  fweeter,  lady. 

Clown,  The  nearer  the  bone,  the  fweeter  the  Rem, 
lady. 

Dor.  How  now,  fauce-box  ! 

Clown.  Did  not  my  lord  bid  the  gentlemen  kifs  you 
all  over  ? 

Lod.  I  have  fweet  caufe  to  be  jealous,  have  I  not, 
gentlemen  ?  no  :  Crede  quod  habes,  iff  babes  flill ;  he 
that  believes  he  has  horns,  has  them.  Will  you  go  bring 
myhorfe,  fir? 

Clown.  1  will  bring  your  horfe,  fir  ;  and  your  horfe 
(hall  bring  his  tail  witli  him.  [Exit. 

Lod.  Francis,  I  pr'ythee  flay  thou  at  home  with  thy 
lady :  get  thy  inflrument  ready ;  this  melancholy  will 
fpoil  her  :  before  thefe  lords  here*  make  her  but  laugh, 
when  we  are  gone— 

Fran.  Laugh  before  thefe  lords  when  they  are  gone, 
fir ! 

Lod.  Pifh,  I  mean,  make  her  laugh  heartily  before 
we  come  home  ;  and  before  thefe  lords,  I  promife  thee 
a  leafe  of  forty  crowns  per  annum. 

Fran, 
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Fran.  Can  ye  tell  whether  fhe  be  ticklifh,  fir  ? 

Lod.  Oh,  infinitely  ticklilh  ! 

Fran.  I'll  deferve  your  leafe,  then,  e'er  you  come 
home,  I  warrant. 

Lod.  And  thou  (halt  ha't,  i'faith,  boy. 
Enter  Clown. 

Clown/  Your  horfe  is  ready,  fir. 

Lod.  My  lords,  I  think  we  have  {laid  with  the  longeft  ; 
farewel,  Doll  :  Crcde  quod  babes,  £ff  habes,  gallants. 

Pand.  Our  horfes  mall  fetch   it  up  again  :  farewel, 
fweet  lady. 

Jajp.  Adieu,  fweet  miftrefs :  and  whenfoe'er  I  marry, 
Fortune  turn  up  to  me  no  worfe  card  than  you  are. 

Clown.  And  whenfoe'er  I  marry,  Venus  fend  me  a 
card  may  fave  Fortune  the  labour,  and  turn  up  herfelf. 

[Exeunt. 

Dor.  How  now  ?  why  loiter  you  behind  ?  why  ride 
not  you  along  with  your  lord  ? 

Fran.  To  lie  with  your  ladyfhip. 

Dor.  How  ? 

Fran.  In  the  bed,  upon  the  bed,  or  under  the  bed. 

Dor.  Why,  how  now  Francis ! 

Fran.  This  is  th.Q  plain  truth  on't,  I  would   lie   with 
ye. 

Dor.  Why  Francis 

Fran.  I  know  too  that  you  will  lie  with  me. 

Dor.  Nay  but  Francis 

Fran.  Plague  of  Francis  :  I   am  neither  Frank   nor 
Francis, 
But  a  gentleman  of  Millain,  that  even  there 
Heard  of  your  beauty,  which  report  there  guarded 
With  fuch  a  chaflity,  the  glittering'!!  fin 
Held  no  artillery  of  power  to  fhake  it. 
Upon  which,  1  refolv'd  to  try  conclufions ; 
Aflum'd  this  name  and  fortune,  fought  this  fervice  ; 
And  I  will  tell  ye  truly  what  I  guefs  you. 

Dor.  You  will  not  raviih  me,  Francis. 

Fran.  No ;  but  unravel  ye,  in  two  lines  experience 
writ  lately : 

Vol.  IX.  M  Ea 
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Extrcams  in  'virtue,  are  but  clouds  to  'vice-: 

She'll  do  itl?  dark,  <who  is  ft/S  day  too  nice. 

Dor.  Indeed  ye  do  not  well  to  bely  me  thus. 

Fran.  Come,  I'll   lie    with  thee,  wench,  and  makfc 

all  well  again  5  tho'  your  confident  lord  makes  ufe   of 

Crede  quod  babes,  &  babes,  and  holds  it   impoffible  for 

any  to  be  a  cuckold,  am  believe  himfelf  none :  I  would 

•have  his  lady  have  more  wit,  and  clap  them  on. 

Dor.  And,  truly  Francis,  fome  women  now  would 

Fran.  Who  can  you  chufe  more  convenient  to  pra&ife 
with  than  me,  whom  he  doats  on  ?  where  (hall  a  man 
find  a  friend  but  at  home  ?  fo  you  break  one  proverb's, 
pate    and  give  the  other  a  plainer  :  is't  a  match,  wench? 

Dor.  Well,  for  once  it  is :  but  and  ye  do  anymore, 
indeed  111  tell  my  hufband. 

Fran.  But  when  mall  this  once  be  ?  now  ? 

Dor.  Now  ?  no  indeed,  Francis. 
It  (hall  be  foon  at  night,  when  your  lord's  come  home. 
"  Fran.  Then  !  how  is't  poffible  ? 

Dor  Poflible  '  women  can  make  any  of  thefe  things 
-poflible  Francis :  now  many  cafualties  may  crofs  us ; 
tut  foon  at  tight  my  lord,  I'm  fore,  will  be  fo  fleepy, 
what  with  his  journey,  and  deep  healtns  for  the  duke  s 
return  that  before  he  goes  to  bed  (as  he  ufes  Ml,  when 
*e  has' been  hard  a  drinking)  he  will  fleep  upon  the  bed 
in's  cloaths  fo  found,  bells  would  not  wake  him,  rung 
in  the  chamber.  . 

Fran  The  cuckold  {lumbers ;  and  tho*  his  wife  hit 
Mm  o'th'  forehead  with  her  heel,  he  dreams  of  no  fucn 

m1S'  Now  Pambo,  that  makes  him  merry  in  his 
chamber,  (hall,  when  the  candle's  out,  and  he  afleep, 
bring  you  into  the  chamber. 

frun.  But  will  he  be  fecret  ? 

Dor.  Will  he,  good  foul !  I  am  not  to  try  him  now. 

Fran.  'Sfoot,  this  is  brave,     . 
My  kind  lord's  fool,  is  my  cunning  lady  s  knave. 
E'4t  pray  how  then  ? 

Den 
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Dfr.  When  you  are  in  at  door,  on  right  before  you, 
you  fhall  feel  the  bed  ^  give  me  but  foftly  a  touch,  I'll 
rue,  and  follow  you  into  the  next  chamber  :  but  truly 
and  you  do  not  ufe  me  kindly,  I  fhall  cry  out  and  fpoil 
all. 

Fran.  Ufe  you  kindly  !  was  lady  e'er  us'd  cruelly Ttlv 
dark?  do  you  but  prepare  Pambo  and  your  maid,  let 
me  alone  with  her  miftrefs :  about  eleven  I  defire  to  be 
expected. 

Dor.  And  till  the  clock  ftrike  twelve,  I'll  lie  awake. 

Fran.  Now  ye  dare  kifs. 

Dor.  Once  with  my  friend,  or  fo  :  yet  you  may  take 
two,  Francis. 

Fran.  My  call  is  ams-ace  then. 

Dor.  Duce-ace  had  got  the  game. 

Fran.  Why  then  you're  welcome.  Adieu,  my  dainty 
miftrefs.  *  J 

Dor.  Farewel,  kind  Francis.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  as  from  horfe. 

lor.  I  have  given  them  all  the  flip,  the  duke  and  all  % 
And  am  at  home  before  them  :  I  cannot  reft, 
Philippo  and  my  wife  run  in  my  mind  fo  : 
I  know  no  caufe  why  I  mould  truft  him  more 
Than  all  the  world  beftde  :  I  remember 
He  told  her  that  I  bought  the  buck's  head,  therefore 
Beferv'd  the  horns  :  altho'  I  bid  him  try  her, 
Yet  I  did  not  bid  him  bid  her  with  one  eye 
Love  me,  and  with  the  other  wink  at  a  friend. 
How  we  long  to  grow  familiar  with  affliction  ! 
And  as  many  words  do  aptly  hold  concordance 
To  make  one  fentence,  juil  fo  many  caufes 
Seem  to  agree,  when  conceit  makes  us  cuckolds. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Abflemia. 
And  here  comes  proof  apparent,  hand  in  hand  too  ; 
Now  their  palms  meet,  that  grafp  begets  a  baltard. 

Phil.  By  your  white  hand  1  fwear  'twas  only  fo." 

Lor.  Poifon  of  toads  betwixt  ye. 

Abfi.  Philippo,  you  have  fully  fatisfy'd  me. 

Lor.  Infatiate  whore  !  could  not  I  fatisfy  ye  \ 
I  mail  commit  a  murder,  if  I  ftay: 

M  z  I'jj 
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I'll  go  forge  thunder  for  ye.      Oh  let  me 

Never  more  many  !  what  plague  can  tranfcend 

A  whorifh  wife,  and  a  perfidious  friend  !  [Exiti 

Phil.  By  the  unblerniih'd  faith,  then,   of  a  gentle* 
man ;     • 
And  by  your  pdtent  goodnefs,  a  great  oath  \ 
(For  you  are  greatly  good)  by  truth  itfelf, 
(For  flill  I  fvvcar  by  you)  v/hat  again  hath  pall, 
Was  at  the  'firft  but.  trial  of  your  chaftity, 
Far  above  time  or  itory  :  as  I  fpeak  truth, 
So  may  I  profpef . 

Abft.  And  came  thefe  trials  from  your  breaft  only  \ 

Phil.  Only  from  my  breaft  ;  and  by  the  fweet 
Excellent  blufli  of  virtue,  there  is  in  you 
Plenty  of  truth  and  goodnefs. 

Abft.  You  have  nobly 
Appeas'd  the  florm  o'ertook  you  ;  and  you  are 
Again  a  good  man. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Pandulphoy  Spinofo3  J  a/pro,  Jo<vanh 

Lor.  Traitor  to  truth  and  friendfhip  ! 
Did  not  mine  honour  hold  me,  I  mould  rip  out 
That  bluihing  hypocrite,  thy  heart,  that  hath  broke 
So  ftrong  a  tie  of  faith  ;  but  behold, 
How  much  of  man  is  in  me  !  there  I  caft  them 
From  this  believing  heart,  to  the  iron  hand 
Of  law,  the  wrong' d  man's  faint. 

Phil   What  means  this  ? 

Pand.  My  lord,  here's  warrant  for  what's  done  im- 
mediate from 
The  duke,  by  force  of  which  you're  early  i'th'  morn- 
ing 
Before  his  grace  to  anfwer  to  fuch  injuries 
The  count  Lorenzo  fhall  alledge  againft  you. 

PhiL  Injuries  !  Why  friend,  what  injuries  ? 

Lor.  Can  ye  fpell  ftag,  fir  ?  'tis  four  letters  with  twQ- 
horns. 
Good  gentlemen,  convey  him  from  my  fury, 
For  fear  of  greater  mifchief. 

PhiL  Thou  yellow  fool.  {Exit. 

Abft. 
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Abft.  I  would  you  would  inftruft  me,  noble  fir, 
Bur  how  to  underftand  all  this. 

Lor.  Do  ye  fee  her  ?  look  on  her  all,  and  wonder : 
did  ye  ever  fee  fo  foul  guilt  Hand  underneath  a  look  fo 
innocent  I m 

Jov.  I  mould  have  pawn'd  rny  blood  upon  her  ho- 
nour.- 

Pan.  Colours  not  in  grain, 
Make  as  fair  (hew,  but  are  more  apt  to  ftain. 

Ahjl.  My  lord. 

Lor.  Ye  whore,  {Kicks  her,  Jhe  faoonu 

Jafp.  Look  to  the  lady. 

Lor.  Look  to  her !  hang  her  :  let  me  fend  her  now 
To  the  devil,  with  all  her  fins  upon  her  head. 

Spin.  Bear  her  in  gently,  and  fee  her  guarded.. 

Pan.  You  are  too  violent,  my  lord. 

Lor.  That  men  fnould  ever  marry !  that  we  fhould 
lay  our  heads,  and  take  our  horns  up  out  pf  women's 
laps  ! 

Jt»j.  Be  patient,  good  fir. 

Lor.  Yes,  and  go  make  potguns. 

Jafp.  'Tis  late,  and  fieep  would  do  you  good,  my 
lord. 

her.  Sleep  !  why  do  you  think  I  am  mad,  fir  ? 

Jafp.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Lcr.  Then  you  do  lie,  my  lord, 
For  I  am  mad,  horn  mad  :  I  mall  be  a&ed 
In  our  theatres  of  Verona.     Oh  !  what  poifon's 
Like  a  falfe  friend  ?  and  what  plague  mote  ruinous 
Than  a  lafcivious  wife  ?  they  ileal  our  joys, 
And  fill  us  with  afflictions  ;  they  leave  our  names 
Hedg'd  in  with  calumny  :  in  their  falfe  hearts 
Crocodiles  breed,  who  make. grief  their  difguife, 
And,  in  betraying  tears,  Hill  thro'  their  eyes. 
Oh  !  he  that  can  believe  he  fleeps  feaure 
In  a  falfe  friend's  oath,  or  in  a  bad  wife's  arms, 
Trulls  Circe's  witchcraft,  and  Calipfo's  charms. 

Omnes.  'Tis  late,  let's  to  the,  court.      [Exeunt  onmts* 
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ACT    II. 

A  bed  tbrujl  out  :  Lodo<vicoJleeping  in  his  cloaths :  Doro~ 
thea  in  hed.     Enter  Clown  leading  in  Francifco* 

Fran^  OOftly,  fweet  Pambo  :  are  we  in  the  chamber 

Cj  yet  ? 

Clown.  Within  a  yard  of  my  lady,  and  ye  can  be 
quiet. 

Fran.  Art  Aire  my  lord's  aflcep  ? 

Clown.  I  know  not,  I'll  go  and  afk  him. 

Fran.  No,  no,  no,  do  not  v,ake  him;  we  are  un- 
done then,  man. 

Clown.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  now  do  I  fee  cuckold-making 
is  as  ticklifh  a  profefiion  as  cunny- catching :  my  lord- 
was  fo  paid  with  healths  at  court,  he's  fail  enough. 

Fran.  But  flill  I  purfue  wonder,  why  my  lady  mould 
prefcribe  this  Grange,  nay  wpnd'rous  defperate  way  to 
her  dejires. 

i  Clown  .-Is  that  a  queflion  to  afk  now  ?  would  you 
would  grope  out  the  bed  ;  for  I  fleep  in  my  talk,  I  am 
fure  of  that.  \_Lodo--jico  coughs^ 

Fran.  We  are  loft  for  ever :  did  he  not  cough  ? 

Clown.  'Tis  nothing'  but   the  laft  cup  comes   up  in. 
ftew'd-broth:  if  ever  you  make  true  whore-mailer,  I'll- 
be  bound  to  refign  my  place  up  to  my  lord's  page  :  fea- 
fick  before  you  come  to  th'  fait  water  ?  let  me  go  in  your 
Head. 

Fran.  No,  I'll  venture,,  flood  a  gulph  between,  belch- 
ing up 
A  tempeft.     Oh  valiant  Iuft ! 
How  refolute  thou  go'fl  to  acts  unjuft  I 
Pambo,  good  night. 
Defire  drowns  fear,,  in  prefuppos'd  delight. 

Clown.  Turn  of  your  left  hand,  'twill  lead  you  to 
live  devil,  to  my  lady,  I  mould  fay,  prefently.     [Exit. 

Fra/Zm 
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¥ran,  Let  me  fee,  four  fleps  on  the  left  hand  :  I  have 
the  bed,  and  on  this  fide  fhe  lies  :  'sfoot,  there's  a  beard  ! 
but  all's  well  yet,  fhe  lies  on  this  fide  fure  : 
I  have  her,  'tis  her  hand,  I  know  the  touch  : 
It  melts  me  into  paffion  ;  I  have  much  ado 
/To  contain  my  wild  defires  :  as  the  wind  ftraina 
In  caverns  lock'd ;  (o  thro'  my  big  fwcln  veins 
My  blood  cuts  capers, 

Dor.   Who's  there  I 

Fran.  'Tis  I. 

Dor.  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Fortunate  Francis,  that  was  wrap'd  in's  mo*, 
ther's  fmock. 

Dor.  Give  me  your  hand,  Francis. 

Fran.  There  'tis  :  I  melt  already. 

Dor.  My  lord,  count  Lodovico,  awake. 

Fran.  I  am  loll:  for  ever,  madam. 

Dor.  My  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Fran.  If  I  pull  too  hard,  I   fhall  pull  her  out  o'th* 
bed  too. 

Dor,  My  lord,  will  ye  not  wake  ? 

Lod.  What's  the  matter  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Fran.  How  I  do  dwindle  t 

Dor.  Pray  hear  me,   fir,  I  cannot  fleep  till  you 
Have  refolv'd  me  one  thing. 

Lod.  What  is't,  fweet-heart  ? 

Dor.  Of  all  your  men,  which  do  you  love  be  ft  *■ 

Lod.  That's   a  ftrange  queftion  to  afk  at  mid-night  ^ 
Francifco, 

Dor.  And  that  fame  falfe  Francifco  in  your  abfence 
Moll  lewdly  tempted  me  to  wrong  your  bed. 

Fran.  Was  ever  woodcock  catch'd  thus  ? 

Lod.  Oh  rogue,  I'll  go  cut's  throat  fleepiug^ 

Dor.  Nay,  I  have  fitted  him  moil  daintily. 

Fran.  Now,  now,   now,    now,  I  am  fpitted. 

Dor.  I  feem'd,  fweet-heart,  to  confent  to  him— — — 

Fran.  A   plague   of  feemings ;  I  were  belt  confefs, 
and  beg  pardon. 

Dor.  And  to  make  him  fure  for  your  revenge,  I  appointed 

About  this  hour,  the  door  left  ope  on  purpofe 

M  4  Fran. 
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Fran.  Ah  ! 

Dor.  To  meet  me  in  the  garden. 

Fran.   All's  well  again. 

Dor.  Now,  fweet- heart, 
If  thou  would'ft  but   fteal  down  thither,  thou  might'ft 
catch  him,  and  map  the  fool  very  finely. 

Lod.  Oh  my  fweet  birds -nie  !  what  a  wench  have  I 
of  thee  !  Crede  quod  babes,  Cif  babes  ftill  ;  and  I  had. 
thought  it  poflible  to  have  been  cuckolded,  I  had  been 
cuckolded.  Til  take  my  rapier  as  I  go,  firrah;  and 
the  night  being  dark,  I'll  fpeak  like  thee,  as  if  thou 
hadfl  kept  thy  word.  Oh  villain !  nothing  vexes  me, 
but 'that  he  mould  think  I  can  be  a  cuckold,  and 
have  fuch  a  lady  : .  do  '.thou  lie  ftill,  and  I'll  bring  thee 
his  heart  for  thy  monkey's  breakfaft 

Dor.  And  would  you  part  unkindly,  and  not  kifs  me? 

Lod.  I  have  no  more  manners  than  a  goole  ;  farewell 
My  chafte  delicious  Doll :  what  may  his  life 
Be  compared  to,  that  meets  with  fuch  a  wife  ?       [Exit* 
Enter  Clown. 

Fran.  Pilh,  Pamb'o. 

Clown.  He^re  boy. 

Fran.  Go  meet  him  in  the  garden,  and  hark. 

Clown.  Excellent !  I'll  play  my  lady,  I  warrant  ye. 

Fran.  Do't  daintily. 

Clown.  Well,  I  may  hope  for  a  fquire's  place,  my 
father  was  a  cofter-monger.  {Exit* 

Fran.  Well,  now  I  fee,  as  he  who  fain  would  know 
The  real  drain  of  goodnefs,  may  in  her  read  it  ; 
Who  can  feem  chafte,  and  can  be  what  {he  feems : 
So,  who  would  fee  hell's  craft,  in  her  may  read  it, 
Who  can  feem  too,  but  not  be  what  fhe  feems  : 
In  brief,  put  him  to  fchool  (would  cheat  the  de'il  oPs 

right) 
To  a  dainty  fmooth-fac'd  female  hypocrite.  [Exit. 

Enttr  Lodfxvico  and  Clown. 

Lod.  Here's  a  wife,  Pambo  ! 

Clown.  Now,  Crede  quod  babes,  fcf  babes,  fir. 

Lod.  Why,  right  man  :  let  him  believe  he  has  horns, 
and  he  has  'em. 

Clerwn.  To  difcover  upon  the  pinch  to  ye  !  Lod. 
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.    Lod.  Oh  !  you  kind  loving  hufhands,  like  myfelf, 
What  fortunes  meet  ye  full  but  with  fuch  wives  ! 

Clown.  Fortunes  i'th'  fafhion  of  hay-forks. 

Lod.  Sirra  Pambo,  thou  malt  feldom  fee  a  harm  fellow 
have  fuch  a  wife,  fuch  a  fortunate  wedding. 

Clown.  He  will  go  to  hanging  as  foon. 

Lod.  No,  no,  we  loving  fouls  have  all  the  fortunes^ 
There's  count  Lorenzo  for  example  now, 
There's  a  fweet  coil  to  morrow  'bout  his  wife  : 
He  has  two  fervants,  that  will  take  their  oaths 
They  faw  her  difnoneft  with  his  friend  count  Philippe, 
Nay  in  the  very  act :  now  what  was't  brought  her  to't, 
but  his  dogged  ufage  of  her  ? 

Clown    Nay,  fhe  never  liv'd  a  good  day  with  him. 

Lod.  How  fhe  goes  flaunting  too!  fhe  muft,  have  a 
feather  in  her  head,  and  a  cork  in  her  heel. 

Clown.  Ay,that  mews  her  light  from  head  to  heel,  fir  ; 
and  who  have  heavier  heads,  than  they  whofe  wives 
have  light  heels  ?  that  feather  confounds  her. 

Lod.  I  fhall  fo  laugh  to  hear  the  comical  hiflory  of 
the  great  count  Lorenzo's  horns  ;  but  as  I  have  fuch  a 
wife  now,  what  a  villain  did  I  entertain  to  teach  her  mu- 
fick  ?  'has  done  her  no  good  fince  he  came,  that  J 
faw. 

Clown  Hang  him,  'has  made  her  a  little  perfect  ji> 
prick-fong,  that's  all ;  and  it  may  be  fhe  had  fkill  in 
that  before  you  married  her  too. 

Lod.  She  could  fmg  at  the  firfl  fight,  by  this  hand. 
Pambo. 
But  hark,  I  hear  fomebody. 

Enter  francifco* 

Clown.  'Tis  he  fure,  'has  a  dreaming  whore  mailer's 
pace  ;  pray  let  me  pradlife  my  lady's  part,  and  counter* 
feit  for  her 

Lod.  Canft  thou  imitate  to  th'  life  ? 

Clown.  Can  I  ?  Oh  wicked  Francis ! 

Lod.  Admirable!  thou  malt.  do't. 

Clown.  Pray  be  you  ready  with  your  rapier  to  fpit  hull 
-then,  and  I'll  watch  him  a  good  turn,  I  v  arrant  ye. 

Ms  Frt 
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Fran.  Here  they  are.  If  Pambo  now  comes  off  with 
Ms  part  neatly,  the  coinedy  paifes  bravely.  Who's 
there madam  ? 

Clown.  Francis  ? 

Fran,  The  fame. 

Clown,    I  think  this  place  lies  too  open  to  the  airy 
Francis  ? 

Lod.  Delicate,  Pamba. 

Clown.  And  truly  there's  a  great  dew  fallen  to  nighty 
The  grafs  is  wondrous  wet. 

hod.  Sweet  rogue ! 

Clown,  Come,  Francis, 
And  let  us  fport  ourfelves  in  yonder  rufhes  ? 
And  being,  fet,  I'll  fmother  thee  with  buffe, 

hod..  Qh  villain ! 

Fran.  Hear  me,  lady, 
It  is  enough,  my  lord  hath  now  a  friend, 
In  thefe  difhoneft  days,  that  dares  be  honeil. 

Lod.  How  is  this  ? 

Clown.  Nay,  for  thy  lord,    he's  a  meer  coxcomb^ 
Francis.. 

Lod.  Out  rogue ! 

Fran.  'Tis  but  your  bad  defires  that  tell  you  fo  : 
Can  I  contain  a  heart,  or  can  that  heart 
Harbour  a  thought  of  injury  'gainft  him, 
Under  whofe  wing  I  fafely  flretch  my  pinions  ? 
Has  he  not  nobly  entertained  me  ?  ftand  I  not 
.Next  neighbour,  fa  ye  yourfelf,  unto  his  heart  ?.- 

Lod.  Ay,  by  this  hand  doft  thou. 

Fran,  And  fhould  I  quit  him  thus  ?  no,  lady,  nc*» 

Lod.  Brave  Frank! 

Fran.  I  am  too  wife  to  fall  in  love  with  woe, 
Much  lefs  with  woman :  I  but  took  advantage 
Of  my  lords  abfence  for  your  tryal,  lady, 
For  fear  fome  fellow  (far  hotter  rein'd  than  I) 
Might  have  fought,  and  fped ;  and  I  would  be  loath 
A  lord  fo  loving— 

Loch  Shalt  have  five  leafes,  by  thefe  fingers, 

Fn 
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Fran.  Should  have  a  lady  falfe. 
Back,  lady,  to  your  yet  unbleminYd  bed  ; 
Preferve  your  honour,and  your  lord's — calf's  head.[^kr>, 
Clown.  Well,  Francis,  you  had  been  better — if  I  do 
not  tell  my  lord  of  this  ! 

Lod.  He  has  put  him  to't  now. 
Fran.  Then  I  am  loil  for  ever, 
You'll  turn  it  all  on  me,  I  know  ;  but  ere 
I'll  live  to  wrong  fo  good  a  lord,  or  Hand 
The  mark  unto  your  malice ,  I  will  iiril 
Fall  on  my  fword  and  perifh. 
Lod.  Hold,  hold,  hold  man. 
Fran.  Ha,  who  are  you  ? 

Lod.  One  that  has  more  humanity  in  him,  than  to  (&& 
a  proper  fellow  call  himfelf  away,  1  warrant  thee  :  'tis- 
I,  'tis  I  man,  I  have  heard  all. 

Clown.  And  'twas  I  play'd  my  lady,  to  have  fnap'd  ye. 
Fran.  Has  ihe  been  then  fo  good  to  tell  your  honour? 
Now  am  I  worfe  afflicted  than  before, 
That  ihe  mould  thus  outrun  me,  in  this  race  of  honeily. 
Lod.  Nay  fh'as  bob'd  thee  bravely ;  fh'as  a  thoufand 
of  thefe  trick?,  i'faith  man ;  but  howfoever,  what  I  have 
found  thee,  I  have  found  thee  :  hark  in  thine  ear,  (halt 
have  five  leafes,  and  mine  own  nag,  when  th'ail  a  mind- 
to  ride. 

Fran.  Let  me  deferve,.  fir,  firft. 
Lod.  Shalt  have  them  :    I   know  what  I  do,  I  war- 
rant thee. 
Fran.   I  joy  in  fuch  a  lady. 

Lod.  Nay  there's  a  couple  of  you,  for  a  wife  and  a 
friend  ;  malt  be  no  more  my  fervant :  I  had  thought  to 
have  made  thee  my  it c ward,  but  thou'rt  too  honeil  for 
the  place,  that's  the  truth  on't, 

Clown,  His  luperiluity  is  my  neceility ;  pray  let  ms 
ha't,  fir. 

Lod.  I  will  talk  with  thee  to  morrow,  Pambo;  thou 
(halt  have  fomething  too  ;  but  I'll  to  bed  :  honeil  Fran- 
cis, the  deareil  mull  part,  I  fee  ;  I  will  fo  hug  the  fweet 
rafcal  that  thinks  every  hour  ten,  till  1  come  yonder  ! 
good  night,  Frarjk  ;  to  bed,  Pambo. 

M  6  What- 
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What  delight  in  life 

Can  equal  fuch  a  friend  and  fuch  a  wife  ? 

So,  my  dainty  Doll,  I  come  to  thee.  [Ex:t* 

Clown.  So  a  city  night-cap  go  with  thee.— But  fhall 
I  not  be  thought  on,  for  my  night's  fervice  ? 

Fra?i.  Oh  look  ye,  pray  forget  not  ye  had  fomething. 

Clown.  Well,    and.  pray  do  you    remember  I  had 
nothing. 

Fran.  Nothing  !  what's  that  ? 

C/c<wn.  Nothing  before  I  had  fomething,  I  mean  :  fo 
you  are  well  return'd  from  Utopia. 

Fran.  You're  very  nimble  fir,  good  morrow. 

[Exeunt* 
A  Bar  fet  out.     Enter  the  duke  of  Verona^  Pandulpho, 

Sp'nofo,  J  a/pro,  Jcvani,  Lorenzo,  Philippo,  Abjiemia^ 

a  guard,  and  t-TvoJ!a<ves. 

Vero.  Call  the  accus'd  to  th'  bar. 

Phil.  We  appear, 
With  acknowkdg'd  reverence  to  the  prefence. 

Vero.  We  meet  not 
To  build  on  circumilances,  but  to  come  plainly 
To  the  bufmefs  that  here  plac'd  us.    Coufm  Lorenzo, 
You  have  free  leave  to  fpeak  your  griefs ;  but  this 
Defire  the  fenate  to  obferve,  and  nearly : 
I  come  here  not  your  kinfman  ;  neither,  madam, 
Looking  unto  the  greatnefs  of  your  blood, 
As  you  are  filler  to  the  duke  of  Venice  ; 
Eur  as  an  equal  judge,  I  come  to  doom, 
As  circumdances  and  proof  informs. 

Lor.  Thus  then, 
^  Great  fir,  grave  lords,  and  honourable  auditors 
Of  my  difhonour)  I  affirm  'tis  known 
To  th'  fignory  of  Verona,  the  whole  city, 
Nay  the  great  multitude  without,  that  come 
Tliis  day  to  hear  unwilling  truth,  can  witnefs, 
How  fince  my  marriage  with  that  woman  (weepft  thou  f 
Oh  truth,  who  would  not  look  thee  in  a  woman's  tear:  I 
But  fhowers  that  fall  too  late,  produce  dear  years) 
AH  know  that  fince  our  marriage,  I  have  perform'd 
11  judicial  wedlock-offices, 

That 
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That  malice  knew  not  how  at  my  whole  actions 

To  make  one  blow  :  and  to  ffcrike  home,  I  did  rather 

Honour  her  as  a  faint,  fir,   than  refpect  her 

As  ihe  was  my  wife :  on  pilgrimage  I  fent 

All  my  endeavours  to  the  fair  feeming  fhrine 

Of  her  defires,  Where  they  did  offer  daily 

A  plenal  fatisfa&ion,  which  ihe  feem'd 

Reciprocally  to  return,  pay'd  back 

As  much  obedience  as  I  lent  of  love  : 

But  then  the  ferpent  (tings,  when  like  a  dove 

Opinion  feathers  him :  womens  fweet  words 

As  far  are  from  their  hearts  (though  from  their  breaffo 

They  flie)  as  lapwings  cries  are  from  their  nefls. 

Pan.  Oh  you  inveigh  ! 

Lor.  I  would  appear  no  fatyr. 
And  for  this  man  (how  fain  I  would  call  him  friend  ! ) 
I  appeal  to  the  whole  fiate,  if  at  the  fight 
Eetwixt  Bizerta  gallies  and  your  grace, 
Wherein  you  pleased  to  fend  me  general  there, 
That  he  defeiVd  (let  me  not  take  from  him 
His  merit's  meet  confeflion)  but  I  was  there 
The  man  (the  erring  man)  that  crown' d  his  merit 
With  approbation  and  reward ;  brought  him  home, 
Prefer'd  him  to  thofe  graces  you  heap'd  on  him : 
Wore  him  a  neighbour  to  my  heart,  as  lovers 
Wear  jewels,  left  by  their  dead  friends  ;  I  lock'd  him 
Into  my  heart,  and  double -barrd  him  there 
With  reafon  and  opinion  :  his  extremities 
Faftn'd  me  more  unto  him,  whiiit  like  an  ar< 
Well  built,  by  how  much  the  more  weight  I  bore, 
I  ftand  the  flronger  under  him  -,  fo  lov'd  him, 
That  in  his  abfence  Hill  mine  ear  became 
A  fandtuary  to  his  injur'd  name. 

Vera.  And  what  from  hence  infer  you  ? 

Lor.  That  'twas  bafe, 
Bafe  in  the  depth  of  bafenefs,  for  this  wife 
•So  honour'd,  and  this  fmooth  friend  fo  belov'd, 
To  confpire  betwixt  them  my  diihonour. 

Vero.  How  ? 
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Lor.  To  flain  my  meets  with  luft,  a  minute's  theft : 
To  brand  perpetually  three  faces ;  a  hufband's,. 
A  wife's,  and  friend's. 

Akft.  Oh  good  my  lord, 
Caft  out  this  devil  from  you. 

Lor.  Oh  good  my  lady, 
Keep  not  the  devil  within  you,  but  confefs. 

Phil.  Hear  me,  great  fir ;  I  will  confefs,  Lorenzo,- 
And  print  thee  down  the  fool  of  pamon. 
Spin.  Speak,  fir. 

Phil.  'Tistrue,  this  boafting  man  did  thus  erefl  me 
In  his  opinion,  plac'd  me  in  his  love, 
Grac'd  me  with  courtefies :  Oh  the  craft  of  jealoufy  I 
As  boys  to  take  the  bird  about  the  pit, 
Call  wheat  and  chaff,  contriving  a  neat  train 
To  intice  her  to  her  ruin :  fo  this  friend 
Falfer  than  city-oaths,  it  is  not  doubted, 
Having  fo  far  indear'd  me,  when  he  came 
To  enjoy  a  fair  wife,  gueft  it  impoffible 
For  me  to  fhare  with  him  in  all  things  eKe9 
And  not  in  her  ;  (for  fair  wives  oft  we  fee 
Strike  difcord  in  fweet  friendship's  harmony :  } 
And  having  no  way  to  infnare  me  fo, 
To  feparate  our  loves,  he  ferioufly 
Woo'd  me  to  try  his  wife. 
Lor.  'Tis  falfe. 
Phil.  'Tistrue, 
By  all  that  honeft  men  may  be  believed  by, 
Three  feveral  times  I  try'd  her,  by  him  urg'd  tortr 
Yet  ftill  my  truth  not  ftarted,  kept  fo  conftant, 
That  till  this  hour  this  lady  thus  much  knew  not. 
I  bore  her  brave  reproofs :  Oh  when  ihe  fpake, 
The  faints  fure  liften'd,  and  at  every  point 
She  got  the  plaufe  of  angels!  now  upon  this,. 
This  jealous  lord  infers  (and  it  may  be  but 
To  fhun  futurity)  that  I 
(His  betray 'd  friend)  could  not  hold  the  cup, 
But  I  mull  drink  the  poifon.    No,  Lorenzo, 
An  honefl  man  is  ftill  an  unmov'd  rock, 
Waih'd  whither,  but  not  lhaken  with  the  mock; 

Whofc- 
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Whofe  heart  conceives  no  finifter  device, 
Fearlefs  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on  ice. 

Vero.  Coufm,  did  you,  as  your  friend  here  affirms,. 
Counfel  him  to  thefe  trials  1 

Lor.  I? 

Phil.  You  did. 

Lor.  Philippo,  thou  art  fallen  from  a  good  man, 
And  haft  ta'en  leave  of  modefty  :  let  thefe  my  fervants 
(That  incredulity  mould  be  induction 
To  my  more  certain  ftiame)  let  thefe  fpeak 
And  relate  what  they  faw :  they  grew  fo  publick^ 
My  fervants  could  diicover  them. 

Pan.  Speak,  friends,  be  fearlefs ; 
And  what  you  know,  even  to  a  fyllable,. 
Boldly  confefs, 

i  Slave.  Then  know,  great,  ftr,  as  foon 
As  e'er  my  lord  was  gone  to  meet  your  grace, 
Signor  Philippo  and  my  lady  privately 
Went  up  to  her  bed-chamber  :  we  two  fufpecting 
What  afterwards-  we  found,  flole  foftly  up, 
And  through  the  key-hole  (for  the  door  was  lock'd) 
We  faw  my  lady  and  count  Philippo  there 
Upon  the  bed,  and  in  the  very  ad, 
As  my  lord  before  affirm'd. 

Abft.  Canft  thou  hear,  heaven, 
And  withhold  thy  thunder  ? 

Phil.  My  lords,  one  devil,  ye  know, 
May  poflefs  three  bodies. 

Vero.  Will  you  fwear  this,  fir  ? 

I  Slave.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Spin.  And  you  ? 

z  Slave.  I  will,  and  dare,  fir. 

Lor.  Brave  rafcals ! 

Vero.  Reach  them  the  book. 

Abft.  Ye  poor  deluded  men,  oh  do  not  fwear  / 

Lor.  Think  of  the  chain  of  pearl. 

I  Slave.  Give  us  the  book  : 
That  we  affirm  the  truth,  the  whole  truth, 
And  nothing  but  the  truth,  we  fwear. 

Pan,  Believe  me,  I  am  forry  for  the  lady, 

2  '  Ikil. 
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Phil.  Howfoon 
Two  fouls,  more  precious  than  a  pair  of  worlds* 
Are  levell'd  below  death  ! 

Abft.  Ch  hark  !  did  you  not  hear  it  ? 

0?nn.  What,  lady  ? 

Abft.  This  hour  a  pair  of  glorious  towers  are  fallen  5 
Two  goodly  buildings  beaten  with  a  breath 
Beneath  the  grave :  you  all  have  feen  this  day, 
A  pair  of  fouls  both  call  and  kirl  away. 

Spin.  What  cenfure  gives  your  grace  ? 

Vera.  In  that  I  am  kinfman 
To  the  accufer,  that  I  might  not  appear 
Partial  in  judgment,  let  it  feem  no  wonder 
If  unto  your  gravities  I  leave 
The  following  fentence  :  but  as  Lorenzo  Hands 
A  kinfman  to  Verona,  fo  forget  not, 
Abftemia  (till  is  filler  unto  Venice. 

PhiL  Mifery  of  goodnefs  \ 

Abft.  Oh !  Lorenzo  Medico, 
Abltemia's  lover  once,  when  he  did  vow 
And  when  [  did  believe  ;  then  when  Abftemia 
Deny'd  fo  many  princes  for  Lorenzo, 
Then  when  you  fwore.--Oh  maids  !  how  men  can  weep ! 
Print  protections  on  their  breafls,  and  figh. 
And  look  fo  truly,  and  then  weep  again, 
And  then  protelt  again,  and  again  dilfemble  ! 
When  once  enjoy'd,  like  ftrange  fights  we  grow  flale, 
And  find  our  comforts  like  their  wonder,  fail. 

PhiL  Oh  Lorenzo  ! 
Look  upon  tears,  each  one  of  which  well  valued, 
Is  worth  the  pky  of  a  king ;  but  thou 
Art  harder  far  than  rocks,  and  canlt  not  prize 
The  precious  waters  of  truth's  injur'd  eyes. 

Lor.  Pleafe  your  grace  proceed  to  cenfure. 

Vero.  Thus  'tis  decreed,  as  thefe  lerds  have  fet  down 
.Againit  all  contradiction  :  fignor  Philippo, 
In  that  you  have  thus  grofly,  fir,  dilhonour'd 
Even  our  blood  itfelf,  in  tfeis  rude  injury 
Lights  on  our  kinfman,  his  prerogative 
Implies  death  on  your  trefpafs  3  but  your  merit 
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Of  more  antiquity  than  is  your  trefpafs, 
That  death  is  blotted  out,  and  in  the  place 
Banifhment  writ,  perpetual  banifhment 
(On  pain  of  death  (if  you  return)  for  ever) 
from  Verona,  and  her  fignories. 

Phi/,  Verona  is  kind. 

Pan.  Unto  you,  madam, 
This  cenfure  is  allotted  :  your  high  blood 
Takes  off  the  danger  of  the  law ;  nay  from 
Even  banifhment  itfeif :  this  lord  your  hufband 
Sues  only  for  a  legal  fair  divorce, 
\Vhich  we  think  good  to  grant,  the  church  allowing : 
And  in  that  the  injury 
Chiefly  reflects  on  him,  he  hath  free  licence 
To  marry  when  and  whom  he  pleafes. 

Ah  ft.  I  thank  ye,  -     - 

That  you  are  favourable  unto  my  love, 
Whom  yet  I  love  and  weep  for. 

Phil.  Farewell,  Lorenzo. 
This  breafl  did  never  yet  harbour  a  thought 
Of  thee,  but  man  was  m  it,  honeil  man  : 
There's  all  the  words  that  thou  art  worth  ;  of  your  grace 
I  humbly  thus  take  leave  ;  farewell,  my  lords, 
And  laftly  farewell,  thou  faireft  of  many, 
Yet  by  far  more  unfortunate :  look  up 
And  fee  a  crown  held  for  thee  ;  win  it,  and  die 
Lovers  martyr,  the  fad  map  of  injury  : 
And  1q  remember,  fir,  your  injur1  d  lady 
Has  a  brother  yet  in  Venice.  [Exfr^ 

Abft.  Farewell,  Lorenzo, 
Whom  my  foul  doth  love  :  if  you  e'er  marry, 
May  you  meet  a  good  wife,  fo  good,  that  yo* 
May  not  fufpect  her,  nor  may  fhe  be  worthy 
Of  your  fufpicion  :  and  if  you  hear  hereafter 
That  I  am  dead,  enquire  but  my  laft  words, 
And  you  (hall  know  that  to  the  laft  I  lov'd  you  ; 
And  when  you  walk  forth  with  your  fecond  choice, 
Into  the  pleafant  fields,  and  by  chance  talk  of  me, 
Imagine  that  you  fee  me  lean  and  pale, 
Strewing  your  paths  with  flowers :  and  when  in  bed 

You 
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You  cafl  your  arms  about  her  happy  fide, 

Think  you  fee  me  fland  with  a  patient  look, 

Crying,  all  hail,  you  lovers,  live  and  profper  ; 

But  may  flie  never  live  to  pay  my  debts :  \JVeepi\ 

If  but  in  thought  fhe  wrong  you,  may  fhe  die 

In  the  conception  of  the  injury. 

Pray  make  me  wealthy  with  one  kifs :  farewell,  fir: 

Let  it  not  grieve  you  when  you  fhalL  remember 

That  I  was  innocent :  nor  this  forget^ 

Though  innocence  here  fuffer,.  figh  and  groan, 

She  walks  but  thorow  thorns  to  find,  a  throne.         \Exiti 

Pero.  Break  up  the  court,  and  coufin  learn  this  reed  $ 
Who  ftabs  truth's  bofom,  makes  an  angel  bleed. 

Lor,  The  ftorm  upon  my  breany  fir. 

\Excunu 


act.  in. 

Enter  Lodo-vi co y  Jafi>ro>  Jo<vani,  and  Clown* 

tod.  TP\IB  chronicle  ever  match  this  couple,  gentle- 
\_J  men  ? 

Jafp.  You  make  us  wonder, 
That  both  mould  feem  to  yield  to  the  temptation, 
And  both  fo  meet  in  one  refolv'd  gcodnefs, 
Unknown  to  one  another  ! 

Lod.  There  lies  the  jeft  on't.  Sirrah,  Pambo,  I  do 
but  think,  1  an"1  fhe  had  met  him  in  the  garden,  how  fhe 
would  have  rattled  him. 

Clown.  And  ruffled' him  too,  fir  :  the  camomile  would 
have  been  better  for  it  many  a  day  after. 

Jo<v.  Such  an  honeit-minded  fervant  where  mail  one 
find  ? 

Lod.  Servant !  my  fworn  brother,  man  ;  he's  too  ho- 
neft  for  an  office,  he'll  never  thrive  in't :  ye  have  few. 
fervaiits  will  deal  fo  mercifully  with  their  lords, 

7*#- 
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•  Jafp-  A  wife!  why  (he's  a  faint,  one  that  ever  bears 
A  good  found  foul  about  her. 

Clown.  Yes,  when  me  wears  her  new  fhoes. 

Jo<v.  Shall  we  fee  her,  my  lord  ? 

Lod.  Where  is  me,  Pambo  ? 

Clown.  Walking  a  turn  or  two  i'th'  garden  with  Fran-* 
cifco,  fir :  I'll  go  call  her. 

Lod.  No,  no,  no  ;  let  her  alone ;  'tis  pity  indeed  to 
part  them,  they  are  fo  well  matched.  Was  he  not  read- 
ing to  her  ? 

Clown.  No,  fir,  me  was  weeping  to  him  :  ihe  heard 
this  morning  that  her  confeffor,.  father  Jacomo,  was 
dead. 

Jafp.  Father  Jacomo  dead  ? 

Lod.  Why  now  mall  not  we  have  her  eat  one  bit  this 
five  days'. 

Clown.  She'll  munch  the  more  in  a  corner  j  that's  the 
puritan's  fall. 

Lod.  Nay,  do  but  judge  of  her,  my  lords,  by  one 
thing  :  whereas  moft  of  our  dames  go  to  confelfion  but 
once  a  month,  fome  twice  a  quarter,  and  fome  but  once 
a  year,  and  that  upon  conitraint  too,  fne  never  miffes 
twice  a  week. 

iff/fa  >rTis  wonderful ! 

J.o<v.  'Tis  a  fign  (he  keeps  ^11  well  at  home  :  they  are 
even 
With  the  whole  world,  that  fo  keep  touch  with  heaven. 

Lod.  Nay,  I  told  ye,  ye  mould  find  no  Philippo  of 
Francifco. 

Clown.  And  I  remember  I  told  your  honour  yoa 
mould  find  no  Abitemia  of  my  lady. 

Lod.  Nor  no  Lorenzo  of  rnyfclf :  he  was  ever  a  me- 
lancholy ftubborn  ferlow  ;  he  kept  her  in  too  much,  and 
fee  what  comes  on't ;  I  give  my  wife  her  will,  and  fee 
what  comes  on'ttoo. 

Clown.  Nay,  fir,  there  is  two  come  on't,  an'  a  man 
could  difcover  'em. 

Lod.  Two.whar,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Clown.  It  may  be  two  babies,  fir ;  for  they  come 
commonly  with  giving  a  woman  her  will. 

Led. 
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Led.  I'd  laugh  at  that,  'faith,  boy  :  but  who  has  me 
now  for  her  confeffor  ? 

Cku;n.  She  looks  for  one,  they  call  him  father  An- 
tony, fir  i  and  he's  wifh'd  to  her  by  madona  Luffu- 
riofa. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Francifco. 

Lod.  There's  another  modeft  foul  too,  never  without 
a  holy  man  at  her  elbow.  But  here  comes  one  out- 
weighs them  all-— Why  how  now,  chick,  weeping  fo 
fail  ?  This  is  the  fault  of  moil  of  our  ladies,  painting, 
weeping  for  their  fms  I  mould  fay,  fpoils  their  faces. 

Fran.  Sweet  madam  ! 

Lod.  Look,  look,  look,  loving  foul,  he  weeps  for 
Company ! 

Claims  And  I  fhall  laugh  out-right  by -and- by. 

Dcr.  Oh  that  good  man  ! 

Lod.  Why  bird? 

Jafp.  Be  patient,  lady. 

Dor.  Would  he  go  to  heaven  without  his  zealou* 
pupil  ? 

C/onvn.   It  may  be  he  knew  not  your  mind,  forfooth.   ' 

Dor.  He  knew  my  mind  well  enough. 

Cicwn.  Why  then  it  may  be  he  knew  you  could  not 
hold  out  for  the  journey  :  pray  do  not  fet  us  all  a  cry- 
kg-  ■  1  [Weeps. 

Lod.  Pr'ythee,  fweet  birds -nye,  be  content. 

Dor.  Yes,  yes,  content !  when  you  too  leave  my  com-- 
pany ! 
No  one  comes  near  me  ;  fo  that  were  it  not 
For  modeit  fimple  Prancis  here 

Gnvn.  As  modeir.  as  a  gib-cat  at  midnight. 

Dor.  That  fometimes  reads 
Virtue**  books  to  me  ;  were  it  not  for  him, 
I  might  go  look  content;  but  'tis  no  matter, 
Nobody  cares  for  me. 

Lod.  Nay,  pr'ythee  Dbll— pray,  gentlemen,  comfort 
her.  {V/eeps? 

Clown.  Now  is  the  devil  writing  an  encomium  upon 
cunning  cuckold -makers. 

Fran. 
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Tran.  You  have  been  harm  to  her  of  late,  I  fear* 
;ir. 

Lod.  By  this  hand  I  turn'd  not  from  her  all  laft  night : 
ivhat  mould  a  man  do  ? 

Jafp.  Come,  this  is  but  a  fweet  obedient  fhower5 
To  bedew  the  lamented  grave  of  her  old  father. 

Clown.  He  thinks  the  devil's  dead  too. 

Dor.  But  'tis  no  matter  ;  were  I  fuch  a  one 
As  the  count  Lorenzo's  lady,  were  I  fo  gracelefs 
To  make  you  wear  a  pair  of  wicked  horns, 
You  would  make  more  reckoning  of  me [JVeepsl 

Lod.  Weep  again !  fhe'll  cry  out  her  eyes,  gentlemen* 

Clown.  No,  I  warrant  you  :  remember  the  two  lines 
your  honour  read  laft  night : 

A  'woman's  eye, 

'«S  ApriVs  dujly  no  fooner  wet  but  dry. 

Lod.  Good  pigs-nye !  Frank,  pr'ythee  walk  he* 
t'other  tarn  i'th'  garden,  and  get  iier  a  ftomach  to  her 
fupper  :  we'll  be  with  ye  presently,  wench. 

Dor.  Nay,  when  ye  pleafe But  why  fhould  I  go 

From  ye  ? 

Led.  Loving  foul !  pr'ythee^  Frank,  take  her  away. 

Dor.  Pray  let  me  kifs  ye  firft.     Come  Francis, 
Nobody  cares  for  us.——    [At  the  door  Francis  kijjes  her'. 

[Exeunt, 

Lod.  Well,  there  goes  a  couple ;  where  fhali  a  fnaa 
match  you,  indeed?  Hark>  Pambo! 

Jafp.  Did  you  obferve  ? 

>r.  Theykifs'd! 

Jafp*  Peace. 

Lod.  And  intreat  madona  Lufluriofa  to  fup  with  us  ; 
lis  you  go,  tell  her  my  lady's  never  well  but  in  her  com- 
pany. 

Clown.  What  if  your  honour  invited  the  count  Lo- 
renzo ?  he'll  be  fo  melancholy  now  his  lady  and  lie  a-:e 
parted ! 

Lod.  Pray  do  as  you  are  bid,  kind  fir,  and  let  h;n 
alone  :   I'll  have  no  cuckold  fup  in  my  houfe  to-night. 

Clown.  'Tis  a  very  hot  evening  ;  your  honour  \ 
fop  in  the  garden  then. 

L:t 
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Led.  Yes,  marry  will  I,  fir ;  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Clown.  Why  your  honour  was  ever  as  good  as  youf 
word  :  keep  the  cuckolds  out  of  door,  and  lay  a  cloath 
for  my  lord  in  the  arbour,  gentlemen.  [Exit.  \ 

Lod.  I  have  been  this  three  months  about  a  project. 

Jo<v.  What  is't,  my  lord  ? 

Led.  Why  I  intend  to  compofe  a  pamphlet  of  all  my 
wife's  virtues,  put  them  in  print,  and  dedicate  them  to 
the  duke,    as  orthodoxal  .diredions   againft    he   mar- 


ries. 


Jafp.  'Twill  give  him  apt  inductions,  when  he  does 
marry,  to  pick  out  fuch  a  woman. 
^  Led,  Pick  her  !  where  will  he  pick  her  ?  as  the  Eng- 
lifh  proverb  fays,  He  may  as  foon  find  a  needle  in  a  botth 
cf  hay.  Would  I  knew  what  fins  fhe  has  committed,  I 
would  fet  them  down  all  one  with  another  ;  they  would 
ferve  as  foils  to  her  virtues :  but  I  do  think  fhe  has  none ; 
d'ye  think  fhe  has  any,  gentlemen  ? 

Jonj.  Oh,  none,  fir,  but  has  fome  ! 

Lod.  Ay,  piddling  ones,  it  may  be ;  as  when  a  pin 
pricks  her  6 nger  to  cry  at  fight  on't,  and  throw't  away  5 
but  for  other  matters--— 

Jafp.  Now  I  think  on't,  fir,  I  have  a  device  newly 
begotten,  that,  if  you  be  fo  defirous  to  be  refolv'd  of 
her  perfections,  'twill  be  an  apt  means  for  your  intelli- 
gence. 

Lod.  That  will  be  excellent ;  and  then  my  book, 
grounded  upon  mine  own  experience,  the  report  of  my 
judgment  in  the  choice  of  a  woman,  will  fell  them  off 
falter  than  the  compofitor  can  fet  the  letters  together. 

Jafp.  We  will  difcourfe  it  as  we  go  :  mean  time,  fir, 
Let  this  prepare  the  path  to  your  conftruction. 
Conceit  and  confidence  are  jugglers  born  ; 
One  grafts  in  air,  t'other  hides  the  real  horn. 

Lod.  Well,  he  that  believes  he  has  horns,  has  horns  ; 
And  eredc  quod  babes  i$  babes,  fhall  be  my  motto. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Pandulpho  a?id  Spinofo. 

Spin.  The  powers  of  Venice  upon  our  confines ! 

PM 
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Tan.  Yes,  fignor  Philippo,  it  feems,  having  poffefsM 
him 

With  the  paffages  that  pafs'd  upon  his  filler, 
EmbafTadors  were  difpatch'd  to  Bergamo, 
Where  then  his  forces  lay  ;  wno  thus  return'd, 
That  he  came  not  a  publiek  foe  unto  Verona, 
But  to  require  iuflice  againfl  count  Lorenzo, 
To  approve  his  filler  innocent. 

Spin.  What  witnefs, 
Proof,  or  apparent  circumftance,  builds  he 
His  bold  attempt  upon  ? 

Pan.  He  fays,  befides 
The  honour  of  Philippo,  he  has  proof 
So  unrefillable  to  affirm  the  plot 
Of  count  Lorenzo,  that  he  only  crav'd 
(Hoftages  being  render'd  for  their  fafe  returns) 
Here  in  the  fenate-chamber,  the  fair  trial 
Might  publickly  be  cenfur'd :  and  by  this 
They  are  at  hand. 

Enter  at  one  door  duke  of  Venice,  Philippo,  and  lords. 
At  the  other,  duke  of  Verona,  Jajpro,  Jovani,  Lor  en* 
zo  guarded.     A  bar  fet  out.      The  I  ft \jla<ve. 

•Ver.  Fair  fir,  the  prefence  is  level'd  for  your  grie- 
vances. 

Ven.  Firft  fummon  to  the  bar  the  count  Lorenzo, 

Pan.  Lorenzo  Medico,  fland  to  the  bar. 

Lor.  I  do  fland  to  the  bar. 

Ven.  I  come  not  here,  witnefs  the  good  man's  com* 
fort,  to  add  one  flep 
Unto  my  territories ;  and  tho1  I  burthen 
The  neighbour-bofom  of  my  confines  with 
The  weight  of  armour,  or  do  wound  your  breaft 
j(My  dukedom's  near  next  neighbour)  with  the  hoofs 
Of  war-apparelPd  horfes,  'tis  not  to  feek 
For  martial  honours,  but  for  civil  jullice  : 
Conceive  mine  honour  wounded  ;  a  filler's  fhame 
Is  anunpleafant  fpot  upon  our  arms ; 
Yet  that  we  come  not  here  to  fanclify 
A  filler's  fin ;   for  if  fhe  be  fo  prov'd, 
Shame  fleep  within  her  epitaph,  and  brand  her, 

Let 
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Let  bears  and  wolves  that  angel's  face  confound, 

Gives  goodnefs  fuch  a  foul  unfriendly  wound  : 

But  if  fhe  chafte  be  prov'd,  what  balm  can  cure 

A  wounded  name  ?  As  he  that  not  inflidts 

The  bitter  ilroke  of  law  upon  the  flrumpet, 

Fattens  the  fad  afflictions  of  a  thoufand : 

So  who  but  ftains  an  honefl  woman's  name, 

Plagues  are  yet  kept  for  him,  Heel  is  no  defence, 

For  the  unclean  tongue  injures  innocence. 

I  affirm  my  fitter  wrong'd,  wrong'd  by  this  man, 

This  that  has  wrong'd  pure  judgment,  and  thrown  poifon 

Upon  the  face  of  truth,  and  upon  him 

I  feek  a  fatisfa&ion. 

Lor.  I  reply  ; 
The  law  murl:  give  you  fatisfa&ion, 
That  juftly  did  divorce  us :  I  appeal 
To  the  whole  conftliadory,  if  equal  law, 
In  her  progreiTion,  went  a  ftep  altray, 
Either  by  proof  or  information. 
Let  the  duke  fpeak  (not  as  he  is  my  kinfman) 
If  I  produc'd  not  legally  in  court, 
Eefides  mine  own  affertion,  (which  even  reafon 
Grounded  on  probability)  two  of  my  fervants, 
That  upon  oath  affirm' d  they  faw  your  fitter 
Even  in  the  very  act  of  fin  and  fhame, 
With  that  Philippo  there  :  blame  me  not  then,  fir, 
If  I  return  an  error  to  your  caufe. 
Reafon  (the  bafe  whereon  we  build  the  laws) 
You  injure  in  this  action,  give  her  the  lie  : 
Who  dares  not  build  his  faith  upon  his  eye  ? 
They  fwore  what  they  did  fee  $  and  men  flill  fear, 
(Reafon  concludes)  what  they  not  fee,  to  fwear. 

Fer.  Your  hear  my  kinfman1  sanfwer. 

Pan.  And  'tis  requifite 
That  you  produce  your  author :  it  is  held 
Meer  madnefs  on  a  hill  of  fand  to  build. 

Phi.  The  foundation-work  is  mine,  and  that  I  an- 
fvver  : 
He  builds  on  truth,  the  gccd  man's  miftrefs, 
And  not  in  the  fon&uary 

Z  Of 
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OF  this  injur'd  brother's  power,  but  the  integrity 

Arid  glory  of  the  caufe :  I  throw  the  pawn 

Of  my  afflicted  honour,  and  on  that 

I  openly  affirm  your  abfent  lady 

Chaitity'6  well-knit  abftratt  ;  fnow  in  the  fall, 

Purely  refin'd  by  the  bleak  northern  blaft, 

Not  freer  from  a  foil ;  the  thoughts  of  infants 

But  little  nearer  heaven  ;  and  if  thefe  princes 

Pleafe  to  permit,  before  their  guilty  thought* 

Injure  another  hour  upon  the  lady, 

My  right  drawn  fword  mail  prove  it. 

Lor.  Upon  my  knee,  fir, 
(How  my  foul  dances !)  humbly  I  intreat 
Your  grant  to  his  requeft  :  fight  with  Philippe 
I'th'  midii  of  flame,  or  peftilence :  in  a  cave, 
Where  bafilifks  do  breed. 

Ver.  We  muft  take  counfel :    . 
The  price  of  blood  is  precious. 

Lor.  Blood  defires  burthen  : 
The  price  of  truth  is  precious.     For  all  the  fights 
I  have  fought  for  you  on  land  ;  the  fears  at  fea, 
Where  I  have  tugg'd  with  tempefts,  ftood  florins  at  mid- 
night, 
Out-flar'd  the  flaring  lightning,  and  the  next  morning 
Chas'd  the  unruly  flub born  Turk  with  thunder  ; 
For  all  the  bullets  I  have  bravely  fhot, 
And  fent  death  finging  to  the  flaughter,  fir-— 

Ver.  Peace. 

Lor.  What  fhould  a  foldier  do  with  peace  ?  Remem- 
ber 
Mine  honour  lies  a  bleeding,  and  in  mine  yours ; 
Her  wide  wound   inward  bleeds ;   and  while  you  cry- 
peace, 
Shame  wars  upon  my  name  :  oh  !  rather  kill  me, 
Than  caft  me  to  this  fcandal. 

Spin.  The  doubtful  caufe, 
With  fuch  a  d:ire  approv'd,  you  may  permit  it, 

Ver.  Your  requeft  is  granted,  cuz. 

Lor.  You  have  now,  fir,  breath'd 
Frefh  air  in  the  face  of  fainting  honour  : 

Vol.  IX.  N  Rapiers 
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Rapiers  of  fair  equality. 

Ver    Look  with  what  cunning 
The  fpider,  when  flic  would  fnare  the  fly,  doth  weave ! 
With  neater  art  appearances  deceive.    ^ 
Stay,  as  you  faid,  fir,  blood  is  a  precious  price: 
Let  me  but  fee  the  men  produced,  who  fwore 
They  faw  them  in  the  fhameful  aft  ;  and  then 
Farewell  a  fitter  and  her  honour. 

Fan,  Produce  your  fervants,  fir.  j 

r  9  [Venice  fends  off  a  lord. 

Lor.  Plague  of  this  change !  here's  one  of  them  ;  the 
t'other,  ' 

In  that  I  threaten^  him  for  fome  negleft, 
The  next  day  ran  away. 

Ven.  Did  you,  fit,  fwear 
You  faw  our  filler  and  this  gentleman 
In  this  bafe  aft  of  fini 
Lor.  Fear  nothing. 

ift  Slave.  To  deny  truth,  is  more  dangerous  than  to 
difpleafe  a  duke : 
I  faw  it,  and  did  fwear  it. 

'  Enter  Lord,  and  zd  Slave. 
Ven.  But  here  comes  one 
Will  fwear  you  faw  it  not,  and  are  forfwoxn, 
i  ft  Slave.  'Sfoot,  Stratzo  ! 
Spin.  This  is  the  other  fellow  took  his  oath. 
Ver    What  come  you  here  to  fay,  fir  ? 
S/I  That  we  fwore  falfly,  may  it  pleafe  j 

Hir'd  by  my  lord  with  gifts  and  promifes: 
And  as  I  now  have  fpofc  the  truth,  fo  heaven 
Forgive  my  former  perjury. 

fttSZ&tfZ  wodd  ft,  «»**  :  I  hm 

The  bed of  fcake.  is  broke,  .he  mck's '»"*  »»■         , 
X  toe'.  *e  knot  til  rdh.     Good  he.ven,  good 

heaven ' 
That  craft,  in  feeking  to  put  on  difguife,  ^^ 
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Should  fo  difcover  herfelf  f 

Ver.  Explain  yourfelf. 

Lor.  Now  fee,  fir,  where  this  fcorpion  lurks,  to  ftin* 
Mine  honour  unto  death  :  this  noble  duke  * 

By  nature  is  engag'd  to  defend  a  filler  ; 
And  to  tmVduke  fo  engaged,  this  malicious  lord 
(For  fin  flill  hates  her  fcourger)  makes  repair, 
And  prepofieffes  him  with  that  fuppos'd  innocence     - 
Of  an  injured  filler,  which  he  had  hir'd  this  Have 
To  follow  him  and  affirm,  and  lays  the  caufe 
To  fcruple,  and  to  confcience  :  they  did  confent 
To  ileal  belief  by  feeming  accident. 
Sin>  juggler-like,  calls  fin  before  our  eyes  ; 
Craft  fometimes  Heals  the  wonder  of  the  wife. 
With  an  equal  hand  now  weigh  me,  and  if  1  want 
A  grain  of  honour,  tear  me  from  your  blood, 
And  call  me  to  contempt. 

ift  Slave.   My  lord  would  have  made  an  exceUn  : 
ftate-fophifier. 

Ver.  In  what  a  flrange  dilemma  judgment  fits, 
Charm'd  to  her  chair  with  wonder ! 

Ven.  Shall  I  have  juftice  ? 

Pan.  Yes,  in  that  this  fellow  fwears  for  the  duke  : 
Reach  him  the  book ;  you  fnall  fee  him  again 
Take  the  former  oath. 

Ver.  This  doubt  muft  be  fo  ended  : 
If  it  give  not  fatisfaclion,  fend  back  our  hoilage. 
You  have  fair  regrefs  to  your  forces  :  but 
The  blood  remains  on  you ;  and  ilill  remember 
The  price  of  blood  is  precious. 

Phil.  Let  us  end  it. 

Ven.    Oh,  what  a  combat  honour  holds  wuli 
fcience  ! 
Reach  him  the  book  ;  and  if  thou  falfb  Jo'ft  fay, 
May  thine  own  tongue  thine  own  foul  heart  betray* 

\ ft  Slaw.  A  men,  fay  1  : 
Give  me  the  book  ;  my  oath  mull  end  all  t': 

Spin.  It  mull. 

Lorn  Now  you  (hall  hear  him  fwear 
He  few  them  both  in  the  bale  ai 
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\fi  Slave.  Nay,  I  fwear 
They  are  now  both  feen  in  the  bafe  aft. 

Omn.  How's  this? 

Pan.  'Tis  a  ftrange  oath. 

iff  Slave.  'Tis  true,  tho'. 

lV.  True,  villain !  are  both  now  feen  in  the  bafe 
a&? 

ifi  Slave.  Yes,  both. 

Lor.  Which  both  ? 

\ft  Slave.  You  and  I,  fir. 

Omn.  How?  ; 

1/  SjW.  Both  you  and  I  are  feen  m  the  bale  act, 
Slandering  fpotlefs  honour ;  an  aft  fo  bafe, 
The  barbarous  Moor  would  blufh  at. 

Phil.  D'ye  hear  him  now  ? 

Lor.    Out,  flave,  wilt  thou  give  ground  too?    fear 
works  upon  'em : 
Did  you  not  both  here  fwear,  i'th'  fenate-chamber, 
You  faw  them  both  difhonefl  ? 

\ft  Slave.  Then  we  fwore  true,  fir. 

Lor.  I  told  you  'twas  but  fear. 

Ver.  Swore  ye  true  then,  fir,  when  ye  fwore 
Ye  both  faw  them  difhonefl:  ? 

1  ft  Slave.  Yes  marry  did  we,  fir  ; 
For  we  were  both  two  villains  when  we  faw  them, 
So  we  faw  them  difhoneft. 

Fen.  Heaven,  thou  art  equal ! 

1 /?  Slave,  This  is  a  jealous  lord ;  his  lady  chafte, 
A  rock  of  crvftal  not  more  clear  ;  this  gentleman 
Bafely  abus'd  j  this  great  prince  difhonour  d  ; 
And  fo  we  kneel  for  mercy. 

Fer.  You  have  redeem'd  it : 
Depart,  prove  honeft  men.     That  I  mould  bear 
Diihonour  in  my  blood  ! 

Omn.  Much  injur'd  lady !  .,.,,, 

Fen.  What  juftice,  fir,  belongs  unto  the  injur  d? 

Fer    Firft,  witnefs  heaven,  I  tear  thee  from  my  blood, 
And  caft  thee  off  a  flranger :  affume  you,  fir, 
iSince  the  great  caufe  is  yours)  my  ieat  of  juftice, 
And  fetttcncc  this  foul  homicide  :  it  muft  be, 
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And  fuddenly  ;  he  will  infecl  the  air  elfe. 

Proceed,  great  fir,  with  rigour,  whilfl  I  Hand  by,     \ 

And  do  adore  the  fentence. 

Ven.  Anfwer,  Lorenzo, 
Art  thou  not  guilty  ? 

Lor,  Give  me  my  merit,  death  ; 
Princes  can  build  and  ruin  with  one  breath. 

Fen.  The  cauie  may  feem  to  merit  death,  invthat 
Two  fouls  were  hazarded,  a  princefs"'  fame, 
A  duke  difhonour'd,  and  a  noble  lord 
Wounded  in  reputation  ;  but  fince  fhe  lives, 
And  that  no  blood  was  fpilf,  (tho'  fomething  dearer) 
Mercy  thus  far  flretches  her  filver  wings 
Over  your  trefpafs ;  we  do  baniih  your 
Both  from  our  dukedom's  limits  and  your  own  \ 
If  you  but  fet  a  daring  foot  upon  them, 
Whilrr.  life  lends  you  ability  to  Hand, 
You  fall  into  the  pit  of  death,  unlefs 
You  (hall  find  out  our  mod  unfortunate  fuler, 
And  bring  her  to  our  court. 

Lor.  You,  fir,  are  merciful  f 

Ver.  This  let  me  add,  in  that  you  have  made  impar* 
tial  juflice,  fir, 
Princes  mould  punifh  vice  in  their  own  blood  : 
Until  you  find  that  excellent  injur'd  lady. 
Upon  this  gentleman,  who  hath  fufFer'd  for  you, 
We  confer  your  lands,  revenues,  and  your  place  : 
That,  during  three  days  ilay  within  our  confine?, 
It  fhall  be  death  to  any  that  relieves  you, 
But  as  they  do  a  begger  at  their  door  : 
So  call  him  from  our  prefence. 

Lor.  Your  dooms  are  juft  ! 
Oh  love,  thy  firfl  deftruttion  is  difcuil ! 

[Exeunt  Lorenzo,  J«fp*  o,  &iJ  J  ovarii* 

Ver.  For  you,  fair  fir,  until  we  fhall  hear  tidings 
Of  your  moil  injur'd  fiiler,  pleafe  you  to  call 
My  court  your  own  ;  conceive  it  to  :  where  live, 
Two  partners  in  one  pafiion  we  will  be, 
And  fweeten  forrow  with  a  fympathy ,  [Exeunt* 

N  3  £'. 
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Enter  Lodwico  like  a  frier,  Jafpro,  andJo*vanL 

Lod,  What,  am  I  fitted,  gallants  ?  am  I  fitted  ? 

Jafp.  To  th'  life ;  able  to  cheat  fufpicion,   and  fo 
like 
Father  Antony  the  confeflbr,  that  I  proteft 
There's  not  more  'femblance  in  a  pair  of  eggs. 

Jov,  An  apple  cut  in  half,  is  not  fo  like. 

Lod,  Well,  of  lords,  you're  mad  lords  to  counfel  me 
to  this  ;  but  now,  in  this  habit,  fhail  I  know  the  very- 
core  of  her  heart,  and  her  little  piddling  fins,  which 
will  mew  in  my  book  as  foils  to  her  giant-bodied  vir- 
tues. 

Jafp.  That  will  be  admirable  ! 

Jw.  We'll  flep  afide  :  by  this  fhe's  upon  coming. 

Jafp.  We  mail  know  all. 

Lod.  Reveal  confeffion  !  but  go  your  ways ;  as  much 
as  may  lawfully  be  reveal'd,  we'll  laugh  at,  at  next 
meeting. 

Jafp.  Come,  let's  be  gone.     But  once  upon  a  time, 
fir, 
A  begger  found  a  lark's  ne:1 ;  and  o'er-joy'd 
At  his  iudden  glut,  for  he  thought  'twas  full  of  young 

ones, 
Looking,  they  were  all  gone  ;  he  was  fonfd  again  to 

beg, 

For  he  found  in  the  lark's  neil  a  ferpent's  egg  ; 

good  d'ye,  fir. {Exeunt. 

Enter  Dorothea. 
Led.  Well,  thou  furpafieft  all  the  courtiers  in  thefe 
ty  ones,  if  a  man  had  the  wit  to  underftand  them-  - 
Yonder  fhe  comes :  I  can  hardly  forbear  blufhing,  but 
that  for  discovering  myfelf. 
Right  reverend  habit,  I  honour  thee 
With  a  fon's  obedience,  and  do  but  borrow  thee, 
As  men  would  play  with  flies,  who,  i'th'midft  of  medeft 

mirth, 
With  care  preferve  themfelves. 
Dor.  Hail,  holy  father  ! 
Lod.  Welcome,  my  chafte  daughter  ! 
Dor.  Death  having  taken  good  father  Jacomo, 

Upon 


7 be  City  Night-  Cap.  295 

Upon  the  plenal  and  approv'd  report 

Of  your  integrity  and  upright  dealing  — 

Lod.  Delicate  Doll ! 

Dor.  I  have  made  a  modeft  choice  of  you,  grave  fir, 
To  be  my  ghoftly  father ;  and  to  you  I  fall 
For  abfolution. 

Lod.  Empty  then,  my  daughter, 
That  vefiel  of  your  fieih  of  all  the  dreg?, 
Which  (fince  your  lafr  confeffton  clear'd  you)  have 
Taken  a  fettled  habitation  in  you  ; 
And,  with  a  powerful  fweet  acknowledgment, 
Hunt  out  thole  fpirits  which  liaunt  that  houfe  of  £<;{h; 
Tears  make  dry  branches  fiourifh  green  and  frelh. 

Dor.  Since  laft  I  confefs'd,  then  I  do  confefs, 
My  firft  fm  was,  that  my  taylcr,  bringing  home 
My  lafc  new  gown,  having  made  the  ileeves  too  flanting, 
In  an  unchriftian  pamon  I  did  bid 
The  devil  take  him. 

Lod.  That  was  fomething  harm,  dear  daughter, 
Yet  the  more  pardonable,  for  it  may  be  your  taylor 
Lies  in  hell,  night  by  night.     Pray,  to  your  fecond. 

Dor.  Next,  in  a  more  favage  rage,  my  chamber-ma  M 
Putting  a  little  fafFron  in  her  ftarch. 
I  moil  unmercifully  broke  her  head. 

Lod.  *Twas  raihly  done  too;  but  are  you  fare,  dea; 
daughter, 
The  maid's  head  was  not  broke  before  ? 

Dor.  No,  no,  fir,  me  came  to  me  with  ne'er  a  crack 
about  her. 

Lod.  Thefe  will  be  brave  fins  to  mix  with  her  vir- 
tues !  why  they  will  make  no  more  {hew  than  three  or 
four  bailiffs  amongft.  a  company  of  honed  men.-— Thefe 
fins,  my  dove-like  daughter,  are  out  of  contradiction 
venial,  trivial,  and  light ;  have  you  none  of  greater 
growth  ? 

Dor.  Oh  yes,  fir,  one  ! 

Lod.  One  !  what  mould  that  be,  I  wonder  ? 

Dor.   One  yet  remains  behind 
Of  weight  and  confequence  :  the  fame  order 
Heralds  prefcrihe  in  fhews,  I  now  obferve 

N4  In 
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In  placing  of  my  fins ;  as  their  inferiors 
(Becaufe  the  laft  lives  frelheft  in  our  memories) 
Far  more  the  perfons  of  great  note,  fo  laft 
My  great  fin  comes  to  obliterate  thofe  paft. 

Lod.  Sh'as  trod  fome  chicken  to  death,  I  Warrant 

her. 
Dor.  Hear  me,  and  let  a  blufh  make  you  look  red, 
Unfeemly  I  have  abus'd  my  hufband's  bed. 

Led.  You  did  ill  to  drink  too  hard  e'er  you  went  to 

bed. 
Dor.  Alas,  fir,  you  miftake  me ;  I  have  lain 
With  another  man,  befides  my  hufband. 
Lod.  How  ? 

Dor.  Nay,  the  fame  way  I  ufe  to  lie  with  him, 
But  not  altogether  fo  often. 

Lod.  Why  then,  crede  quod  hales,  iff  hales,  I  will 
believe  I  have  horns,  for  I  have  'em  :  'sfoot,  a  woman, 
I  perceive,  is  a  neat  herald ;  fhe  can  quarter  her  huf- 
band's coat  with  butcher's  arms  at  pleafure :  but  I  have 
a  penance  for  your  pure  whoremip.— -You  are  fomev/hat 
feroad ;  are  you  not  with  child,  daughter  ? 
Dor.  Yes,  yes,  fure  'twas  that  night's  work. 
Led.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Dor.  Alas,  by  experience,  fir :  the  kind  fool  my  huf* 
band 
XVifties  all  well ;  but  like  a  light  piece  of  gold, 
He's  taken  for  more  than  he  weighs. 

Lod.  With  child  !  there's  charges  too  :  a  t'other  fide 
there  mould  follow 
A  zealous  exhortation  ;  but  great  affairs, 
That  brook  no  iray,  make  me  be  brief,  rememb'ring 
Lawful  necefiity  may  difpenfe  with  ceremony. 
You  a/e  ingenuoufly  forry  ? 
Dcr.  Yes,  indeed,  fir. 
Lod.  And  refolve  to  fall  no  more  fo  ? 
Dor.  No,  in  truth,  fir. 

Lod.  I  then  pronounce  you  here  abfolv'd.     Now  for 
your  penance. 
Dor.  Any  thing. 

Lod. 
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Lod.  As  the  fa&  in  you  feems  ftrange,  fo  blame  mc 
not 
If  your  penance  be  as  ftrange  :  you  may  wonder  at  it ; 
But  it  is  wonderous  eafy  in  performance, 
But  as  your  penance  I  injoin  it :  nay  now  I  remember* 
In  an  old  French  authentick  author,  his  book 
'Titled,  De  Satisfaftiotie,  I  read  the  fame 
Enjoin' d  a  lady  of  Dauphin.     'Tis  no  holy  faft^ 
No  devout  prayer,  nor  no  zealous  pilgrimage  ; 
'Tis  out  of  the  prefcrib'd  road. 

Dor.  Let  it  be 
So  ftrange  ftory  ne'er  matched  the  injunction,  I  do  vow 
The  plenal  Uriel  performance. 

Lod.  Liften  to  me  : 
Soon  at  night  (fo  rumour  fpreads  it  thro'  the  city£ 
The  two  great  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona, 
Are  feafted  by  your  lord,  where  a  mafk's  intended. 

Dor.  That's  true,  fir. 

Lod.  Now  when  ye  all  are  fet  round  about  the  table^ 
In  depth  of  filence,  you  fhall  confefs  thefe  words 
Aloud  to  your  hufband  ;  you  are  not  this  child* s father : 
And,  'caufe  my  orders  bar  me  fuch  inquiution, 
You  fhall  (ay,,  fuch  a  man  lay  with  me,    naming  the 

party 
Was  partner  in  your  fin.. 

Dor.  Good  fir! 

Lod.  This  is  your  penance,  I  injoin  you  ;  keep  ity 
You  are  abfolv'd ;  break  it,  you  know  the  danger  of  it : 
good- by. 

Dor.  Oh,  good  fir,  flay  !  never  was  penance  of  more, 
flume  than  this. 

Lod.  You  know  the  danger  of  the  breach  as  to  us, 
'Tis  the  fhameful  lois  of  our  religious  orders,  if  we 
reveal. 

Dor.  For  heaven's  fake, 
Enjoin  me  firft  upon  my  knees  to  creep 
From  Verona  to  Loretto. 

Lod.  That's  nothing. 

Dor.  Nothing  indeed  to  this.     Is  this  your  penance,, 
fo  WQud'rous  eaiy  in  performance  ? 
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Lod,  'Tis  irrevocable. 

Dor.  I  am  filent :  your  new  penance  may  meet  a  new 
performance :  farewell,  fir. 
You  are  the  cruel' ft  e'er  confeft  me  before. 

Lod,  And  this  the  trick  to  catch  a  neat  pure  whore. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT.    IV. 

Enter  Abftemia. 

Abfi.  T  T  Ere  miferable  defpis'd  Abftemia, 

XjL   *n  Milan  let  thy  mifery  take  breath, 
Wearied  with  many  fafferings.     Oh  Lorenzo  ! 
How  far  in  love  1  am  with  my  affliction, 
Becaufe  it  calls  thee  father !  unto  this  houfe, 
Where  gentlewomen  lodge,  I  was  directed ; 
But  I  here  difcover 

Strange  actions  clofely  carried  in  this  houfe. 
Great  perfons  (but  not  good)  here  nightly  revel 
In  furfeits,  and  in  riots,  yet  fo  carried, 
That  the  next  day  the  place  appears  a  fanctuary, 
Rather  than  fin's  foul  receptacle  ;  thefe  ways 
Have  to  me  ftill  been  Grangers  ;  but  Lorenzo, 
Thott  couldft  not  though  believe  it :  Oh  jealoufy  ! 
Love's  eclipfe,  thou  art  in  thy  difeafe, 
A  wild  mad  patient,  wondrous  hard  to  pleafe. 
Enter  Timpani  a  and  Morbo. 

Mor.  Yonder  flie  walks  mumbling  to  herfelf ;  the 
prince  Antonio  has  bleft  her  with's  obfervation ;  and  ye 
win  her  but  to  him,  your  houfe  bears  the  bell  away : 
accoft  her  quaintly. 

Tim.  1  warrant  thee,  Morbo  Madona,  Timpania  has 
effected  wonders  of  more  weight  than  a  maidenhead  : 
have  I  ruiii'd  fo  many  city-citadels,  to  let  in  court-mar- 
tialiits,  and  fhall  this  country-cottage  hold  out  i  I  were 

more 
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more  fit  for  a  cart  than  a  coach,  then  i'faith— How  now, 
Millicent,  how  d'ye  this  morning  ? 

Abft.  Well,  I  do  thank  fo  good  a  landlady. 

Tim.  But  hark  you,  Mill,  is  the  door  dole,  Morbo  ? 

Mor.  As  a  ufurer's  confcience.  Grace  was  coming  in, 
till  me  faw  the  door  fhut  upon  her. 

Tim.  I'll  let  Grace  about  her  bufinefs,  and  I  come  to 
her :  is  here  any  work  for  Grace,  with  a  wannion  to 
her  ?  we  mail  have  eaves-droppers,  fhall  we  ? 

Abft.  Chaftity  guard  me,  how  1  tremble! 

Tim.  Come  hither,  miftrefs  Millicent ;  fie,  how  you 
let  your  hair  hang  about  your  ears  too  ?  how  do  you 
like  my  houfe,  Mill  ? 

Abft.  Well  indeed,  well. 

Tim.  Nay  I  know  a  woman  may  rife  here  in  one 
month,  and  me  will  herfelf :  but  truth's  truth,  I  know 
you  fee  fomething,  as  they  fay.  and  fo  forth.  Did  you 
fee  the  gallant  was  here  lait  till  twelve  ? 

Abft.  Which  of  them  mean  you  ?  here  was  many. 

Tim.  Which  ?  he  in  the  white  feather  that  fupp'd  in 
the  gallery,  was't  not  white,  Morbo  ? 

Mor.  As  a  lady's  hand,  by  thefe  five  fingers. 

Tim.  White  ?    no,   no,  'twAs    a  lawny,  now   I    re- 
member, 

Mor.  As  a  gipfy,  by  this  hand ;  it  look'd  white  by 
candle-light  though. 

Tim.  That  lufty  fpringal,  Millicent,  is  no  worfe  man 
Than  the  duke  of  Milan's  ion. 

Abft.  His  excellent  carriage  fpoke  him  of  noble  binh. 

Tim.  And  this  fame  duke's  fon,  lover  you,  Millicent. 

Abft.  Now  heaven  defend  me  ! 

Tim.  What  from  a  duke's  fon?  marry  come  up  with 
a  murrain,  from  whence  came  you  tro,  ha  ? 

Mor.  Thus  nice  Grace  was   at  firil,    and   ycu  re 
member. 

Tim.  I  would  have   ye    know,    houfewifc,   T  could 
have  taken  my  coach  and   ferclfd  him  one  ot  tne  beii 
pieces   in  Milan,  and   her  hufband  mould    ha\e  look'8 
after  me,  that's  neighbours  might  have  noted,  and  a 
farewell  naunt,  commend  me  to  mine  uncl< 
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Mor.  And  yet  from  thefe  perfum'd  fortunes,  heaven 
defend  you  ! 

Abfi.  Perfum'd  indeed. 

Mor.  Perfum'd  !  I  am  a  pander,  a  rogue,  that  hangs 
together  like  abegger's  rags,  by  geometry,  if  there  were 
not  three  ladies  {wore  yefterday  that  my  miitrefs  per- 
fumed the  coach  !  fo  they  were  fain  to  unbrace  all  the 
fide -parts,  to  take  in  freih  air. 

Tim.  He  tells  you  true,  1  keep  no  common  company, 
I  warrant  ye  ;  we  vent  no  bre-tth'd  ware  here. 

Abft.  But  have  ye  fo  many  feveral  women  to  anfwer 
fo  many  men  that  come  ? 

Mor.  I'll  anfwer  that  by  demonftration :  have  ye  not 
obferv'd  the  variation  of  a  cloud  ?  fometimes  it  will  be 
like  a  lion,  fometimes  like  a  horfe,  fometimes  a  cattle, 
and  yet  null  a  cloud. 
Abft.  True. 

Mor.  Why  fo  can  we  make  one  wench  one  day  look 
like  a  country -wench,  another  day  like  a  citizen's  wife, 
another  day  like  a  lady  ;  and  yet  Hill  be  a  punk. 
Ah  ft.  What  (hall  become  ofm^?  Oh  the  curfe 
Of  goodnefs,  to  leave  one  woe  for  a  worfe  ! 
Enter  Pbilippo. 
Phil.  Morrow,  fweet  madam  ;  oh  look  how  like  the 
fun  behind  a  cloud,  the  beams  do  give  intelligence  it 
is  there. 

Tim*  You're  reciprocal  welcome,  fir. 
Phil.  What,  have  ye  not  brought  this  young  wild  hag- 
gard to  the  lure  yet  ? 

Tim.  Faith  fir,  (he's  a  little  irregular  yet ;  but  time, 
that  turns  citizens  caps  into  court-periwigs,  will  bring 
the  wonder  about. 

Phih  Elefs  you,  fweet  miitrefs. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sla<ve^ 
Mor.  *Sfoot,  here's  the  prince,  I  fmell  thunder. 
Tim.  Your  grace  is  moft  methodically  welcome  :  yoa 
muft  pardon  my  variety  of  phrafe,  the  courtiers  e'en  cloy 
hs  with  good  words. 
Auto.  What's  he? 

Mor. 
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Mor.  A  gentleman  of  Ferrara,  fir,   one  Pedro  Se- 
fcaitiano. 

Anto.  And  doye  fet  her  out  to  fale  ?  I  charg'd  ye  re- 
ferve  for  me  alone. 
Tim.  Indeed,  fir. 

Anto.  Pox  of  your  deeds.——  {Kicks  her. 

Tim.  Oh  my  fciatica  ! 
Anto.  Sirrah,  you  perfum'd  rafcal. 

[Kicks  Philippo,  they  draw* 
Tim.  Nay,  good  my  lord. 
Mor.  Good  fir,  'tis  one  of  the  duke's  chamber. 
Phil.  Let  him  be  of  the  devil's  chamber. 
Anto.  Sirrah,  leave  the  houfe,  or  I  will  fend  thee  out 
with  thunder. 

Slave.  Good  fir,  'tis  madnefs  here  to  ftand  him. 
Phil.    'Sfoot,   kickt?  pray  that  we  meet   no  more 
again,  fir ; 
Still  keep  heaven  about  you. 

Abjl.  What  e'er  thou  art,  a  good  man  Hill  go  with 

thee. 
Anto.  Will  you  bellow  a  call  of  your  profeflions  ? 
Mor.  We  are  vanilh'd,  fir. 

Tim.  This  'tis  to  dream  of  rotten  glaffes,  Morbo. 
Abjl.  O  what  (ball  become  of  me  2  in  his  eye 
Murder  and  luft  contend. 

Anto.  Nay,  fly  not,  you  fweet, 
I  am  not  angry  with  you,  indeed  I  am  not  r 
Do  you  know  me  ? 

Abjl.  Yes,  fir,  report  hath  given  intelligence 
You  are  the  prince,  the  duke^  ion.. 
Anto.  Both  in  one. 
Abjl.  Report  fure 
Spoke  but  her  native  language  ;  you  are  none  of  cither. 
Anto.  How  ? 

Abfi.  Were  you  the  prince,  you  would  not  fure  be 
flav'd 
To  your  blood's  paffion  ;  I  do  crave  your  pardon 
For  my  rough  language  ;  truth  hath  a  forehead  free, 
And  in  the  tower  of  her  integrity, 
Sits  an  unvancuihVd  virg;n  ;  cun  you  imagine 

'Twill 
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9  Twill  appear  poffible  you  are  the  prince  ? 
Why  when  you  let  your  foot  firfl  in  this  houfe# 
You  crufrVd  obedient  duty  unto  death, 
And  even  then  fell  from  you  your  refpecl : 
Honour  is  like  a  goodly  old  houfe,  which 
If  we  repair  not  (till  with  virtue's  hand, 
Like  a  citadel  being  madly  rais'd  on  fand, 
It  falls,  is  fwallow'd  and  not  found. 

Anto.    H  you    rail  upon  the  place,    pr'ythee   how 
cam'ft  thou  hither? 

Abft.  By  treacherous  intelligence :  honefl  men  fo 
In  the  way  ignorant,  through  thieves  purlieus  go. 
Are  you  fon  to  fuch  a  noble  father  ? 
Send  him  to's  grave  then 
Like  a  white  almond-tree,  full  of  glad  days, 
With  joy  that  he  begot  fo  good  a  fon. 
Oh  fir,  methinks  I  fee  fweet  majefty 
Sit  with  a  mourning  fad  face  full  of  forrows 
To  fee  you  in  this  place  :  this  is  a  cave 
Of  fcorpions  and  of  dragons ;  oh  turn  back  : 
Toads  here  ingehder,  'tis  the  fleam  of  death  ; 
The  very  air  poifons  a  good  man's  breath. 
Enter  Jimpanina  and  Mar  bo, 

Anto.  Within  there  ! 

Mor.  Sir. 

Anto.  Is  my  caroach  at  door? 

Tim.  And  your  norfes  too,  fir  ;  ye  found  her  pliant* 

Anto.  Y'are  rotten  hospitals  hung  with  grcafy  fattin, 

Tim.  Ah! 

Mcr.  Came  this  nice  piece  from  Naples,  with  a  pox 
to  her  ? 

Tim.  And  fhe  has  not  Neapolitanis'd  him,  Til  be  Mead 
fui\.  [Exeunt  Bawd  and  Pander. 

Anto.  Let  me  borrow goodnefs  from  thy  lip  :  farewell : 
Here's  a  new  w  onder,  I  have  met  heaven  in  hell. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Venice,  Verona,  Lodot'ico,  Pandulpho,  J  a/pro* 

Veto.  Is  this  your  chaite  religious  lady  ? 

Lod.  Nay  good  my  lord,  let  it  be  carried  with  a  filent 
reputation/ for  the  credit  of  the  conclufion;  as  all  here 

are 
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are  privy  to  the  pafTage,  I  do  defire  not  to  be  laugh'd 
|  at,  till  after  the  mafk,  and  we  are  all  ready :  I  have 
made  bold  with  fome  of  your  grace's  gentlemen,  that 
are  good  dancers. 

Vero.  'Tis  one  of  my  greateft  wonders,  credit  me, 
To  think  what  way  fhe  will  devife  here  openly, 
To  perform  her  fo  Uriel:  penance. 
•    Ven.  It  bufies  me,  believe  me  too. 

Jafp.  Ye  may  fee  now,  fir,  how  pofTible  it  is  for  a 
cunning  lady  to  make  an  afs  of  a  lord  too  confident. 

Lod.  An  afs !  I  will  prove  a  contented  cuckold  the  wi- 
feft  man  in's  company. 

Vero.  How  prove  you  that,  fir  ? 

Lod.  Becaufe  he  knows  himfelf. 

Vero.  Very  well  brought  in. 
Is  all  our  furniture  nt,  againd  the  morning, 
To  go  for  Milan  ? 

Jafp.  Ready,  and  like  your  grace. 

Vero.  We  are  given  to  underfland,  the  injur' d  prinCefs, 
Whom  count  Lorenzo  and  noble  Philippo 
Are  (unknown  to  one  another)  gone  in  fearch  of, 
Hath  been  feen  there  difguis'd  :  Uriel  inquifition 
From  the  duke  himielf  mail  e'er  many  days 
Give  our  hopes  fatisfac~tion. 

Enter  Dorothea,  Ladies,  Francifco  and Clown. 

Jafp.  The  ladies,  fir ;  Francifco  keeps  before,  fir ; 
And  Pambo  keeps  all  well  behind. 

Lod.  Yes,  there's  devout  lechery  berween  hawk  and 
buzzard :  but  pleafe  ye  fet  the  ladies :  the  mafk  attends 
your  grace.  {Exit. 

Vero.  Come  ladies  fit :  Madona  Dorothea, 
Your  ingenious  lord  hath  fuddenly  prepaid  us 
For  a  conceited  mafic,  and  himielf  it  feeins 
Plays  the  prefenter. 

Dor.  Now  fie  upon  this  vanity  : 
A  profane  mafk  !  chajtity  keep  us.  ladies. 

Ven.  What,  from  a  mafk  ?    whereon  grounds  your 
wifh? 

Dor.  Marry,  my  lord,  upon  experience. 
I  heard  of  one,  once  brought  his  wife  to  a  mafk, 

As 
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As  chafte  as  a  cold  night ;  but,  poor  unfotiaftate  fellow, 
He  loft  her  in  the  throng,  and  me  poor  foul 
Came  home  fo  cruhYd  next  morning  ! 

Vcn.  'Las  that  was  ill : 
But  women  will  be  loft  againft  their  will. 

Vero.  Silence,  the  ma&mers  enter. 
Enter  Lodo-vico,  Clown  and  Mafquers  ;  a  ftagy   a  rem,  a 
bull,  and  a  goat. 

Clown.  Look  to  me,  mafter. 

Lod.  Do  not  make,  they'll  think  th'art  out. — A  mafic 

Clown.  A  mafk,  or  no  mafk  ;  no  mafk  but  a  by-clap ; 
And  yet  a  mafk  yclep'd  a  city  night-cap. 

Lod.  And  conve 

Clown.  And  conveniently  for  to  keep  offfcorns,, 
Confiderately  the  cap  is  hedg'd  with  horns. 

Lod.  We  insinuate. 

Clown.  Speak  a  little  louder. 

Lod.  We  infmuate. 

Clown.  We  infmuate  by  this  ftag  and  ram  fo  pretty, 
With  goat  and  bull,  court,  country,  camp  and  city. 

Lod.  Cuckold. 

Clown.  Cuckold,  my  lord. 

Lod.  'Tis  the  firft  word  of  your  next  line. 

Clown.  Oh cuckold  begins  with  C.  And  is't  not 

fport  ? 
Then  C  begins  with  country,  camp  and  court : 
But  here's  the  fine  figary  of  our  poet, 
That  one  may  wear  this  night-cap,  and  not  know  it.. 

Dor.  Why  chicken,  fhall  they  make  fuch  an  afs  of 
thee?  good  your  grace,  can  a  woman  ind'ure  to  fee  her 
loving  hufband  wear  horns  in's  own  houfe  ? 

Vero.  Pray,  lady,  'tis  but  in  jeft. 

Dor    In  jeft  ?    nay  for   the  jeft  fake,  keep  then  on, 
fweet  bird. 

Clown.    Now  to    our  mafo's  name :  but  firft,   be  it 
known-a, 
When  I  name  a  city,  I  only  mean  Verona. 
Thofe  two  lines  are  extempore,  I  proteft  fir  ;  I  brought 
them  in,becaufe  here  are  fome  of  other  cities  in  the  rcom 
that  might  muff  pepper  elfe, 

Ven. 
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\  Ven.  You  have  fairly  ta'en  that  fear  off;  pray  proceed. 
Lod.  Your  kindeft  men. 

Clown.  Your  kindeft  men  moft  cuckolds  are,  oh  pity  ! 
And  where  have  women  molt  their  will,  oh  city  ! 
Sick  for  a  night- cap,  go  to  cuckolds  luck  ; 
Who  thrives  like  him,  who  hath  the  daintieft  duck 
To  deck  his  flail  ?  nay  at  the  time  of  rapping, 
When  you  may  take  the  watch  at  corners  napping ; 
Take  it  forfooth,  it  is  a  wondrous  hap, 
If  you  find  matter  conftable  without  his  cap : 
So  a  city  night-cap ;  for  whilft  he  doth  roam 
And  fights  abroad,  his  wife  commits  at  home. 
Ven.  A  Verona  conftable. 

Clown.  A  conftable  of  Verona ;  we  will  not  meddle 
with  your 
City  of  Venice,  fir. 

Therefore  'tis  fit  the  city,  wife  men  fay, 
Should  have  a  cap  call'd  Cornucopia. 

Lod.  To  con 

Clown.  To  conclude  our  cap,  and  ftretch  it  on  the 
tenter, 
'Tis  known,  a  city  is  the  whole  land's  center  : 
So  that  a  city  night-cap,  ours  we  call, 
By  a  conclusion  philofophical. 

Heavy  bodies  tend  to  th'  center  fo  (the  more  the  pity) 
The  heavieft  heads  do  butt  upon  the  cky  : 
And  to  our  dance  this  title  doth  redound, 
A  city  night-cap,  alias  cuckolds  round. 

Dor.  Cuckolds  round !  and  my  fweet  bird  leads  the 

dance  ! 
Vero.  Be  patient,  madam,  'tis  but  hone  ft  mirth  : 
From  good conftrudlion  pleafure  finds  full  birth.  [Dance, 
Vero.  Jafpro,  fill  fome  wine. 
Jafp.  'Tis  here,  fir. 
Vero.  Cound  Lodovico  ! 
Lod.   Sir. 

Vero.  I'll  inftantly  give  you  a  fair  occafion  to  produce 
The  performance  of  her  penance. 

Lod.  I'll  catch  occafion  by  the  lock,  fir. 
Ver§.  Here,  a  health  to  all,  it  fhall  go  round. 

Led. 
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Lod.  "Tisa  general  health,  and  leads  the  reft  into  the 
f.eld. 

Clo-jrt.  Your  honour  breaks  jefts  as  ferving-mcn  do 
glaiTes,  by  chance. 

Vi  ing,  I  was  thinking,  truft  me, 

Kow  fortunate  our  kind  holt,  was  to  meet 

th  {q  chaile  a  wife;  troth  tell  me,  good  count  Lo- 
dowkk, 
Admit  heaven  had  her. 

Lod.  Gh  good  your  grace,  do  not  wound  me. 
:it   heaven  had  her!    :las  .ouLl  heaven  do 

with  her  ? 
Vcro.  Yocr  love  makes  you  thus  paGicnate  ;  but  ad- 
mit fo  : 
Faith,  what  wife  would  you  chufe  ? 

Led.  Were  I   to  chafe  then,  as  I  would  I  were,  fo 
were  at  japan, 
I  would  wilh,  rr.y  lord,  a  wife  fo  like  my  lady, 
That  once  a  week  ihe  inculd  go  to  confeiTion ; 
And  to  perform -the  penance  (he  lhould  run, 
Nay,  fhould  do  nought  but  dream  on't  till  'twere  done. 
Jeff*  A  delicate  memento,  to  put  her  in  mind  of  her 
penance. 

Dor.  Now  you  talk  of  dreams,  fweet  heart,  I'll  tell 
ye  a  very  unhappy  one ;  I  was  a  dream" d  laft  night  of 
Francis  there. 
Lod.  OfFrarxk? 
Dcr.  Nay.  I  have  done  with  him. 

/.   New  your  grace  fhall  fee  the  devil  outdone. 
Vero.  Pray  let  us  hear  your  dream. 
Dor.  Bleis  me  !  I  am  e'en  afhanVd  to  tell  it :  but  'tis 
no  matter,  chick, 
A  dream  is  a  dream,  and  this  it  was : 
Me  thought,  fweet  hufband,  Francis  lay  with  me. 

Led.  The  beft  friend  (till  at  home,  Franciico. 
Could  the  devil,  fir,  perform  a  penance  neater, 
And  fave  his  credit  better  ? — on,  chick,  a  dream  is  but  a 
dream. 
Dor.  Me  thought  I  proved  with  child,  fweet  heart. 
Led.  Ay9  bird? 

Fran . 
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Fran.  Pox  of  thefe  dreams. 

Dor.  Methought  I  was  brought  to  bed,  and  one~  day 
fitting 
Pth'  gallery,  where  your  maiking  fuits  and  vizards  hang* 
Having  the  child  methought  upon  my  knee, 
Who  mould  come  thither  as  to  play  at  foils, 
But  thou,  fweetheart,  and  Francis  ? 

Lod.  Frank  and  I  !  does  your  grace  mark  that  ? 

Vero.  I  do,  and  wonder  at  her  neat  conveyance  on't. 

Dor.  Ye  had  not  play'd  three  venies,  but  methought 
He  hit  thee  fuch  a  blow  upon  the  forehead, 
It  fwell'd  fo,  that  thou  couldft  not  fee. 
-  Lod.  See,  fee ! 

Dor.  At  which  the  child  cry'd,  fo  that  I   could  not 
ftill  it  ; 
Whereat,  methought,  I  pray'd  thee  to  put  on 
The  hat  thou  wor'ft  but  now  before  the  duke,  thinking 

thereby 
To  ftill  the  child :  but  being  frighted  with't, 
He  cry'd  the  more. 

Lod.  He  ?  Frank  thou  gefft  boys. 

Fran.  In  dreams  it  feems,  fir. 

Dor.  Whereat  I  cry'd,  methought,  pointing  to  the?, 
Away  you  naughty  man,  you  are  not  this  child's  father. 

Lod.  Meaning  the  child  Francifco  got. 

Dor.  The  fame  :  and  then  I  wak'd  and  kifs'd  thee, 

Omnes.  A  pretty  merry  dream  ! 
E?7tcr  J  a  [pro. 

jafp.  Your  fervant  tells  me, 
Count  Lodowick,  that  one  father  Antony, 
A  holy  man,    flays  without  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Lod.  With  me,  or  my  lady  ? 

Jafp.  Nay,  with  you,  and  about  earned  bufinefs. 

Lod.   I'll  go  fend  him  up,  and  he  mall  interpret  my 
lady's  dream.     Hilt,  Jafpro.  [Exeunt. 

Dor.  Why  hu/band,  my  lord. 

Fran.  Didft  mark  ?  1  mull  interpret. 

Clown.  I  fmell  worm -wood  and  vinegar. 

Ven.   She  changes  colour. 

Dor.  He  will  not  fure  reveal  confeffion. 

Veto. 
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Vero.  We'll  rife  and  ta  our  lodgings :  I  think  your 
Highnefs 
Keeps  better  hours  in  Venice  ? 

Ven.  As  all  do,  fir, 
We  many  times  make  mcdeft  mirth,  a  neceffixy 
To  produce  ladies  dreams. 

Iran.  How  they  moot  at  us  !  would  I  were   in  Mit- 
ten : 
Thefe  paffages  fry  me. 

Enter  Jafpro  a?:d  Lodo*vha. 

Jafp.  Here's  ftrange  juggling  come  to  light. 

Vero.  Ha,  juggling  ! 

Jafp.  This  fryer  hath  confefs'd  unto  count  Lodo* 
wick, 
That  his  lady  here  being  abfolv'd, 
ConfelTed  this  morning  to  him  here,  in  her  own  houfe, 
Her  man  Francifco  here  had  lain  with  her. 
At  which  her  lord  runs  up  and  down  the  garden 
Like  one  difira&ed,  crying,  Ware  horns  ho. 

Dor.  Art  mad  ?  deny  it  yet,  I  am  undone  elfe. 

CIcnvn.  Father  Tony. 

Lod.  I  confefs  it,  I  deny  it,  ay  any  thing,  I  do  every 
thing,  I  do  nothing. 

Vero.  The  fryer's  fallen  frantick  ;  and  being  mad, 
Depraves  a  lady  of  fo  chafte  a  breail 
A  bad  thought  never  bred  there. 

Dor.  'Tis  my  misfortune  {till  to  fuffer,  fir. 

Lod.  Did  you  not  fee  one  flip  out  of  a  cloak -bag  i'th' 
faihion  of  a  flitch  of  bacon,  and  run  under  the  table 
amongft  the  hogs  ? 

Ven.  He's  mad,  he's  mad. 

Clown.  Ay,  ay,  a  tythe-pig  ,•  'twas  overlaid  laft  night, 
and  he  ipeaks  nonfenfe  all  the  day  after  ■ 

Dor.  Shall  I,  fir,  fuffer  this,  in  mine  own  houfe  too  ? 

Cl<rwn.  I'd  fcratch  out's  eyes  nrft. 

Vero.  Since,  lady,  you  and  your  man  Francifco 
Are  the  two  injur'd  perfons,  here  difrobe 
This  irregular  fon  of  his  religious  mother, 
Expofe  him  to  apparent  blufh  of  fliame, 
And  tear  thofe  holy  weeds  off. 

Trail* 
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Fran.  Now  you,  my  Frantick  brother, 
Had  you  not  been  better  fpar'd  your  breath  r 

Dor.  And  ye  keep  counfel,  fir,  no  better, 
We'll  eafe  you  of  your  orders. 

Clown.  Nay,  let  me  have  a  hand  inV.  I'll  tear  the 
«oat  with  more  zeal  than  a  puritan  would  tear  a  fur- 
plice. 

Iran,  See  what  'tis  to  accufe  when  you're  mad. 

Dor.  I  confefs  again  to  you  now,  fir,  this  man  did 
lie  with  me. 

Clown.  And  I  brought  him  to  her  chamber  too  :  but 
come,  turn  out  here. 

Duke,  Who's  this? 

Omnes.  'Tis  count  Lodowick. 

Lod.  How  dreams,  fweet  wife,  do  fall  out  true  ! 

Clown.  I  was  a  dream'd,  now  I  remember,  I  was 
whipp'd  thro'  Verona. 

Lod.  I  was  your  confeffor : 
Did  not  I  enjoin  your  chaite  nice  ladyfhip 
^  dainty  penance  ? 

Jafp.  And  fhe  perform'd  it  as  daintily,  fir,  we'll  be 
fworn  for  that. 

Dor.  Oh,  good  fir,  I  crave  your  pardon ! 

Lod.  And  what  fay  you,  Francis  ? 

Fran    You  have  run  belt,  fir  :  vain  'tis  to  defend, 
Craft  fets  forth  ivvift,  but  ftill  fails  in  the  end. 

Lod.  You  brought  him  to  her  chamber,  Pambo. 

Clown.  Good,  my  lord,  I  was  merely  inveigled  to"t. 
■  Lod.  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  ye,  I  take  no  notice 
of  ye,  I  have  play'd  my  part  off  to  th'  life,  and  your 
grace  promis'd  to  perform  yours. 

Vero.  And  publickly  we  will  ftill  raife  their  fame  : 
Who  e'er  knew  private  fin  'fcape  publick  ihame  ? 
You,  fir,  that  do  appear  a  gentleman, 
Yet  are  within  Have  to  difhonefl  pafhons ; 
You  ihall  thro'  Verona  ride  upon  an  afs 
With  your  face  towards  his  back-part,  and  in  your  hard 
his  tail  'ftead  of  a  bridle. 

Clown.  'Snails,  upon  an  afs  I  an  th'ad  been  upon  an 
horfe,  it  had  been  worthy,  gramcrcy, 

Vcro. 
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Vero.  Peace,  fir  rah  : 
After  that,  you  fhali  be  branded  in  the  forehead, 
And  after  baniuYd  :  away  with  him ! 

Fran.  Lull  is  ftill 
Like  a  midnight-meal,  after  our  violent  drinkings> 
*Tis  fwallow'd  greedily  :  but  the  courfe  being  kept, 
We  are  ficker  when  we  wake  than  e'ere  we  flept.  [Exit. 

Clown.  He  mufl  be  branded,  if  the  whore- mafter  be 
burnt  :  what  Hi  all  become  of  the  procurer  ? 

Vero.  You,  madam,  in  that  you  have  couzen'd  fan- 
ftity, 
To  promiie  her  the  vows  you  never  paid, 
You  fhall  unto  the  monaflery  of  matrons, 
And  fpend  your  days  recluiive  :  for  we  conceive  it 
Her  greater!  plague,  who  her  days  in  lull  hath  pari 
And  foil'd,  againfl  her  will  to  be  kept  chafle. 

Dor.  Your  doom  is  juil,  no  fentence  can  be  given 
Too  hard  for  her  plays  fail  and  loofe  with  heaven. 

Lod.  I  will  bufs  thee,  and  bid  fair  weather  after  thee : 
but  for  you 5  firrah 

Clown.  Nay,  fir,  'tis  but  Crede  quod  babes  &  babes,  at 
moll ;  believe  I  have  a  halter,  and  I  have  one. 

Vero.  You  firrah,  we  are  poflefs'd,  were  their  pander. 

Clown.  I  brought  but  flelh  to  flefh,  fir,  and  your 
grace  does  as  much  when  you  bring  your  meat  to  your 
mouth. 

Vero.  You,  firrah,  at  a  cart's  tail  fhall  be  whip'd 
Thro'  the  city. 

Clown.  There's  my  dream  out  already  ;  but  fince 
there  is  no  remedy  but  that  whipping-cheer  mull  clofe 
up  my  llomach,  1  would  requefl  a  note  from  your  grace 
to  the  carman,  to  intreat  him  to  drive  apace  :  I  fhall 
never  endure  it  elfe. 

Vero.  I  hope,  count  Lodowick,  we  have  fatisfied  ye. 

Lod.  To  th'  full  j  and  I  think  the  cuckold  catch'd  the 
cuckold-makers. 

Vero.  'Twas  a  neat  penance  ;  but  oh !  the  art  of 
woman  in  the  performance  ! 

Lod.  Pfnew,  fir,  'tis  nothing  :  had  fhe  been  in  her 

granam's  place, 

Had 
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j  Had  not  the  devil  firft  began  the  fin, 

And  cheated  her,  (he  would  have  cheated  him. 
Vero.  Let  all  to  reft ;  and  noble  fir,  i'th'  morning, 

With  a  fmall  private  train,  we  are  for  Milan. 

Vice  for  a  time  may  fhine,  and  virtue  figh  ; 
I  But  truth,  like  heaven's  fun,  plainly  doth  reveal, 

And  fcourge  or  crown,  what  darknefs  did  conceal. 


A  C  T.    V. 


Enter  Antonio  and  a  Slave,  one  in  the  other's  habit. 

Slave.    TJ  U  T  faith,  fir,  what's  your  device  in  this  ? 

fl  this  change 

Infmuates  fome  project. 

Ant.  Shall  I  tell  thee  ? 
Thou  art  my  (lave,  I  took  thee  (then  a  Turk, 
In  the  fight  thou  know'ft  we  made  before  Palermo) 
Thou  art  not  in  flri&er  bondage  unto  me 
Than  I  am  untc  Cupid. 

Slave.  Oh  then  you  are  going,  fir, 
To  your  old  rendezvous,  there  are  brave  rogues  there  : 
But  the  duke  obferves  you  narrowly,  and  fets  fpies 
To  watch  if  you  ftep  that  way. 

Ant.  Why  therefore,  man, 
Thus  many  times  1  have  changed  habits  with  thee, 
To  cheat  iufpicion,  and  prejudicate  nature 
(Miftrefs  of  inclinations)  fure  intended, 
To  knit  thee  up  fo  like  me,  for  this  purpofe, 
For  th'aft  been  taken  in  my  habit  for  me. 

Slave.  -  Yes,  and  have  had  many  a  French  cringe 
As  I  have  walk'd  i'th'  park  ;  and  for  fear  of  dikovery, 
I  have  crown'd  it  only  with  a  nod. 
Enter  a  Lord. 

Ant.  Th'art  a  mad  villain  ;  But 
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But,  firrah,  I  am  wondroufly  taken 

With  a  fweet  face  I  faw  yonder ;  thou  know'fl  where. 

Slave.  At  Venus-college,  the  court  bawdy-houfe. 

Ant.  But  this  maid,  howfoever  fhe  came  there, 
Is  acquainted  fo  with  heaven,  that  when  I  thought 
To  have  quench'd   my  frantick  blood,    and  to  have 

pluck'd 
The  fruit  a  king  would  leap  at ;  even  then  fhe  beat  me 
With  fuch  brave  thunder  off,  as  if  heaven  had  lent  her 
The  artillery  of  angels. 

Slave.  She  was  coy  then. 

Ant.  Coy,  man  !  fhe  was    honeft ;    left  coynefs   to 
court-ladies : 
She  fpake  the  language  of  the  faints,  methought. 
Holy  fpe&ators  fate  on  filver  clouds, 
And  clapp'd  their  white  wings  at  her  well-plac'd  words. 
She  piece-meal  piuTd  the  frame  of  my  intentions, 
And  (o  joined  it  again,  that  all  the  tempeft 
Of  blood  can  never  move  it. 

Slave.  Some  rare  phoenix,  what's  her  name  ? 

Ant.  'Tis  Millicenta,  and  wondrous  aptly, 
For  fhe  is  miftrefs  of  a  hundred  thoufand  holy  heavenly 

thoughts. 
Chaflly  I  love  her  now,  and  fhe  muft  know  it : 
Such  wondrous  wealth  is  virtue,  it  makes  the  woman 
Wears  it  about  her,  worthy  of  a  king ; 
Since  kings  can  be  but  virtuous,  farewel. 
A  crown  is  but  the  care  of  deceived  life, 
He's  king  of  men,  is  crown'd  with  fuch  a  wife. 

[Exit  Antonio,  and  the  lord  after  him. 

Slave.  Are  your  thoughts  levelled  at  that  white  then  ? 
This  fhall  to  th'  duke  your  dad,  fir  ;  he  can  never  talk 

with  me, 
But  he  twits  me  itill  with,  I  took  thee  at  that  fight 
We  made  before  Palermo ;  I  did  command 
Men  as  he  did  there,  Turks  and  valiant  men  : 
And  tho'  to  wind  myfelf  up  for  his  ruin, 
That  I  may  fall  and  crufh  him,  I  appear 
To  renounce  Mahomet,  and  feem  a  chrifHan  ;. 
'Tis  but  conveniently  10  ftab  this  chriftian, 

Or 
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Or  any  way  confound  him,  and  Tcape  cleanly. 
And  one  expects  the  deed  :  to  haften  it, 
This  letter  came  even  now,  which  likewife  certifies 
He  waits  me  three  leagues  off,  with  a  horie  for  flight 
Of  a  Turkifh  captain,  commander  of  a  gaily. 
He  keeps  me  as  his  flave,  becaufe  indeed 
I  play'd  the  devil  at  fea  with  him  -;  but  having 
Thus  wrought  myfelf  into  him,  I  intend 
To  give  him  but  this  day  to  take  his  leave 
Of  the  whole  world.  He  will  come  back  by  twilight : 
I'll  wait  him  with  a  piftol.    Oh  fweet  revenge  ! 
Laugh,  our  great  prophet,  he  mall  underftand, 
When  we  think  death  fartheft  off,  he's  neareft  hand. 
Enter  Philippo. 

Phil.  You  and  I   muft  meet   no  more,  fir;  there's 
your  kick  again.  {Kicks  him. 

Slave.  Hold,  hold,  what  mean  you,  fir  ? 

Phil.  I  have  brought  your  kick  back,  fir 

[Shoots  him. 

Slave,  Hold,  man,  I  am  not [Falls. 

Phil.  Thou  haft  fpoken  true,  thou  art  not What 

art  thou  ? 
But  I  am  for  Verona.  [Exit. 

Slave.  Mine  own  words  catch  me  ;  'tis  I  now  under- 
ftand, 
When  we  think  death  fartheft  off,  he's  neareft  hand. 

[Dies. 
Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  She  lives  not  fure  in  Milan  :  report  but  wore 
Her  ufual  habit,  when  me  told  in  Verona, 
She  met  Abftemia  here.    Oh,  AbftemiaJ 
How  lovely  thou  look1  ft  now  ?  now  thou  appeared 
Chafter  than  is  the  morning's  modefty, 
That  rifes  with  a  bluih,  over  whofe  bofom 
The  weftern  wind  creeps  foftly  :  now  I  remember 
How  when  fhe  fat  at  table,  her  obedient  eye 
Would  dwell  on  mine,  as  if  it  were  not  well, 
Unlefs  it  lookd  where  I  look'd  :  Oh  how  proud 
She  was,  when  fhe  could  crofs  herfelf  to  pleafc  me  ? 
But  where  row  is  this  fair  foul  ?  like  a  filver  cloud 

Vol.  IX.  O 
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She  hath  wept  herfelf,  I  fear,  into  th'  dead  fea, 
And  will  be  found  no  more  :  this  makes  me  mad, 
To  rave  and  call  on  death ;  but  the  flave  fhrinks, 
And  is  as  far  to  find  as  fhe.     Abftemia, 
If  thou  not  anfwer  or  appear  to  knowledge, 
That  here  with  fhame  I  fought  thee  in  this  wood, 
111  leave  the  blufhing  witnefs  of  my  blood.  [Exit: 

Enter    the  duke  of  Milan,    Sebafian^  Sanchio,  and  the 

Lord* 

Mil.  Followed  you  him  thus  far  ? 

Lord.  J  u ft  to  this  place,  fir  : 
The  flave  he  loves  left  him,  here  they  parted. 

Mil.  Certain  he  has  fome  private  haunt  this  way. 

Seb.  Ha private  indeed,  fir  :  oh  behold  and  fee 

Where  he  lies  full  of  wounds  I 

Lord.  My  lord, 

Mil.  My  fon  Antonio  !  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

San.  My  lord  Antonio  ! 

Mil.  He's  gone,  he's  gone  -,  warm  yet,  bleeds  frefh 
and  whilft 
We  here  hold  paffion  play,  we  but  advantage 
The  flying  murderer.     Bear  his  body  gently 
Unto  the  lodge  :  Oh,  what  hand  hath  fo  hid 
That  funlike  face,  behind  a  crimfon  cloud  ! 
Ufe  all  means  poffible  for  life  :  but  I  fear 
Charity  will  arrive  too  late.     To  horfe, 
Difperfe  thro'  the  wood,  run,  ride,  make  way, 
'  The  fun  in  Milan  is  eclips'd  this  day. 

Omn.  To  horfe,  and  raife  more  purfuit.         [Exeunt. 
Enter  Lorenzo,  <with  bis  fvjord  drawn. 

Lor.  Abftemia  !  Oh  take  her  name  you  winds  upon 
your  wings, 
And  thro'  the  wanton  region  of  the  air 
Softly  convey  it  to  her  :  there's  no  fweet  fufferance, 
Which  bravely  me  pafs'd  thro',  but  is  a  thorn 
Now  to  my  fides  :  my  will  the  center  flood 
To  all  her  chafte  endeavours  :  all  her  actions, 
With  a  perfection  perpendicular, 
Pointed  upon  it.  She  is  loft  ;  oh,  fhe 
The  well-built  fort  of  virtue's  victory  ! 

Fern 
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For  flill  fhe  conquer'd:   fince  fhe  is  loft,  then, 
My  friendly  fword,  find  thou  my  heart. 

Within,  Follow,  follow. 

Enter- duke  qf  Milan,  S audio,  and  Sebaftiano. 

Mil.  This  way,  what's  he  ?  lay  hands  on  him. 

Sebaft.  The  murd'rer  on  my  life,  my  lord,  here  in 
the  wood 
Was  clofe  Defer,  he  would  have  fiain  himfelf. 

Mil.  Speak,  villain,  art  thou  the  bloody  murderer  ? 

Lor.  Of  whom  ? 

Sanch.  His  diflembled  ignorance  fpeaks  him  the  man. 

Seb.  Of  the   duke's   fon,  the  prince   Antonio,    fir  . 
'twas  your  hand  that  kilPd  him. 

Lcr.  Your  lordfhip  lies,  it  was  my  fword. 

Mil.  Out,  Have  ! 
Ravens  mall  feed  upon  thee  :  fpeak,  what  caufc 
Hadft  thou  with  one  unhappy  wound  to  cloud 
That  liar  of  Milan  ? 

Lod.  Becaufe  he  was  an  erring  ftar, 
Not  fix'd  nor  regular  ;  I  will  refolve  nothing  : 
I  did  it,  do  not  repent  it  j  and  were  it 
To  do  again,  Pd  do't. 

Omn.  Blood-thirfly  villain  ! 

Mil.  Leave  him   to   fwifc  deftrticb'on,    tortures  and 
death. 
Oh  my  Antonio  !  how  did  thy  youth  ftray, 
To  meet  wild  winter  in  the  midft  of  May  ? 

Lor.  Oh,  my  Abitemia  !  who  call  thy  fate  fo  I 
To  clip  affliction,  like  a  hufband  clad  r  [Ka 

Enter  Antonio    and  Abjiemia. 

Ah  ft.  Good  fir,  the  prince  makes  known  his  wifdoio, 
To  make  you  fpeaker  in  his  caufe. 

Ant.  Me  ?  know,  miitrefs, 
I  have  felt  love's  paflions  equal  with  himfelf. 
And  can  difcourfe  of  love's  caufe  :  had  you  fcen  hk» 
When  he  fent  me  to  ye,  how  truly  he  did  lc 
And  when  your  name  flip'd  thro1  his  trembling  1 
A  lover's  lovely  palenefs  itraight  pofiUVd  h 

AbjL  Fie,  he. 

O    2 
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Ant.  Go,  fays  he,  to  that  fomething  more  than  womaty 
(And  he  looked  as  if  by  fomething  he  meant  faint) 
Tell  her  I  faw  heaven's  army  in  her  eyes, 
And  that  from  her  chafte  heart  fuch  excellent  goodnefs 
Came  like  full  rivers  flowing,    that  there  wants  nothing 
But  her  foft  yielding  will*  to  make  her  wife 
Unto  the  prince  Antonio  :  Oh,  will  you  fly 
A  fortune  which  great  ladies  would  purfue 
Upon  their  knees  with  prayers  ? 

Abji.  No,  Lorenzo, 
Had  law  to  this  new  love  made  no  denial  : 
A  chafte  wife's  truth  mines  thro'  the  greatelt  trial. 
Enter  Mor  bo. 

Mor.  How  now,  what  makes  you  i'ttf  wood  here  ? 
Where's  my  old  lady  ? 

Abjt.  I  know  not. 

Mor.  All  the  country's  in  an  uproar  yonder,  the  prince 
Antonio's  (lain. 

Ambo.  How  ! 

Mor.  Nay,  rio  man  can  tell  how;  but  the  murd'rer 
with's  fword  in's  hand  is  taken. 

Am.  Is  he  of  Milan  ? 

Mor.  No,  of  Verona :  I  heard  his  name,  and  I  have 
forgot  it. 

Ant.  I  am  all  wonder,  'tis  the  Have  fure. 

Mor.  Lor— Lor — Lorenzo. 

Ah  ft.  Ha,  Lorenzo  !  What  I  pray  ? 

Mor.  Lorenzo  Me — Medico  has  run  him  in  the  eye, 
fome  thirty -three  inches,  two  barly-corns :  they  could 
fcarce  know  him  for  the  blood,  but  by  his  apparel.  I 
mull  find  out  my  lady ;  he  us'd  our  houfe,  intelligence 
has  bee3  given  of  his  pilgrimage  thither  :  I  am  afraid  I 
fhall  be  fing'd  to  death  with  torches,  and  my  lady  ftew'd 
between  two  dilhes. 

Ant.  Why  hath  this  thus  amaz'd  you,  miftrefs  ? 

Abji.  Oh  leave  me,  leave  me,  I  am  all  diilraclion3 
Struck  to  the  foul  with  forrow. 

Enter  Milan,  Lords  and  Lorenzo  guarded. 

Ant.  See  where  they  come  ! 
My  father  full  of  tears  too  i  I'll  ftand  by  : 

2  Strange 
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Strange  changes  mull  have  ftrange  difcovery. 

Abji.  'Tis  he  :  heart,  how  thou  leap'fl  !  Oh  ye  de* 
luded, 
And  full  of  falfe  ram  judgment !  why  do  ye  lead 
Innocence  like  a  facrirke  to  {laughter  \ 
Get  garlands  rather,  let  palm  and  laurel  round 
Thole  temples,  where  fuch  wedlock-truth  is  found < 

Lor.   Ha? 

Omnts.  Wedlock. 

Abft.  Oh  Lorenzo  !  thou  haft  fufrVd  bravely, 
And  wond'rous  far :  look  on  me,  here  1  come 
Hurried  by  confidence  to  confefs  the  deed  : 
Thy  innocent  blood  will  be  too  great  a  burthen 
Upon  the  judge's  foul. 

Lor.  Abltemia  ! 

Abft%  Look,  look,  how  he  will  blind  ye  \  by  and  by 
he'll  tell  ye 
We  faw  not  one  another  many  a  day, 
In  love's  caufe  we  dare  make  our  lives  away. 
He  would  redeem  mine,  'tis  my  hufband,  fir, 
Dearly  we  love  together :  but  I  being  often 
By  the  dead  prince  your  fon  folicited 
To  wrong  my  hufband's  bed,  and  Hill  refilling, 
Where  you  found  him  dead,  he  met  me,  and  the  place 
Prefenting  opportunity,  he  would  there 
Have  fore'd  me  to  his  will  \  but  prizing  honelly 
Far  above  proffer'd  honour,  with  my  knife 
In  my  refiftance  moil  unfortunately 
I  tlruck  him  in  the  eye  :  he  fell,  was  found, 
The  purfuit  rais'd,  and  e'er  I  could  get  home 
My  hufnand  met  me,  I  confefs'd  all  to  him  : 
He  excellent  in  love  as  the  fea-inhabitant, 
Of  whom  'tis  writ,  that  when  the  flatt'ring  hook 
Has  llruck  his  female,  he  will  help  her  off, 
Altho'  he  defperately  put  on  himfelf ; 
But  if  he  fail,  and  fee  her  leave  his  eye, 
He  fwims  to  land,  will  languilh,  and  there  die  : 
Such  is  his  love  to  me  ;  for  puruYd  clofely, 
He  bid  me  fave  myfelf,  and  he  would  Hay 
With  his  drawn  fword,  there  about  the  place,  on  purpofc 

O  3  To 
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To  requite  my  loyalty,  tho'  with  his  death. 
.Fear  forc'd  my  acceptance  then,  but  confcience 
Hath  brought  me  back  to  prefervc  innocence. 
Seb.  The  circumftances  produce  probability. 
Lor.  By  truth  herfelf,  ihe  flanders  truth  :  ihe  and  I 
Have  not  met  thefe  many  months.    Oh  my  Ab Hernia  ! 
Thou  wouldft  be  now  too  excellent. 
Ant.  Thefe  are  ftrange  turns. 

Mil.  Let  not  love  ftrangle  juftice  ;  fpeak  on  thy  foul, 
Was  it  her  hand  that  flew  the  prince  ? 

Lcr.  Not,  on  my  life, 
'Tis  I  have  deferv'd  death. 

Ahjl.   Love  makes  him  defperate, 
Confcience  is  my  accufer  :  Oh  Lorenzo  ! 

[Tie  duke  and  lords  wbiffer* 
Live  thou,  and  feed  on  my  remembrance. 
When  thou  fhalt  think  how  ardently  I  love  thee  ; 
Drop  but  a  pair  of  tears,  from  thofe  fair  eyes, 
Thou  offer 'it  truth  a  wealthy  facrifice. 
Lor.  Did  ye  hear  her,  fir  \ 
Mil.  No,  what  faid  fhe  ? 

Lor.  She  aik'd  me  why  I  would  call  myfelf  away  thus, 
When  fhe  in  love  devis'd  this  trick  to  fave  me. 

Sancb.  There  may  be  juggling,  fir,  in  this;  it  may  be 
They  have  both  hands  i'th'  d^dy  and  one  in  love 
Would  (after  for't. 

Enter  a  Lord, 
MiL  What  news  : 

Lord.  The  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona 
1  forne  fciall  train  of  gentlemen,  are  privately 
This  hour  come  to  th1  court. 
!.   Bear  them  to  prifon, 
Until  we  have  given  fuch  entertainment,  farrow 

11  give  us  leave  to  (new :  until  that  time 
The  iatisfadtion  of  my  loft  fon's  life 
ft  hover  'twixt  a  huiband  and  a  wife. 

[Exeunt,  mo  net  Antonio. 
it    How   ftrangely  chance    to-day  runs  ?  the  flave 
kill'd 
In  my  apparel,  and  this  fellow  taken  for't, 

Whom 
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Whom  to  my  knowledge  I  ne'er  faw :  me  loves  him 

Pail  all  exprefTion  dearly  :   I  have  a  trick, 

In  that  fa  infinitely  dear  ihe  loves,  him, 

Has  feaTd  her  mine  already  ;  and  I'll  put 

This  wondrous  love  of  woman  to  fach  a  nonplus, 

Time  hath  produced  none  Itranger  :  I  will  fet 

Honour  and  love  to  fight  for  life  and  death  : 

Beauty  (as  caftles  built  of  cards)  with  a  breath 

Is  levell'd  and  laid  flat. 

Enter  Philippoy  putting  on  a  difguifey  lays  down  a  pifal. 

Phil.  Mifery  of  ignorance  ! 
It  was  the  prince  Antonio  I  have  flain. 

Ant.  Ha  !  the  clew  of  all  this  error  is  unravell'd  ; 
This  is  the  valiant  gentleman  fo  threaten'd  me  ; 
Pie  met  the  Have  doubtlefs  in  my  habit, 
And  feal'd  upon  him  his  millaken  fpleen  : 
If  it  be  fo,  there  hangs  fome  ftrange  intent 
In  thofe  accufe  themfelves  for't. 

Phil.  It  feems  fome  other  had  laid  the  plot  to  kill 
him; 
This  paper,  I  found  with  him,  fpeaks  as  much, 
And  lent  to  the  intended  murderer, 
Happened  it  feems  to  his  hands  :  it  concurs ; 
For  they  fay,  there  is  one  taken  for  the  facl, 
And  will  do  me  the  courtefy  to  be  hang'd  for  me  : 

[Antonio  takes  up  the  pijlol, 
There's  comfort  yet  in  that :  fo,  fo,  1  am  fitted, 
And  will  fet  forward. 

Ant.  Goofe,  there's  a  fux  in  your  way, 

Phil.  Betray'd  ! 

Ant.  Come,  I  have  other  bufinefs  afoot  ;  I  have  no 
time  to  difcover  'em  now,  fir  ;  fee,  I  can  inforce  you  : 
but  by  this  hand,  go  but  with  me,  and  keep  your  own 
counfel ,  garden- ho  ufes  arc  not  truer  bawds  to  cuckold- 
making,  than  I  will  be  to  thee  and  thy  flratagem. 

Phil.  Th'art  a  mad  knave,  art  ferious  ? 

Ant.  As  a  ufurer  when  he's  telling  intere/t-money. 

Phil.  Whate'er  thou  art,  thy  bluntnefs  begets  belief: 
go  on,  I  truft  thee. 

O  4.  Ant, 
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Ant.  BuTI  have  more  wit  than  to  truft  you  behind 
me,  fir  :  pray  get  you  before,  I  have  a  friend  fhall  keep 
you  in  cullody  till  I  have  pafs'd  a  project  ;  and  if  you 
can  keep  your  own  counfel,  I  will  not  injure  you  :  and 
this  for  your  comfort,  the  prince  lives. 

Phil.  Living  !  thou  mak'ft.  my  blood  dance :  but 
pr'ythee  let's  be  honeft  one  to  another. 

Aat.  Oh,  fir,  as  the  juitice's  clerk  and  the  conftable, 
when  they  fhare  the  crowns  that  drunkards  pay  to  the 
poor;  pray  keep  fair  diitance,  and  take  no  great  ftrides. 

[Exeunt* 
Enter  Lc7\?  ?,  as  in  prifon* 

Lor.  Can  then  Abflemia  forgive  Lorenzo  ? 

Ahfi.  Yes,  if  Lorenzo  can  but  love  Abflemia, 
She  can  thus  hang  upon  his  neck,  and  call 
This  prifon  true  love's  palace. 

Lor.  Oh  let  kings 
Forget  their  crowns,  that  know  what  'tis  to  enjoy 
The  wondrous  wealth  of  one  fo  good  :  now 
Thou  art  lovely  as  a  young  fpring,  and  comely 
As  is  the  well-fpread  cedar  :  the  fair  fruit, 
Kifs'd  by  the  fan  fo  daily,  that  it  wears 
The  lovely  blufh  of  maids,  feems  but  to  mock 
Thy  foul's  integrity  -,  here  let  me  fall, 
And  with  pleading  fighs  beg  pardon, 
Enter  Antcnio. 

Abft.  Sir,  it  meets  you, 
Like  a  glad  pilgrim,  whofe  defiling  eye, 
Longs  for  the  long-wifh'd  altar  of  his  vow  ; 
But  you  are  far  too  prodigal  in  praife, 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  yoar  merit. 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers,  the  flrong  gale, 
(Being  befl  friends  to  us)  our  own  fwift  motion 
Makes  us  believe  that  t'other  nimbler  rows ; 
Swift  virtue  thinks  fmall  goodnefs  fafleft  goes. 

Lcr.  Sorrow  hath  bravely  fweeten'd  thee:  what  are 
you  ? 

Ant.  A  difpleafant  black  cloud  :  tho'  I  appear  dif- 
mal, 
I  ^m  wond'rous  fruitful ;  what  caufe  foever 

^  Mov'd 
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Mov'd  you  to  take  this  murder  on  yourfelf, 
Or  you  to  ftrike  yourfelf  into  the  hazard 
For  his  redemption,  'tis  to  me  a  ftranger  ; 
But  I  conceive  you  are  both  innocent. 

Lor.  As  new-born  virtue.  I  did  accufe 
My  innocence  to  rid  me  of  a  life 
Look'd  uglier  than  death,  upon  an  injury 
I  had  done  this  virtuous  wife. 

Abft.  And  I  accus'd 
My  innocence,  to  fave'the  beiov'd  life 
Of  my  moll  noble  hufband. 

Ant.  Why  then  now  'twould  grieve  you, 
Death  mould  unkindly  part  ye. 

Lor.  Oh  but  that,  fir, 
We  have  no  forrow  :  now  to  part  from  her, 
(Since  heaven  hath  new  married,  and  new  made  us) 
I  had  rather  leap  into  a  den  of  lions, 
Snatch  from  a  hungry  bear  her  bleeding  prey  ; 
I  would  attempt  defperate  impoffibilities 
With  hope,  rather  than  now  to  leave  her. 

Ant*  This  makes  for  me. 

Abft.  And  rather  than  leave  you,  fir,  I  would  eat 
Hot  coals  with  Portia,  or  attempt  a  terror, 
Nature  would  fnail-like  fhrink  her  head  in  at, 
And  tremble  but  to  think  on. 

Ant.  Better  and  better  ! 
If  you  fo.love  him,  what  can  you  conceive 
The  greatefl  kindnefs  can  exprefs  that  love  ? 

Abjl.  To  fave  his  life  ;  fince  there  is  no  hopc% 
Seeing  lie  fo  Itrongly  has  confefs'd  the  murder, 
We  mall  meet  the  happinefs  to  die  together. 

Ant,  Fire  cafts  the  braved  heat  in  coldeft  weather 
I'll  try  how  ardently  you  burn ;  for  know 
Upon  my  faith-,  and  as  I  am  a  gcntlenn. 
I  have  (in  the  next  room,  and  in  the  cufrou'y 
Of  a  true  friend),  the  man  that  did  the  deed 
You  Hand  accus'd  for. 

Abft.  Hark  there,  Lorenzo. 

Lor,  Will  you  not  let  him  go,  fir? 

o  s  4*t\ 
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Ant.  That's  infufpence.    But  miftrefs,  you  did  fay 
You  duril  eat  coals  with  Portia,  to  redeem 
The  infinitely  lov'd  life  of  your  hufband. 

Ah  ft.  And  Hill  ftrongly  proteft  it. 

Lor.  Oh  my  Abftemia ! 

Ant.  You  fhail  redeem  him  at  an  eafier  rate  : 
I  have  the  murderer,  you  fee,  in  hold. 

Lor.  And  we  are  blefs'd  in  your  difcovery  of  him.. 

Ant.  If  you  will  give  confent  that  I  (hall  tafte 
That  fenfe-  bereaving  pleafure  fo  familiar 
Unto  your  happy  hufband  ■ 

Abft.  How  ? 

Ant.  Pray  hear  me : 
Then  I  will  give  this  fellow  up  to  the  law  : 
If  you  deny,  horfes  ftand  ready  for  us, 
A  bark  for  tranfportation,  where  we  will  live, 
Till  law  by  death  hath  fever'd  ye. 

Lor.  But  we  will  call  for  prefent  witnefs. 

Ant.  Look  ye [Shews  the  fiftoj.. 

Experienc'd  navigators  flill  are  fitted 

For  every  weather :  'tis  almoft  paft  call 

To  reach  the  nimblefl  ear  ;  yet  but  offer  it, 

I  part  ye  prefently  for  ever. 

Confider  it ; 

The  enjoying  him  thou  fo  entirely  lov'ft 

All  thy  life  after  ;  that  when  mirth-fpent  time 

Hath  crown' d  your  heads  with  honour,  you  may  fit 

And  tell  delightful  ftories  of  your  loves ; 

And  when  ye  come  to  that  poor  minute's  'fcape 

Crowns  my  delire,  ye  may  let  that  flip  by, 

Like  water  that  ne'er  meets  the  miller's  eye. 

Compare  but  this  to  th'  foon-forgotten  pleafure  ^ 

Of  a  pair  of  wealthy  minutes :  the  thriftieft  lapidary 

Knows  the  molt  curious  jewel  takes  no  harm 

For  one  day's  wearing.     Could  you,  fir,  (did  your  eye 

Not  fee  it  worn)  your  wife  having  lent  your  cloak, 

{If  fecretly  retum'd,  and  folded  up) 

Could  you  conceive,  when  you  next  look'd  upon't, 

It  had  neatly  furnifn'd  out  a  poor  friend's  want  ? 

Be  charitable,  and  think  on't. 

Lor* 


The  City  Night-Cap.  $23 

Lor.  Do'ft  hear,  Abftemia  ? 
Oh  fhall  we  part  for  ever,,  when  a  price 
So  poor  might  be  our  freedom  ? 

Abfl.  Now  goodnefs  guard  ye! 
Where  learnt  you,  fir,  this  language  ? 

Lor.  Of  true  love  : 
You  did  but  now  profefs,  that  you  would  die 
To  fave  my  life  ;  and  now,,  like  a  forward  chapman, 
Catch'd  at  thy  word,  thou  giv'ft.  back  afhanVd 
To  mind  this  eafy  proffer. 

Abfl.  Could  you  live, 
And  know  yourfelf  a  cuckold  > 

Ant.  What  a  queftion's  that  ? 
Many  men  cannot  live  without  the  knowledge. 
How  can  ye  tell 

Whether  me  feems  thus  to  refpeft  your  honour,. 
But  to  ftay  till  the  law  has  choak'd  you  ?  It  may  be 

then 
She  will  do't  with  lefs  intreaty. 

Lor.  Ay,  there,  there  'tis. 

Abft.  'Tis  your  old  fit  of  jealoufy  fo  judges : 
A  foul  devil  talks  within  him. 

Lor.  Oh  the  art, 
The  wond'rous  art  of  woman !  ye  would  do  it  dain- 
tily, 
You  would  juggle  me   to  death,  you  would  perfuade 

me 
I  mould  die  nobly  to  preferve  your  honour ; 
That,  dead,,  ignobly  you  might  prove  difhonourable, 
Forget  me  in  a  day,  and  wed  another. 

Abft..   Why  then  would  I  have  died  for  you  ? 

Ant.  That  was  but  a  profFer,  that  dying  you  might 
idolize  her  love ; 
VT would  have  put  her  off  the  better. 

Lor.  Oh  you  have  builded 
A  golden  palace,  KrewM  with  palm  and  rofes, 
To  let  me  bleed  to  death  in  !  How  fweetly 
You  would  have  loft  me  !  Abftemia,  you  have  leaned 
The  cunning  fowler's  art,  who  pleaiantly 

b  0  6  Whittles 
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Whiffles  the  bird  into  the  (hare.     Good  heaven  ? 
How  you  had  flrew'd  the  inticing  top  o'th'  cup 
With  Arabian  fpices  !  but  you  had  laid  i'th'  bottom 
Ephefian  aconite.     You  are  love's  hypocrite : 
A  rotten  flick,  in  the  night's  darkneis  born, 
And  a  fair  poppy  in  a  field  of  corn, 

Jbfi.  Oh  fir  !  hear  me [Kneels. 

Lor.  Away,  I  will  no  more 
Look  pearl  in  mud  :  oh  fly  hypocrify  ! 
Durfl  ye  but  now  die  for  me  ?  good  heaven  f  die  for 

me  ! 
The  greatefl  acl:  of  pain,  and  dare  not  buy  me 
With  a  poor  minute's  pleafure  ? 

Abft.  No,  fir,  I  dare  not ;  there  is  little  pain  in  death, 
But  a  great  death  in  every  little  pleafure  : 
1  had  rather,  truft  me,   bear  your  death  with  honour, 
Than  buy  your  life  with  bafenefs.     As  I  am  expes'd 
To  th'  greatefl  battery  beauty  ever  fought, 
Oh  blame  me  not,  if  I  be  covetous 
To  come  off  with  greatefl  honour  ;  if  I  do  this 
To  let  you  live,  I  kill  your  name,  and  give 
My  foul  a  wound  ;  I  crufh  her  from  fweet  grace, 
And  change  her  angel's  to  a  fury's  face. 

«  me  no  more  then  ;  but,  if  you  mufl  bleed,  boaft, 
To  preierve  honour,  life  is  nobly  loft.  . 

Lor.  Thou  wealth  worth  more  than  kingdoms,  I  am 
now  confirmed 
Part  all  fufpicion ;  thou  art  far  fweeter 
In  thy  fincere  truth,  than  a  facrirke 
Deck'd  up  for  death  with  garlands ;  the  Indian  winds, 
That  blow  off  from  the  coafl,  and  cheer  the  failor . 
With  the  fweet  favour  of  their  fpices,  want 
The  delight  flows  in  thee.     Look  here,  look  here, 
Oh  man  of  wild  defires  !  we  will  die  the  martyrs 
Of  marriage-;  and,  'flead  of  the  loofe  ditties 
With  which  they  flab  fweet  modefty,  and  ingender 
.Defires  in  the  hot  room,  thy  noble  flory 
Shall,  laurel-like,  crown  honefl  ears  with  glory. 

Ant.  Murder,  murder,  murder! 

Enter 
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Enter  the  three  Dukes,  with  Lords, 

Mil.  Ha  !  who  cries  murder  ? 

Phi.  As  y'are  a  gentleman,  now  be  true  to  me, 

Abft.  Sir! 

Ven.  Sifter  ! 

Ver.  My  fhame  !  art  thou  there  ? 

Ven.  Oh  fifter,  can  it  be 
A  prince's  blood  mould  ilain  that  white  hand  ? 
.  Ambo.  Hear  us. 

Ant.  No,  no,  no,  hear  me  ;  'twas  I  cry'd  murder  : 
Becaufe   I   have   found  them    both   ftain'd    with   the 

deed, 
They  would  have  throttled  me. 

Lor.  Hear  us,  by  all 

Mil.  Upon  your  lives  be  filent :  fpeak  on,  fir; 
Had  they  both  hands  in  our  Con's  blood  ? 

Ant.  Two  hands  apiece,  fir  : 
I  have  Cifted  it ;  they  both  have  kill'd  the  prince  ; 
But  this  is  the  chief  murderer.     Pleafe  you  give  me  au- 
dience ; 
Ye  fnall  wonder  at  the  manner  how  they  kill'd  him. 

Mil.  Silence! 

Ant.    He  came   nrft  to  this   woman,    and,    truth's 
truth, 
He  would  have  lain  with  her. 

Mil.  Her  own  confeffion. 

Ant.  Nay,  good  your  grace. 

Mil.  We  are  Client. 

Ant.  Coming  to  Ceize  upon  her,  with  the  firfl  blow 
She  ftruck  his  baCe  intent  lb  brave  a  buffet, 
That  there  it  bled  to  death.     She  laid,  his  horCe 
Would  teach  him  better  manners  :  there  he  died  once, 

Ver.  What  does  this  fellow  talk  ? 

Abjl.   I  underftand  him. 

Ant.  He  met  her  next  i'th'  wood,  where  he  was  found 
dead  : 
Then  he  came  noblier  up  to  her,  and  told  her 
Marriage  was  his  intent ;   but  die  as  nobly 
(Belike  to  let  him  know  Ike  was  married) 

Told 
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Told  him,  in  an  intelligible  denial, 

A  chafte  wife's  truth  fhin'd  thro'  the  greatefl  trial : 

There  the  prince  died  again. 

Lod.  There's  twice  ;  beware  the  third  time. 
Ant.  The  third  time,  he  came  here  :o  them  both  in 
prifon, 
Brought  a  piftol   with  him,    would  have  forc'd   her 

again ; 
But  had  ye  feen  how  fairly  then  ftie  flew  him, 
You  would  have  fhot  applaufes  from  your  eyes : 
Oh  fhe  came  up  fo  bravely  to  that  prince, 
Hot  potent  Luit,  (for  Ihe  flew  no  prince  elfe) 
With  fuch  a  valiant  difcipline  (he  deitroy'd 
That  debauch'd  prince,    bad   Deiire  >    and   then,   by 

him 
So  bravely  too  fetch'd  off,  that  (to  conclude) 
Betwixt  them  they  this  wonder  did  contrive, 
They  kuTd  the  prince,  but  kept  your  fon  alive. 

[DiJ  covers  himfelf* 
Mil.  Antonio! 
Omn.  The  prince  ! 

Ven.  Come  home,  my  filler,  to  my  heart. 
Per.  And  now  Lorenzo  is  again  my  belov'd  kinf- 

man. 
Ant.  Oh,  fir,  here  dwells  virtue  epitomiz'd,. 
Even  to  an  abftract,  and  yet  that  fo  large, 
'Twill  fwell  a  book  in  folio. 

Lod.  She  fwells  beyond  my  wife  then  : 
A  pocket-book,  bound  in  decimofexto, 
Will  hold  her  virtues,  and  as  much  ipare  paper  left. 
As  will  furnifh.  five  tobacco-mops 

Mil.  But  here's  the  wonder  ;  who  is  it  was  flain 
In  your  apparel  ? 

Phi.  I  will  give  them  all.  the  flip.  [Offers  to  go. 

Ant.  Here's  a  gentleman  of  Ferrara- — - 

Phi.   As  you  are  noble 

Ant.  That  faw  them  fight :  it  was  the  Have  was  flain,. 
£r> 

I  took 
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T  took  before  Palermo  :  he  that  kilPd  him, 
[Took  him  but  for  a  gentleman  his  equal  ; 
And,  as  this  eye-witnefs  fays,  he  in  my  apparel 
Did  kick  the  t'other  firft. 

Phi.  Nay,  upon  my  life,  fir, 
He  in  your  apparel  gave  the  firft  kick :   I  faw  them 

fight,   J 
And  I  dare  fwear  the  t'other  honeft  gentleman 
Little  thought  he  had  (Iain  any  thing  like  the  prince  > 
For  I  heard  him  fwear,  but  half  an  hour  before, 
He  never  faw  your  grace. 

Mil.  Then  he  kill'd  him  fairly. 

Phi.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord. 

Ven.  T'other  had  but  his  merit  then  :  who  dies, 
And  feeks  his  death,  feldom  wets  others  eyes. 

Ant.  Let  this  perfuade  you  I  believe  you  noble  ; 
I  have  kept  my  word  with  you. 

Phi.  You  have  out-done  me,  fir, 
In  this  brave  exercife  of  honour  :  but  let  me, 
In  mine  own  perfon,  thank  you. 

Omn.   Philippo  ! 

Phi.  Unwittingly  I  did  an  ill  (as  *t  happenM) 
To  a  good  end  :  that  flave  I  for  you  knTd, 
Wanted  but  time  to  kill  you  :  read  that  paper, 
Which  I  found  with  him,  I  thinking  by  accident 
You  had  intercepted  it.     We  all  have  happily 
Been  well  deceived  ;  you  are  noble,  juft,   and  true  ; 
My  hate  was  at  your  cloaths,  my  heart  at  you. 

Ver.    An  accident  more  ftrange    hath   feldom  hap- 
pen'd. 

Lor.    Philippo,    my  beft  friend,    'twixt   frame    and 
love, 
Here  let  me  lay  thee  now  for  ever. 

Jhft.  Heaven 
Hath   now  plain' d  all   our   rough   woes   fmooth   and 
even. 

Mil.  At  court,  large  relation  in  apt  form 
Shall  tender  pail  proceedings  j  but  to  diftinguifli 
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(Excellent  lady)  your  unparallel'd  praifes 
From  thofe  but  feem,  let  this  ferve  :  bad  women 
Are  nature's  clouds,  eclipfmg  her  fair  mine  ; 
The  good,  all-gracious,  faint-like,  and  divine. 

[Exeunt  (mines? 
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THE 


Parson's  Wedding. 


COMEDY 


B    Y 


Mr.  THOMAS  KILLEGREW. 


[  33°  ) 


7\/T  R>  Thomas  Killigrew  was  Page  of  Honotir  te 
-*-*^  fc„g  Charles  the  Firjl,  and  Groom  of  the  Bed- 
chamber to  Ki'rig  Charles  the  Second,  whom  be  attended  in 
his  Exile  ;  during  which  Time  he  wrote  fix  of  his  Plays, 
as  one  may  learn  from  a  Copy  of  Ftrfes  of  Sir  John  Den- 
ham\f  wrote  in  a  jocular  Way,  on  our  Author  s  Return 
from  Venice,  whither  he  was  fcnt  as  Refdent  by  King 
Charles  the  Second,  in  1651,  as  follow:  s* 

Our  Refdent  Tom 

From  Venice  is  come, 
And  hath  left  the  State/man  behi?ui  him  t 

Talks  at  the  fame  pitch, 

Is  as  wife,  is  as  rich, 
And  juft  where  you  left  him  you  find him \ 

But  who  fays  he  was  not 

A  Man  of  ?nuch  Plot 
May  repent  that  falfe  Accufaticn, 

Having  plotted  and  pennd 

Six  Plays,  to  attend 
The  Farce  of  his  Negotiation, 

Befdes  the  Parfon's -Wedding,  he  has  wrote  ten  oihrr 
Plays,  <viz.  The  Pilgrim,  a  Tragedy,  Thomafo,  or  the 
Wanderer,  a  Comedy  in  two  Parts  ;  Bellamira  her  Drean^ 
or  the  Love  of  Shadows,  in  two  Parts  ;  Cicilia  and  CIo- 
rinda,  or  Love  in  Anns,  in  two  Parts;  Claracilla,  the 
Prifoners,  and  the  Pr:nccf>,  cr  Love  at  firft  Sight  ;  all 
Tragi -Comedies . 


Dramatis 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


T^^R.  Carelefs,  a  gentleman,  and  a  wit. 

1VJ[  Mr.  Wild,  a  gentleman,  nephew  to  the  Widow. 

Mr.  Jolly,  an  humorous  gentleman,  and  a  courtier. 

Captain,  a  leading  wit  full  of  defigns. 

Par/on,  a  wit  alfo,  but  over-reached  by  the  Captain,  and 

his  Wanton. 

Mr.  Conftant,  7  two  dull  fuitors  to  the  lady  Widow,  and 
Mr.  Sad.        \    mrs.  Pieafant. 

^ady  Wild,  a  rich  (and  fomewhat  youthful)  Widow. 
Mrs.  Pieafant,  a.  handfome  young  gentlewoman,  of  a 

good  fortune. 
Mrs.  Secret,  her  (indifferent  honeft)  woman. 
Lady  Loveall,  an  old  ftallion-hunting  Widow. 
Faithful,  her  (errant honeft)  woman. 
Mrs.  Wanton,  the  Captain's  livery  punk,  married  to  die 

Parfon  by  confederacy. 

Bawd,  Servants,  Drawers,  Fiddlers. 


THE 
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come  D  Y. 


A6l.  I.     Seen.  i. 

Enter  the  Captain  in  chohr,  and  Want  en, 


Crtpt-  M$&&%£&  O  more,  I'll  fooner  be  reconcird  to 
want  or  ficknefs,  than  that  rafcal; 
a  thing,  that  my  charity  made  fociablej 
one,  that  when  I  fmii'd  would  fawn 
upon  me,  and  wag  his  Hern,  like 
flarv'd  dogs ;  fo  nafty,  the  company  cried  foh  upon  him ; 
he  flunk  fo  of  poverty,  ale,  and  bawdry.  So  poor  and 
defpicable,  when  I  reliev'd  him,  he  could  not  avow  lus 
calling  for  want  of  a  caffock,  but  flood  at  corners  of 

ftreets, 
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ftreets,  and  whifper'd  gentlemen  in  the  ear,  as  they 
pafs'd,  and  fo  deliver'd  his  wants  like  a  meffage,  which 
being  done,  the  rogue  vanifhed,  and  would  dive  at  Weft- 
minfter  like  a  dabchick,  and  rife  again  at  Temple-gate. 
The  ingenuity  of  the  rafcal,  his  wit  being  fnuft  by  want, 
burnt  clear  then,  and  furnifiVd  him  with  a  bawdy  jefl  or 
two,  to  take  the.  company ;  but  now  the  rogue  (hall  find 
he  has  loft  a  patron-. 

Want,  As  I  live,  if  I  had  thought  you  would  have 
jbeen  in  fuch  a  fury,  you  mould  never  have  known  it; 

Capt.  Treacherous  rogue,  he  has  always  raiPd  againft 
jthee  to  me,  as  a  danger  his  friendship  ought  to  give  me 
warning  of;  and  nightly  cry'd,  yet  look  back,  and  hunt 
not,  with  good  nature  and  the  beauties  of  thy  youth,  that 
falfe  woman;  but  hear  thy  friend,  that  fpeaks  from  fad 
experience. 

Want.  Did  he  fay  this  ? 

Cap.  Yes,  and  fwears  ye  are  as  unfatiate  as  the  fea, 
as  covetous,  and  as  ungrateful :  that  you  have  your  tem- 
pefts  too,  and  calms,  more  dangerous  than  it. 

Want.   Was  the  nave  fo  eloquent  in  his  malice? 

Capt.  Yes,  faith,  and  urg'd,  you  (for  your  part)  were 
never  particular,  and  feldom  found. 

Want.  Not  found  ?  why,  he  orfer'd  to  marry  me,  and 
Fwore  he  thought  I  was  chafte,  I  was  fo  particular  ;  and 
frov'd  it,  that  confent  was  full  marriage,  by  the  firft  in- 
stitution ;  and  thofe  that  love,  and  lie  together,  and  tell, 
have  fuifiird  all  ceremonies  now. 
v  Capt.  Did  he  offer  to  marry  thee  ? 

Want.  Yes,  yes. 

Capt.  If  ever  then  I  deferv'd  from  thee,  or  if  thou 
he' ft  dear  to  thyfelf,  as  thou  haft  any  thing  thou  hop' ft 
(hall  be  fafe  or  found  abou*  thee,  I  conjure  thee,  take 
my  counfel ;  -marry  him,  to  affiicl  him. 

Want.  Marry  him  ? 

'Capt.  If  I  have  any  power  I  fhall  prevail;  thoukmow'ft 
he  has  a  faj:  benefice,  and  leave  me  to  plague  him,  till  he 
give  it  me  to  be  rid  of  thee. 

Want,  Will  .you  not  keep  me  then  ? 

■  Copt. 
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Capt.  I  keep  thee  ?  pr'ythee,  wilt  thou  keep  me  f  I 
know  not  why  men  are  fuch  fools  to  pay  :  we  bring  as 
much  to  the  fport  as  women.  Keep  thee  ?  I'd  marry 
thee  as  foon ;  why,  that's  wedding  fin ;  no,  no  keep- 
ing I :  that  you  are  not  your  own,  is  all  that  prefers  you 
before  wives. 

Want,  I  hope  this  is  not  real. 

Capt.  Art  thou  fuch  a  ftranger  to  my  humour  ?  why* 
I  tell  thee,  I  mould  hate  thee  if  I  could  call  thee  mine, 
for  I  loath  all  women  within  my  knowledge;  and  'tis  fix 
to  four  if  I  knew  thy  fign,  I'd  come  there  no  more  ;  a 
ftrange  miftrefs  makes  every  night  a -new,  and  thefe 
are  your  pleafing  fins.  I  had  as  live  be  good,  as  fin 
by  courfe. 

Want.  Then  I  am  miferable. 

Capt.  Not  fo,  if  you'll  be  initru&ed,  and  let  me  pafs 
like  a  ilranger  when  yeu  meet  me. 

Want.  But  have  you  thefe  humours  ? 

Capt.  Yes  faith  ;  yet  if  you  will  obferve  them,  though 
you  marry  him,  I  may  perchance  be  your  friend  -,  but 
you  mufc  be  fure  to  be  coy  ;  for  to  me  the  hunting  is 
more  pleafure  than  the  querry. 

Want.  But  if  I  obferve  this,  will  you  be  my  friend 
hereafter  ? 

Copt.  Firm  as  the  day ;  hark,  I  hear  him ;  [The  Par- 
[on  call's  within]  I  knew  he  would  follow  me,  I  gave 
him  a  fmall  touch  that  wakened  his  guilt ;  refolve  to  in- 
dear  yourfelf  to  him,  which  you  may  eafily  do,  by  tak- 
ing his  part  when  I  have  vex'd  him  ;  no  difpute,  refolve 
it,  or  as  I  live  here  I  difclaim  thee  for  ever. 

Wa?it.  'lis  well,  fomething  Til  do. 

[Ex4t  Wanton{ 

Capt.  Open  the  door,  I  fay,  and  let  me  in  ;  your  fa- 
vourite and  his  tythes  (hall  come  no  more  here. 
Enter  Par/tm, 

Parf.  Yes,  but  he  (hall  ;  'tis  not  you,  nor  your  brac'd 
drum,'  mall  fright  me  hence,  who  can  command  the 
fouls  of  men ;  I  iiave  read  divine  Seneca  ;  thou  know'ft 
nothing  but  the  earthly  part,  and  canil  cry  to  that,  face 
about. 

Capt. 
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Capt.  Thou  read  Seneca  ?  thou  fteaPil  his  cover,  to 
clothe  thee,  naked  and  wicked,  that  for  money  wouldft 
fell  the  fhare  of  the  twelve,  and  art  allow'd  by  all  that 
know  thee, 'fitter  to  have  been  Judas,  than  Judas  was,  for 
treachery. 

Par/  Rail,  do  rail,  my  illiterate  captain,  that  can  only 
abufe  by  memory ;  and  ihould  I  live  till  thou  couldfl 
read  my  fentence,  I  mould  never  die, 

Capt.  No,  ingratefui,  live  till  I  deftroy  thee;  and 
thanklefs  wretch,  did  all  my  care  of  thee  deferve  nothing 
but  thy  malice,  and  treacherous  fpeaking  darkly  ftill  ? 
\vith  thy  fine,  no,  not  he,  when  any  malicious  dncourfe 
was  made  of  me;  and  by  thy  falfe  faint,  no,  faith  ;  con- 
fefs,  in  thy  denials,  whilit  thy  fmiling  excufes  flood  a 
greater  and  more  dangerous  evidence  againil  me,  than 
nay  enemies  affidavits  could  have  done. 

Par/,  I'll  lie  for  never  a  lean  foldier  of  you  all. 

Capt.  I  have  for  thee,  fiave,  when  I  have  been 
wondred  at  for  keeping  company  with  fuch  a  face  ;  but 
they  were  fuch  as  knew  thee  not ;  all  which  thy  looks 
deceived,  as  they  did  me ;  they  are  fo  fimple  they'd 
cozen  a  jury,  and  a  judge  that  had  wit  would  fwear 
thou  liedfl,  ihouldft  thou  confefs  what  I  know  to  be  true, 
and  award  Bedlam  for  thee ;  'tis  fo  ftrange  and  fo  new 
a  thing,  to  find  fo  much  rogue  lodge  at  the  fign  of  the 
fool. 

Par/.  Leave  this  injurious  language,  or  I'll  lay  off 
my  cafibck,  for  nothing  (hall  privilege  your  bragger's 
tongue,  to  abufe  me,  a  gentleman,  and  a  foldier  an- 
cienter  than  thyfelf. 

Capt.  Yes,  thou  wer't  fo ;  and  now  I  think  on't,  I'll 
recount  the  caufe,  which,  it  may  be,  thou  haft  forgot, 
through  thy  variety  of  fins ;  it  was  a  hue  and  cry  that 
followed  thee  a  feholar,  and  found  thee  a  foldier. 

Par/.  Thou  li'ft;  thou,  and  fcandal  have  but  one 
tongue,  hers  dwells  with  thy  cowards  teeth. 

Capt.  Oh !  do  you  rage  ?  nay,  I'll  put  the  caufe  in 
(print  too,  I  am  but  a  fcurvy  poet,  yet  I'll  make  a  bal- 
lad (hall  tell  how  like  a  faithful  difciple  you  follow  d 
your  poor  whore,  till  her  martyrdom  in  the  fuburbs. 

Par/. 
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Par/.  I'll  be  reveng'd  for  this  fcandal. 

Capt.  Then  mall  fucceed,  thy  flight  from  the  uni- 
verfity,  difguis'd  into  captain,  only  the  outfide  was  worfe 
buff,  and  the  infide  more  atheift  than  they  ;  furnifh'd 
with  an  infolent  faith,  uncharitable  heart,  envious  as 
old  women,  cruel  and  bloody- as  cowards ;  thus  arm'd 
fit  all  points,  thou  werrt'ft  out,  threatning  God,  and 
trembling  at  men.  • 

Par/.  I'll  be  reveng'd,  thou  poor  man  of  war,  I'll  be 
.reveng'd. 

Enter  Wan  to?:. 

Want.  And  why  fo  bitter  ?  whofe  houfe  is  this  ?  who 
dares  tell  this  Hory  ? 

Capt.  Why,  fweet,  hath  he  not  treacheroufly  broke 
into  our  cabinet,  and  would  have  ftol'n  thee  thence  ?  by 
thefe  hilts,  I'll  hang  him  ;  and  then  I  can  conclude  my 
ballad  with,  take  warning  all  Cbrijiian  people  by  the 
fame :  I  will,  you  lean  Have  ;  I'll  profecute  thee,  till 
thcu  art  fain  to  hide  in  a  fervitor's  gown  again,  and 
•live  upon  crumbs  with  the  robin  red-breaits  that  haunt 
the  hall,  your  old  mefs -mates.  Do  you  fnarl  ?  I'll 
do't,  I  will,  and  put  thee  to  fight  with  the  dogs  for  the 
bones  that  out  fmeil  of  meat ;  thofe  that  your  hungry 
fhidents  have  polihYd  with  their  teeth. 

Want.  If  you  do  this,  good  captain,  lieutenant,  and 
company  (for  all  your  command,  I  think,  is  within 
your  reach)  I  fay,  if  you  dare  do  this,  I  fhall  fmg  a 
fong  of  one  that  bade  Hand,  and  made  a  carrier  pay 
a  dear  rent  for  a  little  ground  upon  his  majefty's 
high-way. 

Capt.-  How  now,  miftrefs  Wanton?  what's  this? 
what's  this? 

Par/.  This?  'tis  matter  for  a  jury;  I'll  fvvear,  and 
pofitively;  I'll  hang  thee,  I'll  do't,  by  this  hand,  let 
me  alone  to  fwear  the  jury  out  of  doubt. 

Capt.  But  you  are  in  jeft,  miftrefs  Wanton,  and  will 
confefs.(I  hope)  this  is  no  truth. 

Want.  Yes  fir,  as  great  a  truth,  as  that  you  are  ifl 
-your  unpay'd-for  fcarlet.  Fool  !  didfl  think,rd  quit  fuch 

afrieni 


Tbe  Parfciis  Wedding.  33^ 

&  friend,  and  his  ftay'd  fortune,  to  rely  upon  thy  dead 
pay,  and  hopes  of  a  fecond  covenant  ? 

Capt.  His  fortune  !  what  is't  ?  th'advowfon  of  Ty- 
burn deanry  ? 

Par/.  No,  nor  rents  brought  in  by  long  ftaff-fpeeches, 
that  afks  alms  with  frowns,  till  thy  looks  and  fpecch  have 
laid  violent  hands  upon  men's  charity. 

Wont.  Let  him  alone,  Til  warrant,  he'll  never  be 
indicted  for  drawing  any  thing  but  his  tongue,  agair.il  a 
man. 

Capt.  Very  good. 

Par/.  Dear  miftrefs  Wanton,  you  have  won  my  heart, 
and  I  fhall  live  to  doat  upon  you  for  abufmg  this  im- 
petuous captain.  Will  you  liilen  to  my  old  fuit  ?  will  you 
marry  me,  and  vex  him  ?  fay,  dare  you  do't  without 
more  difpute  ? 

Capt.  'Twas  a  good  queftion ;  me  that?  dares  marry 
thee,  dares  do  any  thing  ;  fhe  may  as  fafely  lie  with  the 
great  bell  upon  her,  and  his  clapper  is  lefs  dangerous 
than  thine. 

Want.   Why,  I  pray  ? 

Capt.  What  a  miferable  condition  wilt  thou  come  to  ? 
his  wife  cannot  be  an  honeit  woman ;  and  if  thou 
fhould'ft  turn  honeft,  would  it  not  vex  thee  to  be  ch 
and  pox'd,  a  faint  without  a  nofe  ?  what  kalendar  will 
admit  thee,  by  an  incurable  Have  that's  made  of  rogue* 
Aefh  ?  confider  that. 

PJrant.  Why,  that's  fomething  yet ;  thou  haft  no- 
thing but  a  few  fears,  and  a  little  old  fame  to  truit  to, 
and  that  fcarce  thatches  your  head. 

Capt.  Nay  then  I  fee  thou'rt  bafe,  and  this  plot 
accident.     And  now  I  do  not  grudge  h  m  thee  ;  go   to- 
gether,  'tis   pity  to   part  you,    whore   and  pariou,  a* 

cor.fonant 

Want.  As  whore  and  captain. 

Capt.  Take  her,  Til  warrant  her  a  breeder;  I'll 
prophecy  {he  ihall  lie  with  thy  whole  congregation, 
and  bring  an  heir  to  thy  parifh,  one  that  thou  may' it 
enclofe  the  common  by  his  title,  and  recover  it  by  com- 
mon law. 
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Par/.  That's  more  than  thy  dear  dam  could  do  for 
thee,  thou  fon  of  a  thoufand  fathers,  all  poor  foldiers,, 
rogues,  that  ow'd  mifchiefs,  no  midwives  for  their  birth. 
But  I  cry  thee  mercy,  my  patron  has  an  eftate  of  old  iron 
by  his  fide,  with  the  farm  of  old  ladies  he  fcrapes  a  dirty 
living  from. 

Want.  He  earn  from  an  old  lady  ?  hang  him,  he 
only  wicked  in  his  defires ;  and  for  adultery  he  canno 
be  condemn'd,  though  he  mould  have  the  vanity  to 
betray  himfelf.  God  forgive  me  for  belying  him  fo  often 
as  I  have  done  -,  the  weak -chin' d  Have  hir'd  me  once  to 
fay,  I  was  with  child  by  him. 

Capt.  This  is  pretty,  farewell ;  and  may  the  next  pig 
thou  farrow'ft  have  a  promifmg  face,  without  the  dad's 
fool  or  gallows  in't,  that  all  may  fwear,  at  firft  fight, 
that's  a  baftard  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard  but  I'll  have  it 
call'd  mine.  I  have  the  way,  'tis  but  praifing  thee,  and 
fwearing  thou  art  honeft  before  I  am  alk'd  :  you  taught 
me  the  trick.  '  ,  , 

Par/.  Next  levee  I'll  preach  againft  thee,  and  tell 
them  what  a  piece  you  are  ;  your  drum  and  borrowed 
fcarf  fhall  not  prevail,  nor  fhall  you  win  with  charms  halt 
dlSorig,  (hight  ferret  ribband)  the  youth  of  our  panto, 
as  you  have  done. 

Capt.  No,  lofe  no  time,  pr'ythee  fiudy  and  learn  to 
preach,  and  leave  railing  againft  the  furplice,  now  thou 
hall  preach'd  thyfelf  into  linen.  Adieu,  Abigal,  adieu, 
heir  apparent  to  fir  Oliver  Marr-text ;  to  church,  go, 
I'll  fend  a  beadle-mall  fing  your  Epithalamium. 

Par/.  Adieu,  my  captain  of  a  tame  band,  1 11  tell 
your  old  lady,  how  you  abufed  her-breath,  and  iwore 
vou  earn'd  your  money  harder  than  thofe  that  dig  in  the 
mines  for't.  [Exit  Captain.-]  A  fart  fill  thy  fail,  captain 
of  a  gaily  fohW He's  gone:  come,  fweet,  let's  to  cnurch 
immediately,  that  I  may  go  and  take  my  revenge  j  1  U 
make  him  wear  thin  breeches. 

Want.  But  if  you  mould  be  fuch  a  man  as  he  lays  you 
are,  what  would  my  friends  fay,  when  they  hear  I  hav« 
tail  myfelf  away:  pM 
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Par/.  He  fays  ?  hang  him,  lean,  mercenary,  provant 
rogue ;  I  knew  his  beginning,  when  he  made  the  flocks 
loufy,  and  fwarnVd  fo  with  vermin,  we  were  afraid  he 
weald  have  brought  that  curfe  upon  the  county — He 
fays  ?  but  what's  matter  what  he  fays  ?  a  rogue,  by  fire 
and  dam  ;  his  father  was  a  broad  fat  peddler,  a  what-do- 
you-lack,  fir,  that  haunted  good  houfes,  and  flole  more 
than  he  bought;  his  dam  was  a  gypfy,  a  pilfering  cant- 
ing Sibyl  in  her  youth,  and  meluffered  in  her  old  age 
for  a  witch :  poor  Stromwell,  the  rogue  was  a  perpetual 
burthen  to  her,  fhe  carried  him  longer  at  her  back  than 
her  belly  ;  he  dwelt  there,  till  fhe  loft  him  one  night  in 
the  great  froft  upon  our  common,  and  there  he  was  found 
in  tne  morning  candy'd  in  ice :  a  pox  of  their  charity 
that  thaw'd  him,  you  might  fmell  a  rogue  then  in  the 
bud :  he  is  now  run  away  from  his  wife. 

Want.  His  wife  ? 

Par/  Yes,  his  wife  ;  why,  do  you  not  know  he's 
married  according  to  the  -rogues  liturgy  ?  a  left-handed 
bridegroom ;  I  faw  him  take  the  ring  from  a  tinker's 
dowager. 

Want.  Is  this  poflible  ? 

Par/.  Yes,  moll  poflible,  and  you  fhall  fee  how  Til 
be  reveng'd  on  him  ;  I  will  immediately  go  feek  the  or- 
dinance againfl  reformadoes. 

Want.  What  ordinance  ? 

Par/.  Why,  they  do  fo  fwarm  about  the  town,  and 
are  fo  deflructive  to  trade  and  all  civil  government,  that 
the  flate  has  declared,  no  perfon  mail  keep  above  two 
colonels  and  four  captains  (of  what  trade  foever)  in  his 
family  ;  for  now  the  war  is  done,  broken  breech,  wood- 
monger,  rag-man,  butcher,  and  link-boy,  (comrades 
that  made  up  .the  ragged  regiment  in  this  holy  war) 
think  to  return  and  be  admitted  to  ferve  out  their  times 
again. 

Want.  Your  ordinance  will  not  touch  the  captain,  for 
he  is  a  known  foldier. 

Par/  He  a  captain  r  an  apocryphal  modern  one,  that 
went  convoy  once  to  Brainford  with  thofe  troops  that 
conducted   the  contribution-puddings  in   the  late  holy 
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war,  when  the  city  ran  mad  after  their  ruffet  Levites, 
apron-rogues,  with  horn  hands.  Hang  him,  he's  but  the 
fign  of  a  foldier ;  and  I  hope  to  fee  him  hang'd  for 
that  commiifion,  when  the  king  comes  to  his  place 
again. 

Want.  You  abufe  him,  now  he's  gone  ;  but 

Par/.  Why,  doft  thou  think  I  fear  him  ?  no,  wench, 
I  know  him  too  well  for  a  cowardly  Have,  that  dares 
as  foon  eat  his  fox,  as  draw  it  in  earneft ;  the  flave's 
noted  to  make  a  confcience  of  nothing  but  fighting. 

Want.  Well,  if  you  be  not  a  good  man,  and  a  kind 
Jiufband ■ 

Par/.  Thou  know'fi:  the  proverb,  as  happy  as  the  par- 
fon's  wife,  during  her  hufband's  life. 


A&.  I.     Seen.  2. 

Enter  mifire/s  Plea/ant,  widow  Wild  her  aunt,  and  Se+ 
cret  her  woman,  above  in  the  mufick  room,  as  dre/Jing 
her;  a gla/s,  a  table?  and/beznhernight-chaths. 

Plea/  QEcret,  give  me  the  glafs,  and  fee  who 
^     knocks. 

Wid.  Niece,  what,  fliut  the  door  ?  as  I  live,  this 
mufick  was  meant  to  you,  I  know  my  nephew's  voice 

Plea/  Yes,  but  you  think  his  friend's  has  more  mufick 

Wid.  No  faith,  I  can  laugh  with  him,  or  fo,  but  he 
comes  no  nearer  than  my  lace. 

Plea/.  You  do  well  to  keep  your  fmock  betwixt. 

Wid  Faith,  wench,  fo  wilt  thou  and  thou  beeft  wife, 
from  him  and  all  of  them;  and  be  rul'd  by  me,  we'll 
abufe  all  the  fex,  till  they  put  a  true  value  upon  us. 

Plea/  But  dare  you  forbid  the  travel'd  gentlemen, 
and  abufe  them  and  your  fervant,  and  fwear,  with  me, 
not  to  marry  in  a  twelve-month,  though  a  lord  bait  the 
hook,  and  hang  out  the  fign  of  a  court  Cupid,  whg 
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fcy  ft  country  widow  ;  then  I  believe  we  may  have 
mirth  cheaper  than  at  the  price  of  ourfelves,  and  fome 
fport  with  the  wits  that  went  to  lofe  themfelves  in 
France. 

Wid.  Come,  no  difTembling,  left  I  tell  your  fervant, 
when  he  returns,  how  much  you're  taken  with  the  lafl 
new  fafhion. 

Secret.  Madam,  'tis  almoir.  noon,  will  you  not  drefs 
yourfelf  to  day  ? 

TVid.  She  lpeaks  as  if  we  were  boarders ;  pr'ythee, 
wench,  is  not  the  dinner  our  own  ?  fure  my  cook  mall 
lay  by  my  own  roafl  till  my  ftomach  be  up. 

Pleaf  But  there  may  be  company,  and  they  will  fay, 
we  take  too  long  time  to  trim. 

Secret.  Give  me  the  flowers-  my  fervant  fent  me, 
he  fware  'twas  the  firfl  the  wench  made  of  the  kind. 

TVid.  But  when  he  mall  hear  you  had  mufick  fent 
you  to  day,  'twill  make  him  appear  in  his  old 
deaths. 

Pleaf.  Marry,  I  would  he  would  take  exception,  he 
mould  not  want  ill  ufage  to  rid  me  of  his  trouble.  As  I 
live,  cuftom  has  made  me  fo  acquainted  with  him,  that 
I  now  begin  to  think  him  not  fo  difpleafmg  as  at  £rft ; 
and  if  he  fall  not  out  with  me,  I  mult  with  him,  to  fe- 
cure  rnyfelf.  Sure  (aunt)  he  mutt  find  fenfe  and  reafon 
abfent,  for  when  a  quefiion  knocks  at  his  head,  the; 
anfwer  tells  that  there  is  no  body  at  home.  I  afk'd 
him,  th'other  day,  if  he  did  not  find  a  blemifh  in  his 
underftanding ;  and  he  fware  a  great  oath,  not  lie.  I 
told  him  'twas  very  fcrange,  for  fool  was  fo  vifible  an 
eye-fore,  that  neither  birth  nor  fortune  could  reconcile 
to  me. 

TVid.  Faith,,  'methinks  his  humour  is  good,  and  his 
purfe  will  bay  good  company,  and  I  can  laugh  and  be 
merry  with  him  ibmetimes. 

Pleaf.  Why,  pray  (aunt)  take  him  to  yourfelf,  and 
fee  how  merry  we  will  be ;  I  can  laugh  at  any  body's 
fool,  but  mine  own. 

Wid,  By  my  troth,  but  that  I  have  married  one  fool 
already,  you  ihould  not  have  him.     Confider,  he  afks 
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no  portion,  and  yet  will  make  a  great  jointure;  a'foof 
with  thefe  conveniences,  a  kind  loving  fool,  and  one 
that  you  may  govern,  makes  no  ill  hufband,  niece :  there 
are  other  arguments  too,  to  bid  a  fool  welcome,  which 
you  will  iind  without  teaching ;  think  of  it,  niece  ;  you 
may  lay  out  your  affection  to  purchafe  fome  dear  wit:  or 
judgment  of  the  city,  and  repent,  at  leifure,  a  good  bar- 
gain, in  this  fooL 

Plea].  Faith,  aunt,  fools  are  cheap  in  the  butcher)", 
and  dear  in  the  kitchen  ;  they  are  fuch  ufavoury  infipid 
things, that  there  goes  more  charge  to  the  fauce  than  the 
fool  is  worth,  e'er  a  woman  can  confidently  ferve  him, 
either  to  her  bed  or  board  :  then  if  he  be  a  loving  fool, 
he  troubles  all  the  world  a  days,  and  me  all  night. 

Secret.  Friendlhip-love,  madam,,  has  a  remedy  for. 
that. 

Pleaf.  See,  if  the  air  of  this  place  has  not  enclin'd  Se- 
cret to  be  a  bawd  already.  No,  Secret,  you  get  no 
gowns  that  way,  upon  my  word ;  if  I  marry,  it  fhall  be 
a  gentleman  that  has  wit  and  honour,  though  he  has  no- 
thing but  a  fword  by  his  fide ;  fuch  a  one  naked  is 
better  than  a  fool  with  all  his  trappings,  bells  and 
baubles. 

Wid.  Why,  as  I  live,  he's  a  handfome  fellow,  and 
merry;  mine  is  fuch  a  fad  foul,  and  tells  me  {lories  of 
lovers  that  dy'd  in  defpair,  and  of  the  lamentable  end  of 
their  milireffes  (according  to  the  ballad)  and  thinks  to  win 
me  by  example. 

Pleaf.  Faith,  mine  talks  of  nothing  but  how  long. he 
has  lov'd  me;  and  thofe  that  know  me  not,  think  I  am 
old,  and  flill  finds  new  caufes  (as  he  calls  them)  for 
his  love.  I  afk'd  him  the  other  day  if  I  chang'd  fo  fall 
or  no. 

Wid.  But  what  think'fl  thou,  Secret;  my  nephew 
dances  well,  and  has  a  handfome  houfe  in  the  Piazza. 

Pleaf.  Your  nephew  ?  not  I,  as  I  live  ;  he  looks  as 
if  he  would  be  woo'd  ;  I'll  warrant  you,  he'll  never 
begin  with  a  woman  till  he  has  loll  the  opinion  of  him- 
felf;  but  fince  you  are  fo  courteous,  I'll  fpeak  to  his 
friend,  and  let  him  know  how  you  fuffer  for  him. 

•  Wid. 
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Wid.  Him!  marry,  God  blefs  all  good  women  from 
him ;  why,  he  talks  as  if  the  dairy-maid  and  all  her 
cows  could  not  ferve  his  turn  ;  then  they  wear  fuch 
baudy-breeches,  'twould  ftartle  an  honeft  woman  to 
come  in  their  company,  for  fear  they  mould  break,  and 
put  her  to  count  from  the  fall  of  them  ;  for  I'll  warrant, 
the  year  of  the  Lord  would  fooner  out  of  her  head  than 
fuch  a  fight. 

Pleaf.  I  am  not  fuch  an  enemy  now  to  his  humour  as 
to  your  nephew's ;  he  rails  againft  our  fex,  and  thinks  by 
beating  down  the  price  of  a  woman  to  make  us  defpair 
of  merchants ;  but  if  I  had  his  heart-firings  tied  on  a 
true  lover's  knot,  I  would  fo  firk  him  till  he  found  phy- 
fick  in  a  rope. 

Secret.  He's  a  fcurvey-tongu'd  fellow,  I'm  fure  of 
that;  and  ifj  could  have  got  a  ftaff,  I  had  mark' d 
him. 

Wid.  What  did  he  do  to  thee,  Secret  ? 

Pleaf.  Why,  he  fwore,  he  had  a  better  opinion  of 
Her  than  to  think  fye  had  her  maidenhead ;  but  if  me 
were  that  fool,  and  had  preferv'd  the  toy,  he  fwore  he 
would  not  take  the  pains  of  fetching  it,  to  have  it  ;  I 
-confefs,  1  would  fain  be  reveng'd  on  them,,  becaufe  they 
are  fo  blown  up  with  opinion  of  their  wit. 

Wid,  As  I  live,  my  nephew  travels  ftill ;  the  fober 
honeft  Ned  Wild  will  not  be  at  home  this  month. 

Pleaf.  What  fay  you  ?  will  you  abufe  them  and  all 
the  reft,  and  ftand  to  my  firft  propofition  ? 

Wid.  Yes,  faith,  if  it  be  but  to  bury  my  fervant,  Sad ; 
for  he  cannot  laft  above  another  fall,  and  how,  think  you, 
will  your  fervant  take  it  ? 

Pleaf.  Mine  !  oh  God  help  me,  mine's  a  healthy  fool « 
I  would  he  were  fubjeft  to  pine  and  take  things  un- 
kindly ;  there  were  fome  hope  to  be  rid  of  him  ;  for 
I'll  undertake  to  ufe  him  as  ill  as  any  body. 

Wid.  As  I  live,  I  am  eafily  refolv'd ;  for  if  I  would 
marry,    I   know  neither  who   nor  what    humour  to 
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Secret.  By  my  troth,  madam,  you  are  hard  to  pleafe  > 
■  he  courtier  might  have  ferv'd  turn. 
./.  Serve  turn  !  pr'ythee  what  hafte,  Secret,    that 
I  mould  put  myfelf  to  bed  with  one  I  might  make  a 
ihift  with  ?  When  I  marry,  thou  (halt  cry,  Ay  marry > 
fern,,  this  is  a  hufband,  without  blufhing  wench,    and 
»onc  of  yourfo-fo  hufbands.    Yet  he  might  half  over- 
come my  averfion,  I  confefs. 

Plea/.  Overcome  !  I  think  fo,  he  might  have  won  a 
city  his  way  ;  for  when  he  faw  you  were  refolv'd  he 
ihould  not  eat  with  you,  he  would  fet  himfelf  down 
as  if  he  meant  to  befiege  us,  and  had  vow'd  never  to 
life  till  he  had  taken  us  in  ;  and  becaufe  our  fex  forbad 
force,  he  meant  to  do  it  by  famine.  Yet  you  may  flay, 
and  mil's  a  better  market ;  for  hang  me,  I  am  of  Secret's 
•pinion ;  he  had  but  two  faults>  a  handfome  fellow,  and 
tco  foon  deny'd. 

IVid.  'Tis  true,  he  was  a  handfome  fellow,  and  a 
civil,  that  I  mail  report  him  ;  for  as  foon  as  it  was  givien 
him  to  underfland,  I  defir'd  he  would  come  no  more, 
J  never  faw  him  fmce,  but  by  chance. 

Pieaf.  Why  did  you  forbid  him? 

Wit.  There  were  divers  exceptions ;  but  that  which 
angred  me  then,  was,  he  came  with  the  king's  letters 
patents,  as  if  he  had  been  to  take  up  a  wife  for  his  ma- 
jelly's  ufe. 

Pleof.  Alas !  was  that  all  ?  why,  'tis  their  way  at 
court,  a  common  courfe  among  them,  and  was  it  not 
one  the  king  had  a  great  care  of?  When  my  mother 
was  alive,  I  had  fuch  a  packet  from  the  court  directed 
unto  me,  I  bid  them  pay  the  poft,  and  make  the  felfoW* 
drink,  which  he  took  as  ill  as  I  could  wiih,  and  has 
been  ever  fince  fuch  a  friendly  enemy 

Wid.  Nay,  as  I  live,  fhe  was  for  the  captain  too  ;  his 
fcarf  and  feather  won  her  heart. 

Secret.  Truly,  madam,  never  flatter  yourfelf;  for 
the  gentleman  did  not  like  you  fo  well,  as  to  put  you  to 
the  trouble  of  faying,  no. 

?kaJA 
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Ptiafi  Lord,  how  I  hated  and  dreaded  that  fcarf  and 
bufF-coat ! 

Secret.  Why,  miflrefs  Pleafant,  a  captain  is  an  ho- 
nourable charge. 

Wid.  Pr'ythee,  Secret,  name  them  no  more;  colo- 
nel and  captain,  commiffioner,  free-quarters,  ordnance, 
and  contribution;  when  Buff  utters  thefe  words,  I 
tremble  and  dread  the  found  ;  it  frights  me  flill  when 
-I  do  but  think  on  them ;  cuds  body,  they're,  twigs  of 
the  old  rod  (wench)  that  whipt  us  fo  lately. 

Pleaf.  Ay,  ay,  and  they  were  happy  days,,  wench, 
when  the  captain  was  a. lean,  poor,  humble  thing,  and 
the  foldier  tame,,  and  durfl  not  come  within  the  city, . 
for  fear  of  a,  conftable  and  a  whipping-poll;  they 
know  the  penal  ftatutes  give  no  quarter;  then  Buff  was 
out  of  countenance,,  and  fculk'd  from  ale-houfe  to 
ale-houfe,  and  the  city  had  no  militia  but  the  merifTs*- 
men  :  in  thofe  merry  days,,  a  bailiff  trode  the  ftreets 
with  terror,  when  all  the  chains  in  the  city  were  rufty, 
but  mr.  fheriff's,.when  the  people  knew  no  evil  but  the 
conftable  and  his  watch  ;  now  every  committee  has  as, 
much  power,  and  as  little  manners,  and  examines  with 
as  much  ignorance,  impertinence  and  authority,  as  a 
conftable  in  the  king's  key. 

[People  talking  without. 

Wid.  See,  who's  that  fo  loud  ? 

ret.    The  men  you  talk'd  off,    newly    come    to 

•  :i. 

[Exeunt  Q?nncs._ 
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JEnter  'Jack  Con fi  ant,    Will  Sad,  Jolly,,  and  a  Footman?- 
they  comb  thgir  heads,  and  talk. 

Jolly.  T^h  Emember  our  covenants ■,  get  them  that  can, 
Jv  all  friends  ;  and  be  fure  to  difpatch  the  plot,, 
to  carry  them  into  the  country,,  left. the  brace  of  new- 
come  monfieurs  get  them. 

Conji.  Thofe  flefh-flies?  I'll  warrant  thee  from  them  ; 
yet  'twas  foclilhly  done  of  me  to  put  on  this  gravity  ;  I 
fhall  break  out,  and  return  to  myfelf  if  you  put  me  to  a 
winter's  wooing. 

Sad..  A  little  patience  do's  it  ;  and  I  am  content  to 
fuffer  any  thing  till  they're  out  of  town:  Secret  fays,, 
they  think  my  pale  face  proceeds  from  my  love. 

Jolly.  Does  me  ?  that  {hall  be  one  hint  to  advance 
your  defigns,  and  my  revenge;  for  fo  fhe  be  couzen'd,, 
I  care  not  who  do's  it,  for  fcorning  me,  who  (by  this 
hand)  iov'd  her  parloufly. 

Footm.  Sir,  what  fhall  I  do  with  the  horfes  ? 

Sad.  Carry  them  to  Brumfted's. 

Footm.  What  fhall  I  do  with  your  worfhip's  ? 

Jolly.  Mine  ?  take  him,  hamflring  him,  kill  him,  any. 
thing  to  make  him  away,  left  having  fuch  a  conveniency. 
I  be  betray 'd  to  another  journey  into  the  country.  Gen- 
tlemen, you  are  all  welcome  to  my  country-houfe ;,. 
Charing  crofs,  I  am  glad  to.  fee  thee,  with  all  my 
heart. 

Confi.  What,  not  reconcil'd  to  the  country  yet? 

Sad.  He  was  not  long  enough  there  to  fee  the  pleafure 
of  it. 

Jolly.  Pleafure  !  what  is'tcall'd  ?  walking,  or  hawk- 
ing,  or  mooting  at  huts  I 

Covft.  You  found  other  pleafuresj  or  elfe  the  ftory  of 
the  meadow  is  no  gofpeU 

Mi 
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Jolly*  Yes,  a  pox  upon  the  neceflity.  Here  I  could 
&s  foon  have  taken  the  cow,  as  fuch  a  milk-maid. 

Sad.  The  wine  and  meat's  good,  and  the  company. 

Jolly.  When,  at  a  Tuefday-meeting,  the  country 
comes  in  to  a  match  at  two  (hillings  rubbers,  where  they 
conclude  at  dinner  what  (hall  be  done  this  parliament, 
railing  againft  the  court  and  pope,  after  the  old  Eliza- 
beth-way of  preaching,  till  they  are  drunk  with  zeal ; 
and  then  the  old  knight  of  the  mire  from  the  board's 
«nd,  in  his  coronation-breeches,  vies  clinches  with  a 
filenc'd  minifter,  a  rogue  that  railed  againit  the  reforma- 
tion, meerly  to  be  eas'd  of  the  trouble  of  preaching. 

Conft.  Nay,  as  I  live,  now  you  are  to  blame,  and 
wrong  him  :  the  man's  a- very  able  man. 

Jol.  You'll  be  able  to  fay  fo  one  day,  upon  your 
wife's  report :  I  would  he  were  gelt,  and  all  that  hold 
his  opinion.  By  this  good  day,  they  get  more  fouls  than 
they  favc. 

Sad.  And  what  think  you  of  the  knight's  fon  ?  I 
hope  he's  a  fine  gentleman,  when  his  green  fuit  and  his 
blue  (lockings  are  on ;  and  the  welcomed  thing  alive  to 
airs.  Abigail,  but  Tib  and  Tom  in  the  flock. 

Joll.  Who,  mr.  Jeoffry  ?  Hobinol  the  fecond  ;  by  this 
life  'tis  a  very  veal,  and  he  licks  his  nofe  like  one  of 
them  :  by  his  difcourfe  you'd  guefs  he  had  eaten  nothing 
but  hay  :  I  wonder  he  doth  not  go  on  all  four  too,  and 
hold  up  his  leg  when  he  flales :  he  talks  of  nothing  but 
the  liable.  The  cobler's  black- bird  at  the  corner  has 
more  difcourfe:  he  has  not  fo  much  as  the  family-jeil, 
which  thefe  Coridons  uie  to  inherit.  I  pos'd  him  in 
Booker's  prophefies,  till  he  confefl  he  had  not  mafter'd 
his  almanack  yet. 

Conft.  But  what  was  that  you  whifper'd  to  him  in  the 
hall? 

Joll.  Why  the  butler  and  I,  by  the  intercefHon  of 
March-beer,  had  newly  reconcil'd  him  to  his  dad's  old 
cod-piece  corflet  in  the  hall,  which,  when  his  zeal  was 
up,  he  would  needs  throw  down,  becaufe  it  hung  upon  a 
crofs. 

P  6  Conji, 
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Conft.  But  what  think  you  of  my  neighbour  ?  I  hope 
her  charity  takes  you. 

JoIL  Yes,  and  her  old  waiting-woman's  devotion  : 
fhe  figh'd  in  the  pew  behind  me.  A  Dutch  fkipper 
belches  not  fo  loud,  or  fo  four  :  my  lady's  miferable  iin< 
ner>  with  the  white  eyes,  fhe  does  fo  fqueeze  out  hej 
prayers,  and  fo  wring  out  Have  mercy  upon  us .  I  war- 
rant her,  (he  has  a  waiting-woman's  fling  in  her  con- 
ference ;  fhe  looks  like  a  dirty-foul'd  bawd, 

Conjl.  Who  is  this,  my  lady  Freedom's  woman  that  fai 
defcribes  ? 

JoIL  The  fame,  the  independent  lady  :  I  have  pro- 
mis'd  to  fend  her  a  cripple  or  two  by  the  next  carrier  : 
her  fubjecl-hufband  would  needs  fhew  me  his  houfe  on< 
morning ;  I  never  vifited  fuch  an  hofpital,  it  flunk  like 
Bedlam,  and  all  the  fervants  were  carrying  pultices, 
julaps,  and  gljfters,  and  feveral  remedies  for  all  difeafes 
but  his.  The  man  figh'd  to  fee  his  eflate  crumbling  away  $ 
I  counfel'd  him  either  to  give  or  take  an  ounce  of  rats- 
bane to  cure  his  mind. 

Confi.  She  is  my  coufin ;  but  he  made  fuch  a  com- 
plaint to  me,  I  thought  he  had  married  the  company  of 
furgeons-hall ;  for  his  directions  to  me  for  feveral  things 
for  his  wife's  ufe,  were  fitter  for  an  apothecary's  fhop 
than  a  lady's  clofet. 

JoIL  I  advis'd  him  to  fettle  no  jointure  but  her  old 
fulls,  and  a  box  of  inflruments,  upon  her.  She  hates  a 
man  with  all  his  limbs  :  a  wooden-leg,  a  crutch,  and 
ffiula  in  ano>  wins  her  heart.  Her  gentleman -ufher 
broke  his  leg  laft  dog-days,  merely  to  have  the  honour 
to  have  her  fet  it ;  a  foul  rank  rogue  !  and  fo  full  of  fait 
humours,  that  he  pos'd  a  whole  college  of  old  women 
with  a  gangrene,  which  fpoil'd  the  jell,  and  his  ambling 
before  my  lady,  by  applying  a  hand-faw  to  his  gart'ring- 
place ;  and  now  the  rogue  wears  booted  bed-ftaves,  and 
deftroys  all  the  young  afhes  to  make  him  legs. 

6W.  I  never  faw  fuch  a  nafty  affection  :  fhe  would 
ha'  done  well  in  the  incurable,  a  hand-maid  to  have 
waited  on  the  cripples, 

JoIL 
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JolL  She  converges  with  naked  men,  and  handles  all 
their  members,  tho'  never  fo  ill-affected,  and  calls  the 
fornication  charity.  All  her  difcourfe  to  me  was  fiat 
bawdry,  which  I  could  not  chide,  but  fpoke  as  flat  as 
me,  till  fhe  rebuk'd  me,  calling  mine  beaftlinefs,  and 
hers  natural  philofophy.  By  this  day,  if  I  were  to  mar- 
ry, I  would  as  foon  have  chofen  a  drawn  whore  out  of 
mine  own  hofpital,  and  cure  the  fins  of  her  youth,  as 
marry  a  fhe-chirurgeon  ;  one  that,  for  her  fins  in  her  firfk 
hufband's  days,  cures  all  the  crimes  of  her,  fex  in  my 
time.  I  would  have  him  call  her  Chiron,,  the  Centaur's 
own  daughter,,  a  chirurgeon  by  fire  and  dam,  Apollo's 
own  colt ;  fhe's  red-hair'd  too,  like  that  bonny  bealt  with 
the  golden  mane  and  flaming  taiL. 

Sad.  You  had  a  long  difcourfe  with  her,  Jolly,, 
what  was't  about  ? 

JolL  I  was  advifmg  her  to  be  divorced,  and  marry 
the  man  in  the  almanack ;  'twould  be  fine  paitime  for 
her  to  lick  him  whole. 

Sad.  By  this  day,  I  never  faw  fuch  a  mule  as  her 
hufband  is,  to  bear  with  her  madnefs.  The  houfe  is  a 
good  houfe,  and  well  furnifiVd. 

JolL  Yes ;  but  'tis  fuch  a  fight  to  fee  great  French 
beds  full  of  found  children,  fons  of  batchelors,  priefb- 
-  heirs,  Bridewell  orphans  ;  there  they  lie  by  dozens  in  a 
bed,  like  fucking  rabbits  in  a  difh,  or  a  row  of  pins  ; 
and  then  they  keep  a  whole  dairy  of  milch  wholes  to 
fuckle  them. 

Sad.  She  is  fuccefcful,  and  that  fpoils  her,  and  makes 
her  deaf  to  counfel :  I  bade  him  poifon  two  or  three,  to 
difgrace  her  ;  for  the  vanity  and  pride  of  their  remedies 
Hiake  thofe  women  more  diligent  than  their  charity. 

Jol.  I  afk'd  him  why  he  married  her;  and  he  con- 
fefsYi,  if  he  had  been  found  he  had  never  had  her. 

Ccnjl.  He  confefs'd,.  fhe  cur'd  him  of  three  claps  be- 
fore he  married  her. 

Jol.   Yes  ;  and  I  believe  fome  other  member  (though 

then  ill-affe&ed)  pleaded  more  than  his  tongue  ;  and  the 

rogue  is  like  to  find  her  bufinefs  llill,  for  he  (lies  at  all. 

My  God,  1  owe  thee  thanks  for  many  things,  but  'tis 

1  no; 
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not  the  leaft  I  am  not  her  hufband,  nor  a  country-gen -• 
tleman,  whither  I  believe  you  cannot  eafily  feduce  me 
again,  unlefs  you  can  perfuade  London  to  Hand  in  the 
country  :  to  Hyde -park,  or  fo,  I  may  venture  upon  your 
lady-fair  days,  when  the  filly-foals  of  fifteen  come  kick- 
ing in,  with  their  manes  and  tails  tied  up  in  ribbands,  to 
fee  their  eyes  roul  and  neigh,  when  the  fpring  makes 
their  blood  prick  them  ;  fo  far  I  am  with  you,  by  the 
way  of  a  country -gentleman  and  a  beer-drinker. 

Sad.  For  all  this  dillike,  mr.  Jolly,  your  greateft 
acquaintance  lies  amongft  country-gentlemen. 

JoL  Ay,  at  London ;  there  your  country-gentlemen 
are  good  company,,  where  to  be  feen  with  them  is  a  kind 
of  credit.  I  come  to  a  mercer's  fhop  in  your  coach,  boy, 
call  your  matter ;  he  comes  bare,  I  whifper  him,  Do  you 
know  the  Conftants  and  the  Sads  of  Norfolk  ?  yes,  yes* 
he  replies,  and  ftrokes  his  beard:  they  are  good  men, 
cry  I ;  yes,  yes-;  no  more,  cut  me  off  three  fuits  of  fat- 
tin  ;  he  does  it,  and  in  the  delivery  whifpers,  Will  thefa 
be  bound  ?  pilh,  drive  on  coachman,  fpeak  with  me  to- 
morrow. 

Cojifl.  And  what  then  ? 

JoL  What  then  !  why,  come  again  next  day. 

Sad.  And  what  if  the  country-gentleman  will  not  be 
bound  ? 

JoL  Then  he  muft  fight-. 

Sad.  I  would  I  had  known  that  before  I  had  fign'd 
your  bond,  I  would  have  fet  my  fword  fooner  than  my 
fcal  to  it. 

JoL  Why,  if  thou  repent,  there's  no  harm  done  r 
fight  rather  than  pay  it. 

Sad.  Why,  do  you  think  I  dare  not  fight  ? 

JoL  Yes,  but  I  think  thou  haft  more  wit  than  to 
fight  with  me  ;  for  if  I  kill  thee,  'tis  a  fortune  to  me,, 
and  others  will  fign  in  fear ;  and  if  thou  fhould'ft  kill 
me,  any  body  that  knows  us  would  fwear  'twere  very- 
flrange,  and  cry,  there's  God's  juft  judgment  now  upon 
that  lewd  youth,  and  thou  procur'ft  his  hang -man's  place 
at  the  rate  of  thy  eftate, 
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Conft.  By  this  hand  he  is  in  the  right ;  and,  for  mine, 
I  meant  to  pay  when  I  fign'd :  hang  it,  never  put  good 
fellows  to  fay,  pr'ythee  give  me  a  hundred  pounds. 

Sadd.  'Tis  true,  'tis  a  good  janty  way  of  begging; 
yet,  for  being  kill' d,,  if  I  refufe  it—  would  there  were 
no  more  danger  in  the  widow's  unkindnefs  than  in  your 
fighting,  I  would  not  miftruft  my  defign. 

Jol.  Why  ay,  there's  a  point  now  in  nicety  of  ho- 
nour, I  mould  kill  you  for  her  ;  for  you  know  I  pre- 
tended firft  ;  and  it  may  be  if  I  had  writ  fad  lines  to  her, 
and  hid  myfelf  in  my  cloak,  and  haunted  her  coach,  it 
may  be  in  time  me  would  have  fought  me  :  not  I,  by 
this  hand,  111  not  trouble  myfelf  for  a  wench,  and  mar- 
ried widows  are  but  cuftomary  authoriz'd  wenches. 

Conft.  Being  of  that  opinion,  how  can'ft  thou  think 
of  marrying  one  ? 

JoL  Why,  faith,  I  know  not;  I  thought  to  reft  me^ 
for  I  was  run  out  of  breath  with  pleafure,  and  grew  fo : 
acquainted  with  fin,  I  would  have  been  good,  for  varie- 
ty :  in  thefe  thoughts  'twas  my  fortune  to  meet  with  this 
widow,  handfome,  and  of  a  clear  fame, 

Conft.  Did'ft  love- her?' 

Jol.  Yes,  faith :  I  had  love,  but  not  to  the  cHfeafe- 
that  makes  men  fick  y  and  I  could  have  lov'd  her  ftill, 
but  that  I  was  angry  to  have  her  refufe  me,  for  a  fault  I 
told  her  of  myfelf,  fo  I  went  no  more. 

Sadd.  Did  fhe  forbid  you  but  once  ? 

Jol.  Faith,  I  think,.  I  flipt  a  fair  opportunity,  a 
handfome  wench,  and  three  thoufand  pounds  per  annu?* 
in  certainty,    befides  the  pombility  of  being  faved. 

Conft.  Which  now  you  think  defperate  ? 

Widow  and  P  leaf  ant  looking  out  at  a  nvind,  w. 

Plea/.  That  is  you  ;  crofs  or  pile,  will  vou  have  him 
yet  or  no  ? 

PVid.  Peace  !  obferv«  them. 

Jol.  Faith,  no,  I  do  not  defpair ;  but  I  c.i  mot  re- 
folve. 

Enter  Wild,  Carelefsy  and  the  Captain,  goi/g  in  bafte  ; 
he  comes  in  at  the  middle  door. 

Widh  Who  are  thofe  I 

Cart, 
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Care.  Captain,  whither  infuch  hafte  ?  what,  defeated? 
Call  you  this  a  retreat,  or  a  Might  from  your  friends  ? 

Plea/,  Your  nephew,  and  his  governor,  and  his  friend  ! 
Here  will  be  a  fcene  !  fit  clofe,  and  we  may  know  the 
fecret  of  their  hearts. 

Wid.  They  have  not  met  yet  fmce  they  return'd  :  I 
mall  love  this  bay-window. 

Capt.  Pr'ythee  let  me  go  :  there's  mifchief  a  boiling ;. 
and  if  thou  fhak'ft  me  once  more,,  thou  wilt  jumble  a  lie- 
together  I  have  been  hammering  this  hour. 

Care.  A  pox  upon  you,  a  ihidying  lies  ! 

Capt.  Why,  then  they  are  no  lies,  but  fomething  in. 
the  praife  of  an  old  lady's  beauty ;  what  do  you  call, 
that  ? 

JoL  Who  are  thofe  ? 

[They/py  each  other! 

Sad.  Is't  not  the  captain  and  my  friend  ? 

\Jolly  fa  lutes  them  ;  then  he  goes  to  the  captain  to 
embrace  him  ;  the  captain  jlands  in  a  French 
pojlurc,.  and  Jlidej  from  his  old  <way  of  em- 
bracing. 

JoL  Ned  Wild  !  Tom  Carelefs !  what  air  it  thou  I 
do'ii  thou  fcorn  my  embraces  r 

Capt.    I  fee  you  have  never  been  abroad,   elfe  you. 
would  know  how  to  put  a  value  upon  thofe,  whofe  care- 
ful obfervation  brought  home  the  moil  e.\quifite  garb-, 
and  courtfhip  that  Paris  could  fell  us. 

Jo/.  A  pox  on  this  fooling,  and  leave  off  cere- 
mony. 

Caff.  W7hy  then  agreed,  off  with  our  mafks,  and  let's, 
race  like  the  old  knot.  [They  e?nhrace.. 

JcL  Faith,    fay  where  have  you  fpent  thefe  three. 
rears  time,  in  our,  neighbour  France  ?  or  have  you  vwii- 
?ur*d  o'er  the  Alps,  to  fee  the  feat  of  the  Ca:fars  ? 

Sad.  And  can  tell  us  (ignorant,  doom'd  to  walk  upon 
cur  own  land)  how  large  a  feat  the  goddefs  hxd  her 
flying  Trojans  in. 

Confi.  Yes,  yes,  and  have  feen,  and  drank  (perhaps) 
cf  Tyber's  famous  itream. 

JoL  And  have  been  where  J£neas  buried  his  trum- 
peter 
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yeter  and  his  nurfe.  Tom  looks  as  if  he  had  fuck'd  the 
one,  and  had  a  battle  founded  by  the  other,  for  joy  to 
fee  our  nation,  ambitious  not  to  be  underftood  or  known 
when  they  come  home. 

Capt.  So,  now  I'm  welcome  home  ;  this  is  freedom, 
and  thefe  are  friends,  and  with  thefe  I  can  be  merry ; 
for,  gentlemen,  you  mull  give  me  leave  to  be  free 
too. 

Jol.  So  you  will  fpare  us  miferable  men,  condemned 
to  London,  and  the  company  of  a  Michaelmas -term, 
and  never  traveFd  thofe  countries  that  fet  mountains  on 
fire  a  purpofe  to  light  us  to  our  lodging. 

Wild.  Why  this  is  better  than  to  Hay  at  home,  and 
lie  by  hear-fay,  wearing  out  yourfelves  and  fortunes  like 
j^our  clothes,  to  fee  her  that  hates  you  for  being  fo  fine  ; 
then  appearing  at  a  play,  drefs'd  like  fome  part  of  it, 
while  the  company  admire  the  mercer's  and  the  taylors 
work,  and  fwear  they  have  done  their  parts  to  make  you. 
fine  gentlemen. 

Care.  Then  leap  out  of  your  coach,  and  throw  your 
cloak  over  your  moulder ;  the  cafting-nets  to  catch  a 
widow  -,  while  we  have  feen  the  world,  and  learn' d  her 
cufloms. 

Capt.  Yes,  fir,  and  return'd  perfect  monfieurs. 

Sad.  Yes,  even  to  their  difeafes :  I  confefs  my  ig- 
norance, I  cannot  amble,  nor  ride  like  St.  George  at 
Waltham. 

Jol.  Yet,  upon  my  confeience,  he  maybe  as  welcome 
with  a  trot  as  the  other  with  his  pace  ;  and  faith,  Jack, 
(to  be  a  little  free)  teil  me,  do'll  thou  not  think  thou 
hadil  been  as  well  to  pafs  here,  with  that  Englifh  nofe 
thou  carry'dil  hence,  as  with  the  French  tongue  thou 
haft  brought  home  ? 

[The  captain  has  a  fetch  o<ver  his  vofe* 

Capt.  It  is  an  accident,  and  to  a  foldicr  'tis  but  a  fear: 
'tis  true,  fuch  a  fign  upon  mr.  Jolly's  face  had  been  as  ill 
as  a  red  crofsy  and  Lord  have  mercy  up>-:i  iu%  at  his  lodg- 
ing door,  to  have  kept  women  out  of  court. 

Jol.  For  aught  you  know  of  the  court. 

Qapt.  I  know  the  court,  and  thee,   and  thy  ufe,  *ad 

how 
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how  you  ferve  but  as  the  handfomefl  moveables ;  a  kin<$ 
of  implement  above  flairs,  and  look  much  like  one  of 
the  old  court -fervants  in  the  hangings. 

Wild.  But  that  they  move,  and  look  freiher,  and* 
your  apparel  more  modern. ■" 

Care.  Yet,  faith,  their  office  is  the  fame,  to  adorn  thdf 
room,  and  be  gaz'd  on.  Alas,  he's  fad  !  courage,  man,-, 
thefe  riding-clothes  will  ferve  thee  at  the  latter  day. 

Capt.  Which  is  one  of  their  grievances ;  for  nothing, 
troubles  them  more  than  to  think  they  muft  appear  in  a 
foul  winding-meet,  and  come  undrefs'd. 

JoL  Gentlemen,  I  am   glad  to  find  you  know  the 
court;  we  know  a  traveller  too,  efpecially  when  he  is; 
thus  chang'd  and  exchang'd,   as  your  wcrfhips,   both  iifj 
purfe  and  perfon,  and  have  brought  home  foreign  vifageS* 
and  infcriptions. 

Confi.  Why  that's  their  perfection,  their  ambition  to 
have  it  faid,  there  go  thofe  that  have  profitably  obferv'd 
the  vices  of  other  countries,  and  made  them  their  own  ?  , 
and  the  faults  of  feveral  nations,  at  their  return,  are  : 
their  parts. 

JoL  Why  there's  Jack  Carelefs,  he  carried  out  as  good 
ftaple-manners  as  any  was  in  Suffolk,  and  now  he  is  re- 
turn'd  with  a  fhrug,  and  a  trick  to  (land- crooked,  like  a. 
fcurvy  bow  unbent ;  and  looks  as  if  he  would  maintain 
oil  and  fallads  againft  a  chine  of  beef.  I  knew  a  great 
bead  of  this  kind,  it  haunted  the  court  much,  and  would 
fcarcely  allow  us  fully  reduc'd  to  civility,  for  ferving  up* 
mutton  in  whole  joints, 

Gonjh  What,  filent  ? 

Sad.  Faith,  the  captain  is  in  a  ftudy. 

JoL  Do,  do,  conn  the  rivers  and  towns  perfectly,  cap- 
tain ;  thou  may 'ft  become  intelligencer  to  the  people, 
and  lie  thy  two  meets  a  week  in  Corranto's  too. 

Conft.  And  could  you  not  make  friends  at  court  to  get 
their  pictures  cut  ugly,  in  the  corner  of  a  map,  like  the 
old  navigators  ? 

JoL  We'll  fee,  we'll  fee. 

Enter  Widow  and  P  leaf  ant  abo<ve. 

Wid.  I'll  interrupt  thefi ;— Servant,  you're  welcome 
\  _    5  10 
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ijo  town.    How  now,  nephew  ?  what,  dumb  ?  where  are. 
|.ll  our  traveFd  tongues  ? 

Jol.  Servant !  who  doth  fhe  mean  ?  by  this  hand,  I 
lifclaim  the  title. 

PUa.  Captain,  Secret  has  taken  notes,  and  defires  you 
vould  inftrua  her  in  what  concerns  a  waiting -woman, 
tod  an  old  lady. 

Capt.  Very  good  !  yet  this  mall  not  lave  your  dia- 
ler. 

Wid.  Nay,  while  you  are  in  this  humour  I'll  not  fell 
four  companies ;  and  tho'  mr.  Jolly  be  incens'd,  I  hope 
tie  will  do  me  the  favour  to  dine  with  me. 

Jol.  Faith,  lady,  you  miilake  me  if  you.  think  I 
Mi  afraid  of  a  widow  >  for  I  would  have  the  world 
know  I  dare  meet  her  any  where,  but  at  bed. 

{Exit  Jolly. 

Wild.  No  more,  aunt,  well  come ;  and  if  you  will 
give  us  good  meat,  we'll  bring  good  humours  and  good 

tomachs, 

[Widow  Jkuts  the  curtain. 

Care.  By  this  day  I'll  not  dine  there :  they  take  a 
pleafure  to  raife  a  fpirit  that  they  will  net  lay.-  I'll  to 
Banks's. 

Capt.  A  pox  forbid  it !  you  (hall  not  break  company, 
now  you  know  what  we  are  to  do  after  dinner. 

Care.  I  will  confent,  upon  condition  you  forbid  the 
fpiritual  nonfenie  the  age  calls  Platonick  love. 

Capt.  I  mull:  away  too  ;  but  I'll  be  there  at  dinner— 
You  will  join  in  a  plot  after  dinner  ? 

Wild.  Any  thing,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  for  a 
friend  and  mirth.  [Exeunt  all  but  the  captain. 

Capt.  I  mult  go,  and  prevent  the  rogue's  roifchief 
With  the  old  lady,    '  [Exit  captain. 


Ad. 
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Enter  Jolly  and  the  old  ladyXoveall. 

Love.    A   WAY,   unworthy,   falfe,   ingrateful  \    with 

J^\  what  brow  dar'li  thou  come  again  into  my 

jBght,  knowing  how  unworthy  you  have  been,  and  howj 

falfe  to  love  ? 

Jol.  No,  'tis  you  are  unworthy,,  and  deferve  not  thofei 
truths  of  love  I  have  paid  here  ;  elfe  you  would  not 
believe  every  report  that  envy  brings,  and  condemn, 
with  out- hearing  me>  whom  you  have  fo  often  try'd  and 
found  faithful. 

Love..  Yes,  till  I,  too  credulous,,  had  pity  on  your 
tears ;  till  I  had  mercy,  you  duril  not  be  falfe. 

Jol.  Nor  am  not  yet. 

Love.  What  do'ft  thou  call  falfe  ?  is  there  a  treachery 
beyond  what  *  thou  hail  done  ?  When  I  had  given  my 
fame,  my  fortune,  myfelf,  and  my  hufband's  honour,  all 
in  one  obligation,  a  facrifice  to  that  pafiion  which  thou 
feem'fi  to  labour  with  defpair  of,  to  tell  and  brag  of  a  i 
conquefl  o'er  a  woman,  fooFd  by  her  pafiion,  and  loft- 
in  her  love  to  thee,  unworthy  !— 

[She  turns  avoay  her  head. 

Jol.  By  this  day  'tis  as  falfe  as  he  that  faid  it :  hang 
kirn,  fori  of  a  batchelor  !  a  fiave !  that  envying  my  for- 
tune, in  fuch  a  happinefs  as  your  love  and  chafte  em- 
braces, took  this  way  to  ruin  it.  Come,  dry  your  eyes,, 
and  let  the  guilty  weep  :  if  I  were  guilty,  I  duril  as  foon 
approach  a  conilable  drunk,  as  come  here  :  you  know  I 
am  your  Cave. 

Love.  You  fwore  fo,  and  honour  made  me  leave  to. 
triumph  over  ycur  miieries. 

Jo/.  Do  you  repent  that  I  am  happy  ?  if  you  do*, 
command  my  death. 

Love.  Nay,  never  weep,  nor  fit  fadly ;  I  am  friends* 
fo  you  will  only  talk  and  difcourfe  ;  for  'tis  your  compa- 
ny I  only  cove.t. 

J°K 
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Jol.  No,  you  cannot  forgive,  becaufe  you  have  in- 
lr'dme:  'tis  right  woman's  juftice,  accufe  firil ;  and 
arder  to  reconcile  when  they  are  guilty  than  when 
hey  are  innocent,  or  elfe  you  would  not  turn  from  me 
hus. 

Love.  You  know  your  youth  hath  a  ftrong  power 
»ver  me  :  turn  thofe  bewitching  eyes  away ;  I  cannot 
ee  them  with  fafety  of  mine  honour. 

Jol.  Come,  you  mail  not  hide  your  face ;  there's  a 
harm  in  it  againft  thofe  that  come  burnt  with  unchafte 
res ;  for  let  but  your  eyes  or  nofe  drop  upon  his  heart, 
i  would  burn  it  up,  or  quench  it  ftrait. 

Love.  No  cogging,  you  have  injur 'd  me  ;  and  now, 
ho'  my  love  plead,  I  muft  be  deaf;  my  honour  bids 
ne ;   for  you  will  not  fear  again  to  prove  unworthy, 

vhen  you  find  I  am  fo  eafy  to  forgive Why,  you 

vill  not  be  uncivil. 

[Jolly  kijfes  hcry  and  Jhe /hover  him  avsay  <witb 
her  mouth. 

Jol.  So,  the  dorm  is  laid  !  I  muft  have  thofe  pearls- 
She  fhov'd  me  away  with  her  mouth  !  I'll  to  her 
igain.. 

Love.  Where  are  you  ?  what  do  you  take  me  for  ? 
why  you  will  not  be  uncivil  ? 

[Still  as  he  offers  fo  touch  her,  fie  Jl arts  as  if 
he  plucked  up  her  coatr. 

Jol.  Uncivil  !  by  thy  chafte  felf  I  cannot,  chick  : 
thou  haft  fuch  a  terror,  fuch  a  guard  in  thofe  eyes,  I 
dare  not  approach  thee,  nor  can  I  gaze  upon  fo  mucli 
fire  :  pr'ythee,  firrah,  let  me  hide  me  from  their  power 
here. 

Love .  You  prefume  upon  the  weaknefs  of  our  fex : 
What  (hall  I  fay  or  do,  tyrant  love  ? 

Jol.  There's  a  charm  in  thofe  pearls !  pull  them  off; 
if  they  have  a  frdft  in  them,  let  me  wear  them,  and  then 
we  are  both  fafc. 

Love.  I  would  you  had  taken  them  fooner !  I  had 
then  been  innocent,  and  might  with  whitenefs  have  worn 
my  love,  which  I  mail  ne'er  out-live. 

JoL 
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'Jol.  Dear,  do  not  too  faft  pour  in  my  joys,  left  I  to« 
foon  reach  my  heaven. 

Love.  Be  gone,  then,  left  we  prove  (having  gained 
.that  height)  this  fad  truth  in  love,  the  fir jl  minute  after 
moon  is  night. 

Jol.  Part  now  ?  the  gods  forbid !  take  from  me  firft 
this  load  of  joys  you  have  thrown  upon  me,  for  'tis  a 
, burthen  harder  to  bear  than  fadnefs.  I  was  not  born 
till  now  ;  this  my  firft  night  in  which  I  reap  true  blifs. 

Love.  No,  no,  I  would  it  had  been  your  firft  night, 
-then  your  falfhood  had  not  given  argument  for  thefe 
tears ;  and  I  hate  myfelf  to  think  I  mould  be  fuch  a 
foolifh  fly,  thus  again  to  approach  your  dangerous 
fiame. 

Jol.  Gome,  divert  thefe  thoughts :  I'll  go  fee  your 
clofet. 

Love.  No,  no,  I  fwear  you  mall  not. 

Jol.  You  know  I  am  going  out  of  town  for  two  L 
.days. 

Love.  When  you  return  I'll  fhew  it  you ;  you  will 
forget  me  elfe  when  you  are  gone,  and  at  court. 

Jol.  Can  your  love  endure  delays  ?  or  fhall  bufinefc 
thee  from  hence  remove  ?  thefe  were  your  own  argu- 
ments.    Come,  you  mail  fhew  it  me. 

Love .  Nay,  then  I  perceive  what  unworthy  way  your 
tove  would  find.     Ye  gods,  are  all  men  falfe  ? 

Jol.  As  I  live  you  fhall  ftay  :  come,  you  ought  to 
make  me  amends  for  fland'ring  of  me.     Hang  me  if  ! 
ever  I  told ;  and  he  that  reports  it  is  the  damn'dit  rogue 

in  a  country.     Come,  I  fay 

[He  pulls  her  bodkin ,  that  is  tied  in  a  piece  tf  > 
black  bobbin. 

Love.  Ah !  as  I  live,  I  will  not,  I  have  fworn.     Do 

not  pull  me,  I  will  not  be  damn'd,  I  have  fworn 

[He  pulls  her,  and  fays  this. 

Jcl.  As  I  live,  I'll  break  your  bodkin  then,  a  weep- 
ing tyrant !  Come,  by  this  good  day,  you  fhall  be  mer- 
ciful . 

Love.  Why,  you  will  not  be  uncivil ;  you  will  net 
force  me,  will  you  ?  As  I  live,  I  will  not. 
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Jo/.  Nay,  an'  you  be  wilful,  I  can  be  flubborn  too. 

[HefulIiftilL 
Love.  Hang  me,  I'll  call  aloud ;  why,  Nan !  nay, 
you  may  force  me;  but,  as  I  live,  Til  do  nothing. 

[Exeunt  ambci. 
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Enter  Captain, 

Capt.  A  POX  upon  you, are  you  earth'd  ?  the  rogue 
f\  has  got  her  necklace  of  pearl ;  but  I  hope 
he  will  leave  the  rope  to  hang  me  in.  How  the  pox  came 
they  fo  great  ?  I  mutt  have  fome  trick  to  break  his  neck, 
clfe  the  young  rogue  will  work  me  out.  'Tis  an  excellent 
old  lady,  but  I  dare  not  call  her  fo  ;  yet  would  me  were 
young  enough  to  bear,  we  might  do  fome  good  for  our 
heirs,  by  leaving. fuch  a  charitable  brood  behind;  fhe's 
a  woman  after  the  firft  kind  ;  'tis  but  going  in  to  her,  and 
you  may  know  her ;  then  fhe'll  oblige  fo  readily,  and 
gives  with  greater  thanks  than  others  receive,  takes  it  (o 
kindly. to  be  courted. — I  am  now  to  oblige  her  (as  fhe 
calls  it)  by  profefling  young  Wild's  love,  and  defiring 
an  aflurance  ;  foe's  fenfible  of  his  fufFerings,  which  tho* 
it  be  falfe,  and  beyond  my  commifhon,  yet  the  hopes  of 
fuch  a  new  young  thing  that  has  the  vogue  of  the  town, 
for  handfomefl,  'twill  fo  tickle  her  age,  and  fo  blow  up 
her  vanity,  to  have  it  faid,  he  is  in  love  w  ith  her,  and 
fo  endear  her  to  me  for  being  the  means,  that  the  parfon's 

malicewill.be  able  to  take  no  root fhe  comes,  1 

mull  not  be  feen.— — 

Enter  Love  all  and  yolly. 

Love.  Give  me  that  letter,  Til  fwear  you  mail  not 
read  it. 

JoII.  Take  it,  Til  away,  what  time  fhall  I  call  you 
in  the  evening  ?  there's  a  play  at  court  to-night. 

Love.  I  would  willingly  be  there,  but  your  ladies  are 
•fo  cenforious,  and  malicious  to  us  young   ladies  in  the 

town 
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town,  efpecially  to  me,  becaufe  the  wits  are  pleas'd  t# 
afford  me  a  vifit,  or  To  ;  I  could  be  content  elfe  to  be 
feen  at  court.  Pray  what  humour  is  the  queen  of?  the 
captain  of  her  guard  I  know. 

JolL  The  queen  ?  who's  that  knocks  at  the  back- 
door.   [The  Captain  knocks. 

Love.  Smooth  my  band,  I  know  not;  go  down  that 
way,  and  look  you  be  not  falfe  ;  if  you  mould  be  fali'e, 
I'll  fvvear  I  ihould  fpoil  myfelf  with  weeping. 

J  oil.  Farewell,  in  the  evening  I'll  call  you. 

[Exit  Jolly* 

Love.  Who's  there  ?  captain  ?  where  have  you  been 
jfll  this  while  ?  I  might  fit  alone,  I  fee,  for  you,  if  I 
could  not  find  converiation  in  books. 

[She  takes  a  book  in  be?-  band  and  Jits  dovon, 

Capt.  Faith,  madam,  friends  newly  come  to  town 
engag'd  me,  and  my  llay  was  civility  rather  than  defire  : 
what  book's  that  ? 

Love.  I'll  fwear  he  was  a  witch  that  writ  it ;  for  he 
fpeaks  my  thoughts  as  if  he  had  been  within  me ;  th$ 
original,  they  fay,  was  French 

Capt.  Oh,  I  know  it,  'tis  the  Accomplim'd  Woman, 
ycurfelf,  he  means  by  this,  while  you  are  yourfelf. 

Love.  Indeed,  I  confefs,  I  am  a  great  friend  to  con- 
vention, if  we  could  have  it  without  fufpicion ;  but 
the  world's  fo  apt  to  judge,  that  'tis  a  prejudice  to  our 
honour  now  to  falute  a  man. 

Capt.  Innocence,  madam,  is  above  opinion,  and 
your  fame's  too  great  to  be  fhook  with  whifpers. 

Love .  You  are  ever  civil,  and  therefore  welcome ; 
pray,  what  new  s  is  there  now  in  town  ?  for  I  am  re- 
clus'd  here ;  unlefs  it  be  yours,  1  receive  no  vifits ;  and 
I'll  fwear,  I  charg'd  the  wench  to-day  not  to  let  you  in  $ 
I  wonder  (he  let  you  come. 

Capt.  Faith,  madam,  if  it  had  been  my  own  bufi- 
nefs,  I  mould  not  have  ventur'd  fo  boldly  ;  but  the  ne- 
cefiity  that  forces  me  to  come  concerns  my  friend,  againft 
whom  if  your  mercy  be  now  bounded  with  thofe-  it:  icT: 
ties  of  honour,  and  cold  thoughts  which  I  have  ever 
found  guard  your  heart,  my  friend,  a  young  and  hand- 

iornc 
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feme  man,  is  loft,  is  loft  in  his  prime,  and  falls  like  early 
bloflbms.  But  methinks  you  mould  not  prove  the  en- 
vious froft  to  deftroy  this  young  man,  this  delicate 
youg  -man;  that  has  whole  bundles  of  boys  in  his 
breeches ;  yet  if  you  be  cruel,  he  and  they  die,  as  ufe- 
lefs  as  open-arfes  gathered  green. 

[She  muft  be  earneft  in  her  looks  all  the  time  he/peaks* 
dejirous  to  knovo  who  he  /peaks  of. 

Love.  Good  captain,  out  with  the  particular ;  what 
way  can  my  charity  aflift  him  ?  you  know  by  experience 
I  cannot  be  cruel;  remember  how  I  fetch'd  you  out  of 
a  fwoon,  and  laid  you  in  my  own  bed. 

Capt.  That  aft  preferv'd  a  life,  that  has  always  been 
labour' d  in  your  fervice ;  and  I  dare  fay,  your  charity 
here  will  find  as  fruitful  a  gratitude. 

Love.  But  I  hope,  he  will  not  be  fo  uncivil  as  yoa 
were  ;  Til  fwear,  I  could  have  hang'd  you  for  that 
rape,  if  I  would  have  foilow'd  the  law ;  but  I  forgave 
you  upon  condition  you  would  do  fo  again.  But  what's 
this  young  man  you  fpeak  of? 

Capt.  Such  is  my  love  to  you  and  him,  that  I  cannot 
prefer  mine  own  particular  before  your  content,  elfel'd 
have  poifon'd  him  e'er  I'd  have  brought  him  to  your 
houie. 

Love,  Why,  I  pray  ? 

Capt.  Becaufe  he's  young,  handfome,  and  of  found 
parts ;  that  I  am  fure  will  ruin  me  here. 

Love.  His  love  may  make   all  thefe  beauties  ;  elfe  I 
have  an  honour  will  defend  me  againlt  him,  were  he  * 
handfome  as  young  Wild. 

Capt.  Why  ay,  there  it  is  ;  that  one  word  has  re- 
mov'd  all  my  fears  and  jealoufies  with  a  defpair  ;  for 
that's  the  man  whofe  love,  life  and  fortune,  lies  at  your 
feet ;  and  if  you  were  fmgle,  by  lawful  ways  he  wouli 
hope  to  reach  what  now  he  defpairs  of. 

Love.  Let  him  not  defpair,  love  is  a  powerful  pleader* 
and  youth  and  beauty  will  afliit  him ;  and  if  his  love  be 
noble,  I  can  meet  it ;  for  there'*  none  that  iacrifkei 
more  to  friendihip-love  than  I. 


Vol.  IX.  Q^  Ca}t% 
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Capt.  My  frknd's  intereft  makes  me  rejoice  at  this. 
Dare  you  trufl  me  to  fay  this  to  him,  tho'  it  be  not  ufualT 
pray  fpeak ;  nay,  you  are  fo  long  ft  ill  a  refolving  to  be 
kind  :  remember,  charity  is  as  great  a  virtue  as  chaftity, 
and  greater,  if  we  will  hear  nature  plead;  for  the  one 
may  make  many  maids,  the  other  can  but  preferve  one : 
but  I  know  you  will  be  perfuaded,  let  it  be  my  importu- 
nity that  prevail'd ;  fliall  I  bring  him  hither  one  eve- 
ning ? 

Love.  Why  do  you  plead  thus  ?  pray  be  filenr,  and 
when  you  fee  him,  tell  him  he  has  a  feat  here,  and  I — - 

[She  turns  avjay. 

Capt.  Out  with  it,  what  is't?  fliall  he  call  you  mi - 
ftrefs  ?  and  his  platonick  ? 

Love.  Away,  away  ;  me  ? 

Capt.  No  nicenefs,  is't  a  match  ? 

Love.  Lord,  would  I  were  as  worthy  as  willing  (pray 
tell  him  fo)  ,he  (hall  find  me  one  of  the  humblefl  mi- 
Hreffes  that  ever  he  was  pleafed  to  honour  with  his  af- 
fections. 

Capt.  Dare  you  write  this  to  him,  and  honour  me 
wkh  bearing  it  ?  I  confefs,  I  am  fuch  a  friend  to  friend - 
fhip-love  too,  that  I  would  even  bring  him  on  my  back 
to  a  midnight's  meeting. 

Love.  If  you  will  ftay  here,  I'll  go  in  and  write  it.— 

[She's  going  out,  he  calls  her. 

Capt.  Madam,  I  forgot  to  afe  your  ladyfhip  one  que- 

ition. 

Love.  What  was't  ? 

Cr.pt.  There  happen'd  a  bufmefs  laft  night  betwixt. 
mr.  Wild,  and  -one  Jolly,  a  courtier,  that  brags  extream- 
\y  of  your  favour ;  I  fwear,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
friends  that  interpofed  themfelves,  there  had  been  mil- 
chief,  for  mr.  Wild  was  extream  zealous  in  your  caufe. 

Love.  Such  a  rafcal  I  know;  villain,  to  bring  my 
name  upon  the  ftage,  for  a  fubjed  of  his  quarrels— I'll 
have  him  cudgel'd. 

Capt.  And  I'll  anfwer  he  deferv'd  it ;  for  the  quarrel 
ended  in  a  bet  of  a  buck-hunting-nag,  that  ibmetime  to- 
day he  would  bring  a  necklace  and  chain  ol  pearl  of 
~  yours 
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yours  (not  ftol'n,  but  freely  given)  to  vvitnefs  his  power. 

Love.  Did  the  vain  rafcal  promife  that  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  bat  we  laugh  at  it. 

Love,  So  you. might;  and  as  I  live,  if  the  necklace 
were  come  from  ftringing,  I'd  te?A  them  both  to  mr. 
Wild,  to  wear  as  a  favour,  to  afture  him  I  am  his,  and 
to  put  the  vain  flave  out  of  countenance. 

Capt.  Ay  marry,  fuch  a  timely  favour  were  worth  a 
dozen  letters,  to  allure  him  of  your  love,  and  remove  all 
the  doubts  the  other's  difcourfe  may  put  into  his  head  ; 
and  faith  I'd  fend  him  the  chain  now,  and  in  my  letter 
promife  him  the  necklace,  he'll  deferve  fuch  a  favour. 

Love.  I'll  go  in  and  fetch  it  immediately  :  will  yoa 
favour  me  to  deliver  it  ? 

Capt.  I'll  wait  upon  your  ladyihip. 

Love.  I'll  fvvear  you  fhall  not  go  in,  you  knew  1 
forfvvore  being  alone  with  you. 
[She  goes  and  be  follows  her,  Jhe  turns  and  bids  bimfiay.. 

Capt.  Hang  me,  I'll  go  in  ;  does  nay  mefiage  defer  ve 
to  wait  an  anfwer  at  the  door  ? 

Love.  Ay,  but  you'll  be  naught. 

Capt.  O,  ne'er  truft  me  if  I  break. 

Love.  If  you  break,  fome  fuch  forfeit  y<*u  11  lofe ;  well, 
come  in  for  once. 

Capt.  You  are  fo  fufpicious. 

Love.  I'll  fvvear  I  have  reafon  for't,  you  are  f«ch 
another  man.  [&* 


Ad:.  II.      Seen.  3. 

Enter  Wanton  and  Bavjd. 
Want.    TS  he  gone  ? 

j[     Bazvd.  Yes,  he's  gone  to  the  old  lady's, 
high  with  mifchief. 

Want.  Fare  him  well,  eafy  fool,  how  the  trout  drove 
to  be  tickiM  J  and  how  does  this  ring  become  me  ?  ha  \ 
*hey  are  fine  kind  of  things,  thele  wedding  rings. 

\§he  pla^s  wi$h  a  wedding  ring  )  fi*gf*  • 

Q_2  B< 
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Bawd.  Eefuies  the  good  cuftom  of  putting  fo  much 
gold  in  'em,  rhey  bring  iuch  conveniences  along. 

Want.  Why  ay,  now  I  have  but  one  to  pleafe  ;  and 
if  I  pleafe  him,  who  dares  offend  me  ?  and  that  wife's 
a  fool  that  cannot  make  her  hufband  one. 

Bavjd.  IN  ay,  I  am  abioluteiy  of  opinion,  it  was  fit 
for  you  to  marry  ;  but  whether  he  be  a  good  hufband  or 
no. 

Want.  A  pox  of  a  good  hufband,  give  me  a  wife 
one;  they  only  make  the  fecure  cuckolds,  the  cuckold 
in  grain  :  for  die  a  hufband  that  has  wit  but  with  an  opi- 
nion thou  art  honeft,  and  fee  who  dares  waih  the  colour 
out ;  now  your  fool  changes  with  every  drop,  doats 
with  confidence  in  the  morning,  and  at  night  jealous 
even  to  murder,  and  his  love  (lord  help  us)  fades  like 
my  gredaline  petticoat. 

Bawd.  This  is  a  new  dodlrine. 

Want.  'Tis  a  truth,  wench,  I  have  gain'd  from  my 
Own  obfervations,  and  the  paradox  will  be  maintained, 
lake  wife  men  for  cuckolds,  and  fools  to  make  them  j 
for  your  wife  man  draws  eyes  and  fufpicion  with  his 
viiit,  and  begets  jealous  thoughts  in  the  hufband,  that 
his  wife  may  be  overcome  with  his  parts  ;  when  the  fool 
is  welcome  to  both,  pleafeth  both,  laughs  with  the  one, 
and  lies  with  the  other,  and  all  without  fufpicion.  I  tell 
thee,  a  fool  that  has  money  is  the  man.  The  wits 
and  the  we's,  which  is  adiitintt  parreal  of  wit  bound 
oy  itfelf,  and  to  be  fold  at  Wit-hall,  or  at  the  fign  of 
The  king's-head  in  the  butchery  ;  thefe  wife  things  will 
make  twenty  jealous,  e'er  one  man  a  cuckold ;  when 
the  family  of  fools  will  head  a  pariih  e'er  they  are  fuf- 
peeled. 

Baixd.  Well,  I  fee  one  may  live  and  learn  ;  and  if 
he  be  but  as  good  at  it  now  you  are  his  own,  as  he 
tvas  when  he  was  your  friend's  friend,  (as  they  call  it) 
you  have  got  one  of  the  beft  hiders  of  fuch  a  buiinefs 
in  the  town  ;  lord,  how  he  would  fitter  you  at  a  play  ! 

Want.  Faith,  'tis  as  he  is  ufed  at  rlrft ;  if  he  get  the 
bridle  in's  teeth  he'll  ride  to  the  devil  ;  but  if  thou  be'it 
true,  we'll  make  him  amble  e'er  we  have  done.  The 

plot 
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plot  is  here,  and  if  it  thrive  I'll  alter  the  proverb,  Tie 
par/on  gets  the  children,   to,   The   far/on  fathers  them. 

Bawd;  Any  thing  that  may  get  rule  ;  I  love  to  wear 
the  breeches. 

Want.  So  do  we  all,  wench.    Empire  !  'tis  all  our 
aim ;  and  I'll  put  my  ranting  PvOger  in  a  cage  but   I'll 
tame  him  ;  he  loves  already,  which  is  an  excellent  ring 
in  a  fool's  nofe,  and  thou  malt  hear  himfing 
Happy  only  is  that  family,  that  (hews 
A  cock  that's  filent,  and  a  hen  that  crows. 
Bawd.  Do  this,  Til  ferve  you  for  nothing;    the  im- 
petuous flave  had  wont  to   taunt  me  for  beating  of  my 
hulband,    and   would    fmg   that  fong  in  mockery   of 
me. 

Want.  In   revenge   of  which,  thou  (if  thou  wilt  be 
faithful)  fhalt  make  him  fing, 

Happy  is  that  family  that  fhews 

A  cock  that's  fdent,  and  a  hen  that  crows. 

[Exeunt. 


A61.  II.     Seen.  4. 

Enter  Parfon>  Lc<ve~all,  and  Faithful  I. 

Love.  §^^\  O,  you  are  a  naughty  man ;  do  you  come 
\JT  hither  to  rail  againft  an  honeil  gentleman  ? 
I  hive  heard  how  you  fell  out,  you  may  be  aihanVd 
cn'c,  a  man  of  your  coat. 

Par/.  What  ?  to  fpeak  truth  and  perform  my  duty  ? 
the  world  cries  out  you  are  a  fcab'd  fheep,  and  I  come 
to  tar  you,  that  is,  give  you  notice  how  your  fame 
fuffers  i'th'  opinion  of  the  world. 

Love.  My  fame,  iirrah  ?  'tis  purer  than  thy  doftrine : 
get  thee  out  of  my  houfe. 

Faith.  You  uncivil  fellow,  do  you  come  hither  to  tell 
my  lady  of  her  faults,  as  if  her  own  Levite  could  not 
diicern  'em  ? 

Q  3  Lwrl 
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Lo<ve.  My  own  Levite  ?  I  hope  lie's  better  bred  than 
to  tell  me  of  my  faults. 

Faith.  He  finds  work  enough  to  correal  his  dearly  be- 
lov'd  finners. 

Parf.  And  the  right  worfliipful  my  lady,  and  your- 
felf,  they  mend  at  leifure. 

Love.  You  are  a  faucy  fellow,  firrah,  to  call  me  fin* 
ner  in  my  own  houfe;  get  you  gone  with — your  ma- 
dam, I  hear,  and  (madam)  I  could  advife,  but  I  am 
loath  to  fpeak  ;  take  httdf  the  wrorld  talks ;  and  thus 
with  dark  fentences  put  my  innocence  into  a  fright, 
with  you  know  what  you  know. 

Faith.  Good  miflrefs,  fo  do  I,  and  the  world  mail 
know  too  thou  hail  married  a  whore. 

Par/.  Madam,  a  whore  ? 

Faith.  No,  fir,  'tis  not  fo  well  as  a  madam-whore* 
'tis  a  poor  whore,  a  captain's  call  whore. 

Love.  Now  blefs  me,  marrjr  a  whore  ?  I  wonder  any 
man  can  endure  thofe  things;  what  kind  of  creatures  are 
they  ? 

Par/.  They're  like  Indies,  but  that  they  are  hand- 
fomcr  ;  and  tho'  you  take  a  privilege  to  injure  me,  yet 
I  would  advife  your  woman  to  tie  up  her  tongue,  and 

*  abufe  my  wife. 

Love.  Fie,  art  thou  not  afham'd  to  call  a  whore  wife  ? 
Lord  blefs  us, what  will  not  thefe  men  do  when  God  leaves 
them  !  but  for  a  man  of  your  coat  to  call  himfelf  away 
upon  a  whore — come  wench,  let's  go  and  leave  him  ! 
I'll  (wear  'tis  flrange,  the  flate  doth  not  provide  to  have 
all  whores  hang'd  or  drown'd. 

faith.  Ay,  and  'tis  time  they  look  into  it,  for  they 
begin  to  fpread  fo,  that  a  man  can  fcarce  find  an  honeft 
woman  in  a  country;  they  fay,  they're  voted  down 
,r;ovv,  'twas  mov'd  by  that  charitable  member  that  got 
an  order  to  have  it  but  five  miles  to  Croyden,  for  eafe  of 
the  market-women. 

Love.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  a  bleffed  parliament. 

[Exit  Love -all  and  Faithful. 

Par/   That    I    have  play'd  the  fool   is    vifible;  this 

comes  of  rafhnefs  -,  fomething  I  mufi  do  to  fet  this  right, 

or 
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or  elfe  irie'll  hate,  and  hell  laugh  at  me.  I  muftnotloie 
him,  and  my  revenge  too  ;  fo-mething  that's  mifchief  I 
am  refolv'd  to  do.  {Exit  Par/, 


A61.  II.    Seen.  5, 

Enter  Wild  and  Car  clefs. 

Wild.  T%wT  O  W  '»s  $P   Parforf  s    wife  fo  -contemn- 
£^    tihle  ? 

Cars.  No,  but  I'm  fo  full  of  that  refolution  to  dif- 
like  the  fex,  that  I  will  allow  none  honeit,  none  hand- 
i'ome.  I  tell  thee,  we  mull  beat  down  the  price  with  our 
felves,  court  none  of  them,  but  let  their .  maidenheads 
and  their  faces  lie  upon  their  hands,  till  they're  weary 
of  the  commodity,  then  they'll  haunt  us  to  find  proper 
.chapmen  to  deal  for  their  ware. 

Wild-.  I  like  this,  but  'twill  be  long  a  doing,  and  it 
may  be  e'er  they  be  fore' d  to  fell,  our  bank  will  ie  ex- 
iia  lifted,-  and  we  {hall  not  be  able  to  purchafe. 

Care.  Ay,  but  we'll  keep  a  credit,  and  at  three  fix 
months,  thou  and  the  captain  mall  be  my  fa&ors. 

Wild*  You  had  belt  have  a  partner,  elfe  fuch  an  un- 
dertaking would  break  a  better  back  than  yours. 

Care.  No  partners  in  fuch  commodities ;  your  faclor 
that  takes  up  maidenheads,  'tis  upon  his  own  account 
ftili. 

Wild.  But  what  courfe  will  you  take  to  purchafe  this 
trade  with  women  ? 

Care.  I  am  rcfolv'd  to  put  on  their  own  filence  and 
modelty,  anfwer  forfooth,  fwear  nothing  but  god's 
nigs,  and  hold  arguments  for  their  own  cold  tenets,  is 
if  I  belie v'd  there  were  no  true  love  below  the  line;  then 
figh  when  'tis  proper,  and  with  fore'd  itudies  betray  the 
enemy,  who  feeing  my  eye  fix\i  on  her,  her  vanity 
thinks  I  am  loll  in  admiration,  calls  and  (hakes  me  e'er 
I  wake  out  of  my  defign,  and  being  collected,  anfwer 
out  of  purpofe.     Love,  divineft  ?  yes,,  who  is  it  that  is 

Q^4  mortal 
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mortal  and  does  not  ?  or  which  amongfl  all  the  fenate  of 
the  gods,  can  gaze  upon  thofe  eyes,  and  carry  therfcer 
the  power  he  brought  ?  this  will  ftart  her. 

Wild.  Yes,  and  make  her  think  thee  mad. 

Care.  Why  that's  my  defign ;  for  then  I  flart  too, 
and  rub  my  eyes  as  if  I  wak'd,  then  figh  and  flrangle 
a  yawn,  till  I  have  wrung  it  into  tears,  with  which  X 
life  as  if  o'ercome  with  grief;  then  kifs  her  hands,  and 
Jet  fall  thofe  witnefTes  of  faith  and  love,  brib'd  for  my 
defign.  This  takes  ;  for  who  would  fufpec~l  fuch  a  de- 
vil as  craft  and  youth  to  live  together  r* 

Wild.  But  what  kind  of  women  do  you  think  this 
will  take  ? 

Care*  All  kind  of  women,  thofe  that  think  themfelves 
handforne ;  it  being  probable,  concludes  it  real  ;  and 
thofe  that  are  handforne  in  their  opinion,  that  fmall 
number  will  believe  it,  becaufe  it  agrees  with  their 
wifhes. 

Wild.  And  when  you  are  gone,  it  may  be  they  figh, 
and  their  love  breaks  out  into  paper,  and  what  then  ? 

Care.  What  then?  why  then  I'll  laugh,  and  fhew 
thee  their  letters,  and  teach  the  world  how  eafy  'tis  to 
win  any  woman. 

Wild.  This  is  the  way  ;  and  be  fure  to  difiike  all 
but  her  you  defign  for,  be  fcarce  civil  to  any  of  the  fex 
befides. 

Care.  That's  my  meaning,  but  to  her  that  I  mean  my 
prey,  all  her  flave  j  me  fhali  be  my  deity,  and  her  opi- 
nion my  religion. 

Wild.  And  while  you  fad  it  once  to  one,  I'll  talk 
freer  than  a  privileg'd  fool,  and  fvvear  as  unreafonably 
as  lofing  gamefters,  and  abufe  thee  for  thinking  to  re- 
claim a  woman  by  thy  love  ;  call  them  all  bowk  thrown 
that  will  run  where  they  will  run,  and  lovers  like  fools 
run  after  them,  crying,  rub,  and  fly,  for  me  ;  I  believe 
none  fair,  none  handforne,  none  honeft,  but  the  kind. 

Care.  Wre  muft  make  the  captain  of  our  plot,  left  he 
betray  us ;  this  will  gain  us  fome  revenge  upon  the  lo- 
vers to  whom  I  grudge  the  wenches,  not  that  I  believe 
they're  worth  half  the  coll  they  pay  for  them ;  and  we 

may 
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may  talk,  but  'tis  not  our  opinion  can  make  theiri  hap* 
pier  or  more  miferable. 

Enter  Jolly. 

Wild.  Jolly !  Will,  where  hall  thou  been  ?  we  had 
fuch  fport  with  the  parfon  of  our  town,  he's  marry'd 
this  morning  to  Wanton. 

Jolly.  Who  ?  the  captain's  wench  ?  he's  in  a  good 
humour  then  ;  as  you  love  mirth  let's  find  him,  I  have 
news  to  blow  his  rage  with,  and  'twill  be  mirth  to  us, 
to  fee  him  divided  betwixt  the  feveral  caufes  of  his  an- 
ger, and  lofe  himfelf  in  his  rage  while  he  difputes 
which  is  the  greater.  Your  opinion,  gentlemen,  is  this, 
or  his  wench,  the  greater  lofs  ? 

Care.  What  hail  thou  there  ?  pearl !  they're  falfe  I 
hope.  [Here  he  fulls  out  the  pearU 

Jolly.  Why  do  you  hope  To  ? 

Care.  Became  I  am  thy  friend,,  and  would  be  loath 
to  have  thee  hang'd  for  Healing. 

Jolly.  I  will  not  fwear  they  are  honeftly  come  by  ; 
but  I'll  be  fworn,  there's  neither  force  nor  theft  in':. 

Wild.  Pr'y  thee,  fpeak  out  of  riddles,  here's  none  but 
your  fronds. 

Jolly.  Faith  take  it;  you  have  heard  the  captain  brag 
of  an  old  lady,  which  he  thinks  he  keep:  elcie  in  a  boxi 
but  I  know  where  hangs  a  key  can  let  a  friend  in  or  fo  : 
from  her,  my  brace  of  worthies,  whole  wits  are  dull'd 
with  plenty  this  morning,  with  three  £Ood  words,  and 
four  good  deeds,  I  earn'd  this  toy. 

Care.  The  mirth  yet  we  will  all  fhare  ;  I  am  in  paid 
till  we  find  him,  that  we  may  vex  his  wit  that  he  pre* 
fumes  fo  much  on. 

Wild.  Let's  go,  let's  go,  I  will  defire  him  to  let  me 
fee  his  wench ;  I  will  not  underftand  him  if  lie  fay:,  ihe's 
gone. 

Care.  I'll  beg  of  him,  for  old  acquaintance  fake,  tf) 
let  me  fee  his  old  lady. 

Jolly.  Hark,  I  hear  his  voice.-- 

Capt.  Which  way  ? 

Care.  The  game  plays  itfelf ;  begin  with  him,  Ned., 
while  we  talk  as  if  we  were  buiVi  we'll  t;>ke  our  ci 

Q_5  -tt 
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'   Wild.  When  I  put  off  my  hat. 
Enter  Captain-, 

Co.pt.  'Sblood,  I  thought  ycu  had  been  funk,  I  have 
been  hunting  you  thefe  four  hoars.  Death,  you  might 
ha'  left  word  where  you  went,  and  not  put  me  to  hunt 
like  Tom  Fool:  'tis  well  you  are  at  London,  where  yoa 
know  the  way  home. 

:ld.  Why  in  choler  ?  we  have  been  all  this  while, 
fearchmg  you  ;  come,  this  is  put  on  to  divert  me  fronv 
claiming  your  promife,  I  mult,  fee  the  wench. 

Capt.  You  cannot  adad,  adad  you  cannot. 

Wild.  I  did  not  think  you  would  have  refused  fuch 
.kindnefs. 

Care,  What's  that? 

Wild.  Nothing,  a  toy,  he  refutes  to   fhew  me 
wench. 

Care.  The  devil  he  do's ;  what  have  we  been   thus 
long  comrades,  and  had  all  things  in  common,  and  muit 
we  now  come  to  have  common  wenches  particular  ?  I 
fay,  thou  fhalt  fee  her,  and  lie  with  her  too,  if  thoili 
Wilt. 

Jolly.  What  ?  in  thy  dumps, brother  ?  call  to  thy  aid 
thy  two-edg'd  wit.  The  captain  fad  !  'tis  prophetick^ 
Vd  as  live  have  dreamt  of  pearl,  or  the  lofs  of  my  teeth; 
yet  if  he  be  muity,  I'll  warrant  thee,  Ned,  111  help 
thee  to  a  bout ;  I  know  his  cloak,  his  long  cloak  that 
hides  her  ;  I  am  acquainted  with  the  parfon,  he  (halL 
befriend  thee. 

Capt.  'Tiij  very  well,  gentlemen  >  but  none  of  yovt 
have  feen  her  yet. 

Wnd.  Yes,  but  we  have,  by  thyfelf,  by  thy  anger„ 
h  is  now  bigger  than  thou  ;  by  chance  we  crofs'cL 
comiflg  from  church,  leading  in  her  hand  the  parfonr 
to  whom  ihe  i\\ore  fne  was  this  day  married. 

Jolly,  And  our  friendihips  were  now  guiding  us  to 
£nd  thee  out,  to  comfort  thee  after  the  treachery  of  thy 
Levite. 

Capt,  Come,  bear  it  like  a  man,  there  are  more 
wenches:  what  has  thou  'fpy'd? — 

[He  give*  no  anjkver,  but  peeps  under  Jolly's  hat* 

Wild. 
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Wild.  His  pearl,  I  believe. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  I  fee  you  are  merry,  Til  leave  youj 
I  mult  go.  a  little  way  to  enquire  about  a  bufmefs. 

Wild.  H'as  got  a  fore  eye,  I  think. 

Capt.  I  will  only  aik  one  queftion,  and  return.     . 

Care.   No  faith,  flay,  and  be  fatisiied. 

Jolly.  Do,  good  brother  ;  for  I  believe  there  is  no 
queition  that  you  now  would  afk,  but  here's  an  oracle 
can  reiblve  you.. 

Capt*  Are  thofe  pearl  true  ? 

Jolly.  Yes. 

Capt.  And  did  not  you  (leal  them  ? 

Jolly.  No. 

Care.  Nor  he  did  not  buy  them  with  ready  money  ; 
but  took  them  upon  mortgage  of  himfelf  to  an  old 
lady. 

Jolly.  Dwelling  at  the  fign  of  the  Buck  in  Broad- 
itreet.  Are  you  fatisfy'd,  or  muit  I  play  the  oracle 
ftill  ! 

Capt.  No,  no,  I  am  fatisfy'd. 

Jolly.  Like  jealous  men,  that  take  their  wives  at  it# 
are  you  not  ? 

Capt.   Well,  very  well,  'tis  vifible  I  am  abus'd  on  all 
Is  ;  but  gentlemen,  why  all  againft  me  ? 

Care.  To  let  you  fee  your  wit's  mortal,  and  not  proof 
againft  all. 

Wild.  Tfce  parfon  hath  (hot  it  thro'  with  a  jeft. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  which  of  you,  faith,  had  a  hand 
in  that  I 

Jelly.  Faith,  none,  only  a  general  joy  to  find  the 
captain  over-reaeh'd. 

Capt.  But  do  yo.1  go  fharers  in  the  profit,  as  well  as  ii\ 
the  jell  ? 

Jolly.  No  faith,  the  toy's  mine  own. 

Copt.  They  are  very  fine,  and  you  may  afford  a  good 
pennyworth.  Will  you  fell  them  ? 

Jelly.  Sell  them  ?  ay,  wherc's  a  chapman  ? 
Capt.  Here,  111  pujehafe  them. 
Jolly.  Thou  ?  no,  no,  1  have  barr'd  thee,  by  and 
main,  for  I  am  refolv'd  no:  to   fight  foi  ihcm,  that  ex- 

Q^6 
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dudes  thy  purchafe  by  thefword;  and  thy  wench  ha* 
yrov'd  fuch  a  lofs,  in  thy  laft  adventure  of  wit,  that  I'm 
afraid  it  will  fpoil  thy  credit  that  way  too. 

Capt.  Gentlemen,  as  a  friend,  let  me  have  the  refu- 
fal,  fet  your  price. 

Wild.  He's  ferious, 

Care.  Leave  fooling. 

Joll.  Why  if  thou  coultTft  buy  them,  what  would'il 
thou  do  with  them  ? 

Capt.  They're  very  fair  ones,  let  me  fee  them,  me= 
thinks  they  fhould  match  very  well  with  thefe. 
.   Jolly.  Thefe,  which  ? 

Omxes.  Which  ? 

Care.  They  are  true. 

Capt.  Yes,  but  not  earn'd  with  a  pair  of  ftoPn  veriest 
of, I  was  not  born  till  now,  this  my  rirft  night,  and  fo  for- 
looth  ;  nor  given  as  a  charm  againfl  lull. 

Care.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Jolly.  What  ?  why  'tis  truth,  and  it  means  to  ihame 
the  devil:  by  this  good  day,  he  repeats  the  fame  words 
•with  which  1  gathered  thefe  pearls. 

Wild.  Why  then  we  have  two  to  laugh  at. 

Care .  And  all  friends  hereafter,  let's  fool  altogether. 

Capt.  Gentlemen  with  the  fine  wits,  and  my  very 
good  friends,  do  ycu,  or  you,  nr  he  think  I'll  keep  you. 
company  to  make  you  laugh,  but  that  I  draw  my  honey 
from  you  too  ? 

Care.  Come,  come,  the  captain's  in  the  right. 

Capt,  Yes,  yes,  the  captain  knows  it,  and  dares  tell 
you,  your  wit,  your  fortune,  and  his  face,  are  but  my 
plows ;  and  I  would  have  my  fine  monfieur  know, 
who,  in  fpight  of  my  counfel,  will  be  finer  than  his  mi- 
ihefs,  and  appears  before  her  fo  curioufly  built,  ihe 
/tares  not  play  with  him  for  fear  of  fpoiling  him  ;  ar.d 
to  let  him  know  the  truth  I  fpeak,.  to  his  fair  hands  I 
prefent  this  letter,  but  withal  give  him  to  underftand, 
the  contents  belong  to  me.  [He  reads  the  later, 

Wild.  The  pearl  are  fent  to  me. 

Copt.  I  deny  that,  unlefs  you  prove  you  fent  me  j  for 
the  letter  begins.  Sir,  this  noble  gentleman,  the  bearer, 

whom, 
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whom  you  are  pleafed  to  make  the  meflenger  of  your 
love,  and  fo  forth.  And  now  you  mould  do  well  to  en- 
quire for  that  noble  gentleman,  and  take  an  account  of 
him  how  he  has  laid  out  your  love,  and  it  may  be  he'll 
return  you  pearl  for  it :  and  now,  gentlemen,  I  dare 
propofe  a  peace,  at  leaft  a  cenation  of  wit  (but  what  is 
defenfive)  till  fuch  time  as  the  plot  which  is  now  in  my 
head  be  effected,  in  which  you  have  all  your  (hares, 

Wild.  So  Ihe  knows  I  have  not  the  pearl,  I  am  con- 
tent. 

Capt.  She'll  quickly  find  that,  when  ihe  fees  yon 
come  not  to-night  according  to  .my  appointment,  and 
hears  I  have  fold  the  pearl . 

Jolly.  Here  then  ceafeth  our  offenfive  war. 
Capt.  I'll  give  you  counkl  worth  two  ropes  of  pearL 
Care.  But  the  wench,  how  came  the  parfon  to  get 
her? 

Capt.  Faith,  'tis  hard  to  fay  which  laboured  moll,  he, 
or  I,    to  make  that    match,  but  the  knave  did  well  ; 
there  it  is  (if  you  affift)  I  mean  to  lay  the  fcene  of  your 
mirth  to-night,  for  I  am  not  yet  fully  reveng'd  upon  the 
rogue ;  for  that  I  know  him  miferable  is  nothing,  till 
he  believe  fo  too ;  Wanton  and  I   have  laid  the  p;3t. 
Jolly.  Do  you  hold  correfpondence  ? 
Capt.  Correfpondence  ?  I  tell  thee  the  plots  we 
to  draw  him  on  would  make  a  comedy, 
Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.   Sir,  the  ladies  flay  dinner. 
Jolly.  And  as  we   go   I'll  tell  you  all  the  ftory,   arid 
after  dinner  be  free  from  all  engagement?,  as  we  pro- 
niiiedthee;  and  follow  but  your  directions,  1*11  warrant 
you  mirth  and  a  pretty  wench. 

Omnes.  Agreed,  any  thing  that  breeds  mirth  is  w 
come. 

Jolly.  Not  a  word  at  the  widow's,  let  them  go  on 
quietly,  and  fteal  their  wedding  too. 

Capt.  I  heard  a  bird  fnig,  as  if  it  were  concluded 
amongft  the  couples. 

Wild.  They  have  been  long  about  it •  my  cuz  is  a 
girl  deferves  more  haite  to  her  bed,  he  has  arriv'd  there 
by  carriers  jo urnies.  Care. 
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Car.  But  that  I  hate  wooing,  by  this  good  day,  I 
like  your  aunt  fo  well  and  her  humour,  fne  ihould  fcarce 
be  thrown  away  upon  pale-face,  that  has  fighfd  her  into 
a  wedding-ring,  and  will  but  double  her  jointure. 

Capt.  Why   ay,  thus  it  ihould  be  :  pray  let  us  ma'^ 
them  the  feat  of  the  war  all  dinner,  and  continue  united 
and  true  among  ourfelves,  then  we  may  defie  all  foreign 
danger. 

Jolly.  And  with  full  bowls  let  us  crown  this  peace, 
and  fmg,  *wit  without  r>xary  710  mirth  doth  bring. 

\Exeunt* 
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Eater  Par/on  and' Wanton* 
Wa?:t.  \\J  A  S  fhe  deaf  to  your  report  ? 

VV  Pa*J-  Yes>  yes- 

[7 he  Par/on  walks  trad  led  up  and  down* 

Want.  And  ugly,,  her  Abigail,  me  had  her  fay  too  ? 

Par/.  Yes,  yes. 

Want.  And  do  you  walk  here  biting  your  nails  ?  da 
you  think  Til  be  iatisfy'd  with  fuch  a  way  of  right- 
ing me  ? 

Par/.  What  woukPft  have  me  do  ? 

Want.  Have  you  no  gall?  be  abusTd  and  laugh'd  at 
by  a  dull  captain,  that  a  itridr  muiter  would  turn  fool  ? 
you  had  .wit,  and  could  rail,  when  I  offended  you  ;  and 
none  fo  fcddain,  none  fo  terrible,  none  fo  fure  in  his  re- 
venge, when  1   difpleafe  you. 

Par/  Something  I'll  do. 

Wa?:t.  Do  it  then,  or  I  fhall  curfe  that  e'er  I  faw  you, 
Death,  let  the  fign  of  my  lady,  an  out  of  faihion  whore, 
that  has  pay'd  for  fin,  ever  fince  yellow  ftarch  and 
wheel  fkrdingales  were  cry'd  down,  let  her  abufe  me, 
and  fay  nothing  r  if  this  paifes— • 

Par/ 
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Par/.  As  Chrift  blefs  me,  but  I  did  (fweet  heart: ) 
and  if  it  were  not  church  livings  are  mortal,  and  they 
are  always'  hitting  me  in  the  teeth  with  a  man  of  your 
coat,  me  mould  rind  I  am  no  church-man  within,  nor 
mr.  Parfon,  but  in  my  coat.  Come  to  dinner,  and  after 
dinner  Fll  do  fomething. 

Want,  I  lhali  do  fomething  will  vex  fomebody. 

Enter  Bawd. 
Bawd,  Will  you  pleafe  to  come  to  dinner  ?  the  com* 
pany  ftays. 

Par/.  Come,  let's  go  in. 

Want.  No,  I  mud  walk  a  little  to  difgeft  this  break- 
fkft,  the  gueils  elfe  will  wonder  to  fee  I  am  troubled. 

Par/.  Come,  let  this  day  pafs  in  mirth,  fpight  of 
mifchief,  for  luck's  fake.  [Exit  Par/on. 

Want.  Ml  follow  you,  and  do  what  I  can  to  be 
merry. 

Bawd.  Why,  he  flands  already. 
Want.  Peace,  let  rne  alone,  I'll  make  him  joflle  like 
the  miller's  mare,  and  Hand  like  the  dun  cow,  till  thou 
may 'ft  milk  him. 

Bawd.  Pray  break  him  of  his  miferablenefs,  it  is  one 
of  the  chief  exceptions  I  have  againit  him.  He  i eared 
a  puppy  once,  till  it  was  ten  days  old,  with  three  hap'- 
worth  of  milk,  and  then  with  his  own  dagger  flew  i%. 
and  made  me  drefs  it:  bleil  myfelf  to  fee  him  eat  it, 
and  he  bid  me  beg  the  litter,  and  fwore  it  was  fwteter 
and  wholfomer  than  fucking  rabbets,  or  London  pigs, 
which  he  calPd  Belmen's  iflue. 

\Parfon  calls  within.    H  7  heart. 

Wc-nt.  Heark,  he  calls   me,  we  mult  humour  him  sl 
little,  hell  rebel  elfe. 


Ad*.  II. 
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Enter  (at  the  windows)  the  Widow  and  mafler  Carelefsr 
miflrefs  P  leaf  ant  a?id  majler  Wild,  Captain,  majler  Sad, 
Conflant,  Jolly,  Secret:  a  table  and  knives  ready  for 
oyflers* 

IV'uL "X^ Ou're    welcome   all,    but    efpecially    mailer 
JL       Jolly;    no  reply,    with  I   thank  your   la- 
dymip. 

Pleaf.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  let  us  never  be  better  ac- 
quainted .  [She  f peaks  to  mr.  Jolly, 

folly.  I  (hall  endeavour,  lady,  and  fail  in  nothing 
that  is  in  my  power  to  difoblige  you  ;  for  there  is  none 
more  ambitious  of  your  ill  opinion  than  I. 

Pleaf.  I  rejoice  at  it,  for  the  lefs  love,  the  better  wel- 
come dill. 

Wid.  And  as  ever  you  had  an  ounce  of  love  for  the 
widow,  be  not  friends  among  yourfelves. 

Wild.  Aunt,  though  we  were  at  flrife  when  we  were 
alone,  yet  now  we  unite  like  a  politick  ftate  agaimi  the 
common  enemy. 

Pleaf.  The  common  enemy,  what  is  that  ? 

Wild.  Women,  and  lovers  in  general. 

Wid.  Nay,  then  we  have  a  party,  niece ;  claim 
quickly,  now  is  the  time,  according  to  the  proverb ; 
keep  a  thing  feven  years,  and  then  if  thou  Hail  no  ufe 
on't,  throw' t  away. 

Pleaf  Agreed,  let's  challenge  our  fervants  ;  by  the 
love  they  have  profeiVd,  they  cannot  in  honour  reftfe 
to  join  with  us ;  and  fee  where  they  come. 

Enter  Sad  a?:d  Conjlant,  and  meet  Secret  jjhewhiffers 
this  to  Sad. 

Secret.   Sir,  'tis  done. 

Sad.  Be  fecret  and  grave,  I'll  warrant  our  defign 
Will  take  as  we  can  wiih. 

Cenfl. 
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Conft.  Sweet  miftrefs  Pleafant. 

Wid.  Servant  Sad. 

Sad.  Madam. 

Wid.  We  are  threatened  to  have  a  war  wag'd  againft 
us,  will  you  not  fecond  us  ? 

Sad.  With  thefe  youths  we'll  do  enough,  madam. 

Wid.  I'll  fwear  my  fcrvant  gave  hit  for  hit  this  morn- 
ing, as  if  lie  had  been  a  mailer  in  the  noble  fcience  of 
wit. 

Plea/.  Mine  laid  about  him  with  fpik  and  fpan  new 
arguments,  not  like  the  fame  man,  his  old  fayings  and 
prefi dents  laid  by. 

Wid.  Thusarm'd,  then,  we'll  ftand  and  dene  them. 

Wild.  Where's  your  points  ?  fure,  aunt,  this  mould  bq 
your  wedding-day,  for  you  have  taken  the  man  for  bet- 
ter for  worfe. 

Wid.  No,  nephew,  this  will  not  prove  the  day  that 
we  mail  either  give  or  take  a  ring. 

Card.  Hang  me,  if  I  know  you  can  go  back  again 
with  your  honour. 

Wild.  Or  in  juilice  refufe  him  liberty,  that  has  ferv'd 
out  his  time  ;  either  marry  him  or  provide  for  him,  for 
he  is  maim'd  in  your  fervice. 

Wid.  Why  fervant  Sad,  you'll  arm?  my  nephew  has 
thrown  the  firft  dart  at  you. 

Cap.  Haft  hit,  haft  hit? 

Wild.  No,  captain,  'twas  too  wide. 

Capt.  Too  wider  marry  he's  an  ill  marks- man  that 
moots  wider  than  a  widow. 

Jolly.  We  are  both  in  one  hcle,  captain  ;  but  I  was 
loth  to  venture  my  opinion,  left  herladyihip  ftiould  think 
I  was  angry  ;  for  I  have  a  good  mind  to  fall  upon  the 
'widow. 

Pleaf.  You're  a  conflant  man,  mafter  Jolly ;  you  have 
been  in  that  mind  this  twelvemonths  day. 

Conft.  You  are  in  the  right,  madam ;  me  has  it  to 
ihew  under  his  hand,  but  ihe  will  not  come  in  the  lift 
with  him  again ;  fhe  threw  him  the  laft  year. 

Wid 
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Wid.  Come,  fhall  we  eat  oyfters  ?  who's  there  ?  call 
for  fome  wine,  mailer  Jolly  j  you  are  not  warm  yet, 
pray  be  free,  you  are  at  home. 

jolly.   Your  ladyfhip  is  mcrrv. 

Wid.  You  do  not  take  it  ill,  to  have  m$  allure  you, 
you  are  at  home  here  ? 

Wild,  Such  another  invitation  (though  in  jell)  will 
take  away  mailer  Sad's  ftomach. 

\0\ftrrs  not  brought  hi  yet. 

Sad.  No,  Faith,  Ned,  though  me  mould  take  him, 
it  will  not  take  away  my  ftomach  ;  my  love  is  fo  flx'd, 
may  wifh  my  wiihes,  but  fhe  fhall  never  want  them  to 
wait  upon  hers.  .      . 

Plea/  A  traytor,  bind  him,  has  pulPd  down  a  fide; 
profefs  your  love  thus  publick  ? 

Jolly.  Ay  by  my  faith,  continue  mafler  Sad,  give  it 
out  you  love,  and  call  it  a  new  love,  a  love  never  feen: 
before,  we'll  all  come  to  it  as  your  friends. 
•*  Sad.  Gentlemen-,  (l.ill  I  love;  and  if  fhe  to  whom  I 
thus  facrifice  will  not  reward  it,  yet  the  woril  malice  can 
fay,  js,  I  was  unfortunate ;  and  misfortune*  not  falihocd, 
made  me  fo. 

Jolly.  In  what  chapter  fnall  we  find  this  written,  and. 
Wiat  verfe  ?  vou  fhould  preach  with  a  method,,  mailer: 
Sad. 

Wid.  Gentlemen,  if  ever  he  fpoke  fo  much  dangerous 
fenfe  before  (either  of  love  or  reafon)  hang  me. 

Sad.  Madam,  my  love  is  no  news  where  you  are 
know,  your  fcorn  has  made  it  publick  ;  and  though  it 
could  gain  no  return  from  you,  yet  others  have 
efieemed  me  for  the  faith  and  conicancy  I  have  pay'd 
here. 

Plea/.  Did  not  I  foretell  you  of  his  love  ?  I  foreiaw 
this  danger,  fnall  I  never  live  to  fee  wit  and  love  dwell 
together  ? 

Caft.  I  am  but  a  poor  foldier,  and  yet  never  reaeh'd 
to  the  honour  of  being  a  lover ;  yet  from  my  own  ob- 
fervations,  matter  Sad,  take  a  truth ;  'tis  a  folly  to  be- 
lieve any  woman  laves  a  man  for  being  conilant  to  an- 
other ^ 
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i&ther ;  they  diffemble  their  hearts  only,  and  hate  a  man 

flove  worfe  than  a  wencher. 
Jolly.  And  they   have  reafon  ;  for  if  they  have  the 
ace  to  be  kind,  he  that  loves  the  fex  may  be  theirs. 
Care.    When  your  conftant  lover,  if  a  woman  have  & 
llmind  to  him,  and  be  bleft  with  fo  much  grace  to  difcover 
1  t;  he,  out  of  the  noble  miftake  of  honour,  hates  her  for 

and  tells  it  perchance,  and  preaches  reafon  to  her 
aflion,  and  crys,  miferable  beauty,  to  be  fo  unfortu- 
ate  as  to  inhabit  in  fo  much  frailty! 

Capt.  This  counfel  makes  her  hate  him  more  than  me 
ov'd  before  ;  thefe  are  troubles,  thofe  that  love  are  fub- 
jeft  to ;  while  We  look  on  and  laugh,  to  fee  both  thus 
flav'd  while  we  are  free. 

Care.  My  prayers  Hill  mail  be,  Lord  deliver  me  from 
love. 

Caff.  'Tis  plague,  peftilence,  famine,  fword,  and 
fometimes  fudden  death. 

Sad..  Yet  I  love,  I  mufl  love,  I  will  love,  and  I  do 
love. 

C-ft.  In  the  prefent  tenfe. 

Wid.  No  more  of  this  argument,  for  love's  fake. 

Capt.  By  any  means,  madam,  give  him  leave  to  love; 
and  you  are  refolv'd  to  walk  tied  up  in  your  own  arms, 
with  your  love  as  vifible  in  your  face,  as  your  miilrefs's 
colours  in  your,  hat ;  that  any  porter  at  Charing-crofs 
may  take  you  like  a  letter  at  the  carriers,  and  having 
read  the  fuperfcription,  deliver  mailer  Sad  to  the  fair 
hands  of  miilrefs  or  my  lady  fuch  a  one,  lying  at  the  fign 
of  the  hard  heart. 

Plea/.  And  (he,  if  me  has  wit  (as  I  believe  me  hath) 
wil:  fcarce  pay  the  poll  for  the  pacquet. 

ll'i.i.  '1  reafon!  how  now,  niece,  join  with  the 
enemy  ?  [7/''n'  gfottht  Captain  wine* 

Capt.  A  health,  Ned,  what  iliall  I  call  it  ? 

Care/.  To  mailer  Sad,  he  needs  it  that  avows  himfelf 
a  lover. 

Sad.  Gentlemen,  you  have  the  advantage,  the  time, 
the  place,  the  company  ;  but  we  may  meet  when  your 
jvits  mall  not  have  fuch  advantage  as  my  love. 

Pi 
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Pleaf.  No  more  of  love,  I  am  fo  fick  on't. 

Con  ft.  By  your  pardon,  miftrefs,  I  muit  not  leave 
love  thus  unguarded,  I  vow  myfelf  his  follower. 

Jolly.  Much  good  may  love  do  him,  give  me  a  glafs 
of  wine  here  ;  Will,  let  them  keep  company  with  the 
blind  boy,  give  us  his  mother,  and  let  them  preach 
again ;  hear  that  will  ;  he  has  good  luck,  perfwades  me 
'tis  an  ugly  fin  to  lie  with  a  handfome  woman. 

Capt.  A  pox  upon  my  nurfe,  fhe  frighted  me  fo  when 
I  was  young  ^with  ftories  of  the  devil,  I  was  almoft 
fourteen  e'er  I  could  prevail  with  reafons  to  unbind  my 
reafon,  it  was  fo  flav'd  to  faith  and  confcience ;  fhe 
made  me  believe  wine  was  an  evil  fpirit,  and  fornication 
was  like  the  whore  of  Babylon,  a  fine  face,  but  a  dragon 
under  her  pety-coats ;  and  that  made  me  have  a  mind -to 
peep  under  all  I  met  fince. 

Wid.  Pie,  fie,  for  fhamer  do  not  talk  fa;  are  you 
not  afham'd  to  glory  in  fin,  as  if  variety  of  women  were 
none? 

Jolly.  Madam,  we  do  not  glory  in  fornication; 
and  yet  I  thank  God,  I  cannot  liv^e  without  a  woman, 

Capt.  Why,  do's  your  ladyfhip  think  it  a  fin  to  lye 
with  variety  of  handfome  women  ?  if  it  be,would  I  were 
the  wicked' ft  man  in  the  company. 

Pleaf.  You  have  been  mark'd  for  an  indifferent  fin- 
ner  that  way,  captain. 

Capt.  Who  I  ?  no  faith,  I  was  a  fool,  but  and  I  were 
to  begin  again,  I  would  not  do  as  I  have  done,  I  kept 
one ;  but  if  ever  I  keep  another,  hang  me  ;  nor  would 
I  advife  any  friend  of  mine  to  do  it. 

Jolly.  Why,  I  am  fure  'tis  a  provident  and  fafeway; 
a  man  may  always  be  provided  and  found. 

Pleaf.  Fie  upon  this  difcourfe. 

Capt .  Thofe  confiderations  betrayed  me  :  a  pox,  it 
is  a  dull  fin  to  travel,  like  a  carrier's  horfe,  always  one 
road. 

Wid.  Fie,  captain,  repent  for  fhame,  and  marry. 

Capt.  Your  ladyfhip  would  have  faid,  marry,  and  re- 
pent ;  no,  though  it  be  not  the  greateft  pleafure,  yet 
it  is  better  than  marrying  ;  for  when  I  am  weary  of  her, 

my 
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ny  unconftancy  is  term'd  virtue,  and  I  (hall  be  faid  to 
urn  to  <rrace.  Beware  of  women  for  better  for  worfe ; 
or  our  wicked  nature,  when  her  fport  is  lawful, 
loys  ilraight ;    therefore,    rather  than  marry,  keep  a 

ench. 

Jolly.  Faith,  he  is  in  the  right,  for  'tis  the  fame  thing 
n  number  and  kind  ;  and  then  the  fport  is  quickned, 
nd  made  poignant  with  fin. 

Capt.  Yet  'tis  a  fault,  faith,  and  I'll  perfwade  all  my 
riends  from  it ;  efpecially  here  where  any  innovation  is 
langerous ;  'twas  the  newnels  of  the  fin  that  made  mc 
infer  in  the  opinion  of  my  friends;  and  I  was  con- 
demned by  all  forts  of  people  ;  not  that  I  finn'd,  but  that 

finn'd  no  more. 

Care.  Why  ay,  hadft  thou  been  wicked  in  fafliion, 
ind  privily  lain  with  ev'ry  body,  their  guilt  would  have 
nade  them  protect  thee  ;  fo  that  to  be  mere  wicked  is 
o  be  innocent,  at  leaft  fafe ;  a  wicked  world,  Lord 
)elp  us, 

Capt.  But  being  particular  to  her,  and  not  in  love, 
nor  fubject  to  it,  taking  an  antidote  ev'ry  morning, 
before  1  venture  into  thole  infectious  places  where  love 
md  beauty  dwell ;  this  enraged  the  maiden  beauties  of  the 
rime,  who  thought  it  a  prejudice  to  their  beauties  to  fee 
me  carelefs,  and  fecurely  pafs  by  their  conquering  eyes ; 
my  name  being  found  amongft  none  of  thofe  that  deck'd 
their  triumphs.  But  from  this  'tis  eafy  to  be  fafe,  for 
their  pride  will  not  let  them  love,  nor  my  leifure  me. 
Then  the  old  ladies,  that  pay  for  their  pleafures ;  they, 
upon  the  news,  beheld  me  with  their  natural  frowns 
defpairing  when  their  money  could  not  prevail;  and 
hated  me  when  they  heard  that  I  for  my  pleafure  would 
pay  as  large  as  they. 

Jolly.  Gentlemen,  take  warning;  a  fee  from  ev'iy 
man  ;  for  by  this  day*  there's  ftrange  counfel  in  this 
confeflion, 

Wid.  Captain,    you  forget  to  pledge  mr.    Carelefs ; 
here,  will  you  not  drink  a  cup  of  wine  ?  Who's  there  ? 
bring  the  oy tiers. 
Capt,  Yer,  madam,  if  you  pleafe, 

f  mid. 
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■   Wild.  Proceed,  captain. 

Plea/.  Fie,  mr.  Wild,  are  you  not  alham'd  to  en- 
courage him  to  this  filthy  difcourfe  ? 

Capt.  A  glafs  of  wine  then,  and  I'll  drink  to  all  the 
new  married  wives,  that  grieve  to  think  at  what  rate 
their  fathers   purchafe  a  little  hufband.     Thefe  when 

they  lie  thirfting  for  the  thing  they  paid  fo  dear  for 1 

Enter  a  Scr<va?it  <v:itb  oyfters. 

Care.  Thefe  methinks,  mould  be  thy  friends,  and 
point  thee  out  as  a  man  for  them. 

Capt.  Yes,  till  the  faithful  nurfe  cries;  alas,  ma- 
dam, he  keeps  fuch  a  one,  he  has  enough  at  home ; 
then  (he  fwells  with  envy  and  rage  againft  us  both,  calls 
my  miftrefs  ugly,  common,  unfafe ;  and  me,  a  weak 
fecure  fool. 

Jolly.  Thefe  are  ft  range  truths,  madam. 

Wid.  Ay,  ay,  but  thefe  oyfters  are  a  better  jell. 

Capt.  But  fhe's  abus'd  that-  will  let  fuch  reafon  tame 
lier  defire,  and  a  fool  in  love's  fchool  ;  elfe  Ihe  would 
not  be  ignorant  that  variety  is  fuch  a  friend  to  love,  that 
he  which  rifes  a'  funk  coward  from  the  lady's  bed,  would 
find  new  fires  at  her  maid's ;  nor  ever  yet  did  the  man 
want  fire,  if  the  woman  would  bring  the  fuel. 

Plea/.  For  god's  fake,  leave  this  difcourfe. 

Wid.  The  captain  has  a  mind  we  fhould  eat  no  oy- 
fters. 

Wild.  Aunt,  we  came  to  be  merry,  and  we  will  be 
merry,  and  you  (hall  ftay  it  out ;  proceed,  captain. 

Wid.  Fie,  captain,  I'm  afham'd  to  hear  you  talk 
thus :  marry,  and  then  you  will  have  a  better  opinion  of 
women. 

Capt.  Marry  !  yes,  this  knowledge  will  invite  me,  it 
is  a  good  encouragement,  is  it  not  think  you  ?  What  is 
your  opinion  ?  were  not  thefe  marriages  made  in  heaven  ? 
JBy  this  good  day,  all  the  world  is  mad,  and  makes  hafte 
to  be  fool'd,  but  we  four :  and  I  hope  there's  none  of  us 
believes  there  has  any  marriages  been  made  in  heaven 
fxnce  Adam. 

Jolly.  By  my  faith,  'tis  thought  the  devil  gav£  the 
ring  there  too, 
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Wid:  Nephew,  I'll  fwear  Til  be  gone. 

Capt.  Hold  her,    Ned,  [He points  at  Sadd.]  me  goe# 
not  yet ;  there's  a  fourth  kind  of  women  that  concerns 

her  more  than   all  the  reft,  Ecce  ftgnum fhe  is  one 

of  thofe,  who  cloath'd  in  purple,  triumph  over  their 
<lead  hulbands ;  thefe  will  be  catch'd  at  nrft  fight,  and 
at  full  fight  mult  be  caught ;  'tis  a  bird  that  mull  be 
fhot  flying,  for  they  never  fit ;  if  a  man  delay,  they 
cool,  and  fall  into  confiderations  of  jointure,  and  friends 
opinion  ;  in  which  time,  if  fhe  hears  thou  keep'ft  a 
wench,  thou  had' ft  better  be  a  begger  in  her  opinion  ; 
for  then  her  pride,  it  may  be,  would  betray  her  to  the 
vanity  of  fetting  up  a  proper  man  (as  they  call  it;)  but 
for  a  wencher,  no  argument  prevails  with  your  widow ; 
for  me  believes  they  have  fpent  too  much  that  way,  to 
J>e  able  to  pay  her  due  benevolence. 

Wid.  As  1  live,  I'll  be  gone,  if  you  fpeak  one  word 
more  of  this  uncivil  fubjecl. 

Jolly,  Captain,  let  me  kifs  thy  cheek,  for  that  widow ; 
you  underftand  this,  widow  ?  1  fay  no  more  ;  here  cap- 
tain, here's  to  thee  ;  as  it  goes  down,  a  pox  of  care. 

Wid.  Jefus !  mr.  Jolly,  have  you  no  obfervations  of 
the  court,  that  are  fo  affected  with  this  of  the  town  ? 

Conji.  Faith,  they  fay,  there's  good  fport  there  fome- 
times. 

Plea/.  Mr.  Jolly  is  afraid  to  let  us  partake  of  his 
knowledge. 

Jolly.  No  faith,  madam. 

Capt.  By  this  drink,  if  he  flay  till  I  have  eaten  a  few 
more,  I'll  defcribe  it. 

Jolly.  What  mould  I  fay  ?  'tis  certain  the  court  is  the 
braveft  place  in  the  kingdom  for  fport,  if  it  were  well 
look'd  to,  and  the  game  preferv'd  fair  ;  but  as  'tis,  a 
man  may  fooner  make  a  fet  in  the  Strand.  And  it  will 
never  be  better  whilft  your  divine  lovers  inhabit  there. 

Care.  Let  the  king  make  me  mafter  of  the  game. 

Capt.  And  admit  us  laiety-lovers. 

Jolly.  I  would  he  would ;  for  as  'tis,  there's  no  hopes 
s.mongit  the  ladies ;  beiides,  'tis  fuch  an  example  to  fee 
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%  king  and  queen  good  hufband  and  wife,  that  to  be  kini  J 
%vill  grow  out  of  faftiion. 

Caft.  Nay,  that's  not  all,  for  the  women  grow  ma- 
licious, becaufe  they  are  not  courted  ;  nay,  they  bred 
all  the  lalt.  inifchiefs,  and  call'd  the  king's  chaftity  a  neg- 
lect of  them. 

Jolly.  Thou  art  in  the  right ;  an  Edward,  or  a  Harry, 
with  feven  queens  in  buckram,  that  haught  among  the  men, 
and  ftroak'd  the  women,  are  the  monarchs  they  wifh  to 
bow  to ;  they  love  no  tame  princes,  but  lions  in  the 
foreft. 

Caft.  Why,  and  thofe  were  properly  caiTd  the  fa- 
thers of  their  people,  that  were  indeed  akin  to  their  no- 
bility ;  now  they  wear  out  their  youth  and  beauty,  with- 
out hope  of  a  monumental  ballad,  or  trophy  of  a  li- 
bel that  fhall  hereafter  point  at  fuch  a  lord,  and  cry, 
that  is  the  royal  fon  of  fuch  a  one. 

Jolly.  And  thefe  were  the  ways  that  made  them  power- 
ful at  home ;  for  the  city  is  a  kind  of  tame  beait,  you 
may  lead  he*  by  the  horns  any  whither,  if  you  but 
tickle  them  in-  the  ear  fometimes.  Queen  Beis  of  fa- 
mous memory,  had  the  trick  on't ;  and  I  have  heard 
them  fay,  in  eighty -eight,  e'er  I  was  born,  as  well  as  I 
can  remember,  Ihe  rode  to  Tilbury  on  that  bonny  beaft, 
the  mayor. 

Capt.  I  would  I  might  counfel  him,  I'd  fo  reform  the 
Court. 

Care,  Never  too  foon  ;  for  now,  when  a  ftranger 
comes  in,  and  fpies  a  covey  of  beauties  would  make  a 
faulconer  unhood,  before  he  can  draw  his  leafh  he  is 
warn'd  that's  a  mark'd  partridge  ;  and  that,  and  every 
he,  has  by  their  example  a  particular  Ihe. 

Wihk  By  this  light,  the  fix  fair  maids  itand  like  the 
working-days  in  the  almanack  ;  one  with  A  fcored  up- 
on her  breaft,  that  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  belong  to 
fuch  a  lord  ;  the  next  with  B,  for  an  eider  brother ;  C, 
for  fuch  a  knight ;  D  poftefs'd  with  melancholy,  and  at 
her  breaft  you  may  knock  an  hour  e'er  you  get  an  an- 
fwer,  and  thenhVU  tell  you,  there's  no  lodging  there; 
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fte  has  a  confiant  fellow  courtier  that  has  taken  up  all 
her  heart  to  his  own  ufe :  in  fhort,  all  are  difpos'd  of 
but  the  good  mother;  and  (he  comes  in  like  the  fabbath, 
at  the  week's  end  ;  and  I  warrant  her  to  make  any  one 
reft  that  comes  at  her. 

Care.  Ay  marry,  if  Hie  were  like  the  Jews  fab- 
bath, it  were  fomewhat ;  but  this  looks  like  a  broken 
commandment,  that  has  had  more  work  done  upon  her, 
than  all  the  week  befides. 

Capt.  And  what  think  you,  is  not  this  finely  carry'd  ? 
you  that  are  about  the  king  counfel  him,  if  he  will 
have  his  fport  fair,  he  muft  let  the  game  be  free,  as  it  has 
been  in  former  ages  ;  then  a  ftranger  that  has  wit,  good 
means,  and  handfome  cloaths,  no  fooner  enters  the  privy 
chamber,  and  beats  about  with  three  graceful  legs,  but 
he  fprings  a  miftrefs  that  danc'd  as  well  as  he,  fung 
better,  as  free  as  fair ;  thofe  at  firft  fight  could  fpeak, 
for  wit  is  always  acquainted  :  thefe  fools  muft  be  akin  e'er 
they  can  fpeak  ;  and  now  the  friends  make  the  bargain, 
and  they  go  to  bed  e'er  they  know  why. 

Jolly.  Faith,  he's  in  the  right,  you  {hall  have  a  buz- 
zard now  hover  and  beat  after  a  pretty  wench,  till  (he 
is  fo  weary  of  him  file's  fore'd  to  take  her  bed  for  co- 
vert, and  find  lefs  danger  in  being  trufs'd  than  in  fly- 
ing. 

Capt.  And  what  becomes  of  all  this  pudder?  after  he 
has  made  them  fport  for  one  night,  to  fee  him  touze  the 
quarry,  he  carries  her  into  the  country,  and  there  they 
two  fly  at  one  another  till  they  are  weary. 

Care,  And  all  this  mifchief  comes  of  love  and  con- 
ftancy  ;  we  fhall  never  fee  better  days  till  there  be  ah  acl 
of  parliament  againft  it ;  enjoining  hufbands  not  to  till 
their  wives,  but  change  and  lay  them  fallow. 

Jolly.  A  pox,  the  women  will  never  confent  to  it ; 
they'll  be  till'd  to  death  firft. 

Wid.  Gentlemen,  you  are  very  bold  with  the  fex. 

Capt.  Faith,  madam,  it  is  our  care  of  them ;  why 
you  fee  they  are  married  at  fourteen,  yield  a  crop  and  a 
half,  and  then  die  ;  'tis  meerly  their  love  that  deitroys 

VoLIX.  R  'cm; 
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'em ;  for  if  they  get  a   good   hufbandman,    the    poor 
things  yield  their  very  hearts. 

Pica/.  And  do  you  blame  their  loves,  gentlemen  ? 

Jolly.  No,  not  their  love,  but  their  difcretion  ;  let 
them  love,  and  do,  a  God's  name  ;  but  let  them  dd 
with  difcretion. 

Wild.  But  how  will  vou  amend  this  ? 

Jolly.  In  Head  of  two  beds  and  a  phyTician,  I'd  have 
the  ftate  prefcribe  two  wives  and  a  miftrefs. 

Wild.  Ho  !  it  will  never  be  granted  ;  the  ftate  is  made 
up  of  old  men*  and  they  rind  work  enough  with  one. 

Jolly.  We  will  petition  the  lower  houfe,  there  are 
young  men,  and  (if  it  were  but  to  be  factious)  would 
pafs  it,  if  they  thought  the  upper  houfe  would  crofs  it; 
befides,  they  ought  to  do  it.  Death  !  they  provide  againft 
cutting  down  old  trees,  and  preferving  highways  and 
poft-horfes,  and  let  pretty  wenches  run  to  decay. 

Care.  Why  may  it  not  come  within  the  ftatute  of  de- 
population ?  As  I  live,  the  ftate  ought  to  take  care  of 
thofe  pretty  creatures :  be  you  judge,  madam,  is't  not  a 
fad  fight  to  fee  a  rich  young  beauty,  with  all  her  inno- 
cence and  bloffoms  on>  fubject  tofome  rough  rude  fellow} 
that  ploughs  heVj  and  efteems  and  ufes  her  as  a  chattel, 
till  (he  is  fo  lean,  a  man  may  find  as  good  grafs  upon  the 
common,  where  it  may  be  (he'll  fit  coughing  with  funk 
eyes,  fo  weak,  that  a  boy  (with  a  dog)  that  can  but 
whittle,  may  keep  a  fcore  of  them  ? 

Wid.  You  are  ftrangely  tharitable  to  our  fex  on  a 
fudden. 

Capt.  I  know  net  what  they  are  ;  but,  for  my  parf? 
111  be  a  tray  tor  e'er  I'll  look  on,  and  fee  beauty  go  thus 
to  wreck  :  it  is  enough  cuftom  has  made  us  furFer  them 
to  be  inclos'd  ;  I  am  fure  they  were  created  common , 
and  for  the  ufe  of  man,  and  not  intended  to  be  fuojedt 
to  jealoufy  and  choler,  or  to  be  bought  or  fold,  or  let 
for  term  of  lives  or  years,  as  they  are  now,  or  elf.  fold 
at  out-crys ;  oh  yes !  who'll  give  mott,  take  her. 

Wid.  Why  do  not  fome  of  you  excellent  men  mar- 
ry, and  mend  all  thefe  errors  by  your  good  example  ? 

Jolly. 
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J'ol.  Becaufe  we  want  fortunes  to  buy  rich  wives,  or 
keep  poor  ones,  and  be  loath  to  get  beggers>  or  whores, 
as  well  as  I  love  'em. 

Plea/.  Why,  are  all  their  children  fo  that  have  no  for- 
tune, think  you  ? 

Jol.  No,  not  all :  I  have  heard  of  Whittington  and 
his  cat,  and  others,  that  have  made  fortunes  by  ilrange 
means;  but  I  fcarce  believe  my  fon   would  rife  from 
hope,  a  half-peny,  and  a  lamb's-fkin  :  and  the  wehches 
commonly  having  more  wit  and   beauty  than  money,, 
forefeeing  fmall  portions,  grew  fad,   and  read  romance?, 
till  their  wit  fpy  fome  unfortunate  merit  like  their  own, 
without  money  too*  and  they  two  figh  after  one  another 
till  they  grow  myfterious  in  colours,   and  become  a  pro- 
verb for  their  conftancy  ;  and  when  their  love  has  worn" 
out  the  caufe,  marry,   in  the  end,  a  new  couple  -,  then 
grown  afham'd  of  the  knowledge  they  fo  long  hunted,  - 
at  length  part  by  confent^  and  vanifh  into  Abigail  ar.d 


governor 


Wid.  Well,  gentlemen,  excufe  me  for  this  one  tme; 
and  if  ever  I  invite  you  to  dinner  again,  punifh  me  with 
fuch  another  difcourfe  :  in  the  mean  time  let's  go  in  and 
dine^  meat  Hays  for  us.  [Exeunt  enmes-* 


Act.  III.     Seen.  1. 

Enter  all  from  dinner, 

Capt.  TTJVAith,  madam,  we  were  refolv'd  to  be  merry; 
[^  we  have  not  met  thefe  three  years  till  to  day, 
and  at  the  Bear  we  meant  to  have  din'd  ;  and  fince  your 
ladyfhip  would  have  our  company,  you  muft  pardon  our 
humour.  Here,mrs.  Sad,  here's  the  widow's  health  to  you. 

Wid.  Nephew,  how  do  you  difpofe  of  yourfelf  this 
afternoon  ? 

Wild,  We  have  a  defign  we  muft  purfue,  which  will 
rid   you  of  all  this  troublefome  .company  ;  and  we'll 
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.make  no  excufe,  becaufe  you  peeped  into  our  privacies 
to-day. 

Care.  Your  humble  fervant,  ladies ;  gentlemen,  we'll 
leave  you  to  purfue  your  fortunes .  [Exit  Care, 

Jolly.  Farewell,  widow,  may'il  thou  live  unmarried  till 
thou  run'il:  av\ay  with  thyfelf.  [Exit  Jelly. 

Ca-pt.  No,  no,  when  that  day  comes,  command  the 
humbleft  of  your  lervants.  [Exit  Captai?j. 

Wild.  Farewell,  aunt  j  fv\eet  miftrefs  Pleafant,  I  wifti 
you  good  fortune.  [Exit  Wild. 

Wid.  Farewell,  farewell,  gentlemen;  niece,  now  if 
we  could  be  rid  of  thefe  troublefome  lovers  too,  we 
would  go  fee  a  play.  \Ajide* 

Pieaf.  Rid  of  them  ?  why,  they  are  but  now  in  fea- 
fon  ;  as  I  live,  I  would  do  as  little  to  give  mine  con- 
tent as  any  fhe  in  town,  and  yet  I  do  not  grudge  him  the 
happinefs  of  carrying  me  to  a  play. 

Wid.  Ay,  but  the  world  will  talk,  becaufe  they  pre- 
tend ;  and  then  we  fhall  be  fure  to  meet  my  nephew 
there,  and  his  wild  company,  and  they  will  laugh  to  fee 
ps  together. 

Phaf.  Who  will  you  have,  Tim  the  butler,  or  For- 
mal your  gentleman- ufher  ?  I  would  take  Philip  the 
foreman  of  the  fhop  as  foon. 

Wid.  Let's  mafk  ourfelves,  and  take  Secret,  and  go 
alone  by  water. 

Pica/.  Yes,  and  follow  her  like  one  of  my  aunts  of 
the  fuburbs ;  it  is  a  .good  way  to  know  what  you  may 
yield  in  a  market ;  for  Til  undertake,  there  are  thole 
ihall  bid  for  you  before  the  play  will  be  done. 

Secret.  As  I  live,  madam,  mrs.  Pleafant  is  in  the 
right ;  I  had  fuch  a  kindnefs  offered  me  once,  and  I 
came  to  a  price  with  him  in  knavery ;  and  hang  me,  if 
the  rogue  was  not  putting  the  earneft  of  his  affection  in- 
to  my  hand. 

Wid.  Let's  go  to  the  glafs-houfe  then. 

Pleaf.  I'll  go  to  a  play  with  my  fervant,  and  fo  fhall 
you  ;  hang  opinion,  and  we'll  go  to  the  glafs-houfe 
afterwards ;  it  is  too  hot  to  fup  early. 

Secret. 
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Secret.  Pray  madam  go,  they  fay  'tis  a  fine  play,  and 
a  knight  writ  it. 

Pleaf.  Pray  let  Secret  prevail,  Til  propofe  it  to  the 
lovers  ym  the  mean  time  go  you,  and  bid  the  coachman 
make  ready  the  coach. 

[Secret  tubifpcrs  Sad,    "'twill  take. 

Secret..  Alas,,  madam  !  he's  nek,,  poor  fellow,  and 
gone  to  bed,  he  could  not  wait  at  dinner. 

Wid.  Sick  ? 

Pleaf.  Why,,  fee  how  all  things  work  for  the  young 
men,  either  their  coach,  or  afoot ! — Mr.  Conftant,  what 
think  you  of  feeing  a  play  this  afternoon  ?  is  it  not  too 
hot  to  venture  this  infectious  time  ? 

Ccnft.  P'ie,  madam,  there's  no  danger,  the  bill  de? 
ereas'd  twenty  laft  week. 

Sad.  I  fwear,  they  fay,  'tis  a  very  good  play  to  day. 

Wid.  Shall  we  go,  niece  f 

Pleaf,  Faith  'tis  hot,  and  there's  no  body  but  we. 

Sad.  Do's  that  hinder  ?  pray  madam,  grudge  us  not 
the  favour  of  venturing  yourfelf  in  our  company. 

Wid.  Come,  leave  this  ceremony,  I'll  go  in,  and  put 
on  my  mafk  ;  Secret  lhall  bring  yours. 

PUaf.  No,  I'll  go,  and  put  it  on  within. 

[Exeunt  tmnet. 


A&.  III.    Seen.  2. 

Enter  Wild,  Car  clefs,   Captain  a?id  Jolly. 

Care.  T^  Y  this  day,  you  have  nettled  the  widow. 

JJ   Wild.   The  Captain   neglected  his  dinner  for 
his  mirtn,  as  if  he  had  forgot  to  cat. 

Jolly.  When  did  he  overfee  his  drinking  fo  ? 
Capt.  Gentlemen,  ftill  it   is  my  fortune  to  make  your 
worfhips  merry. 

Wild.  As  I  live,  Captain,  I  fubferibe,  and  am  content 
to   hold  my  wit  as  a   tenant  to  thee  ;  and  to  night  I'll 
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invite  you  to  fupper,  where  it  mall  not   be  lawful  to 
fpeak  till  thou  has  vidtual'd  thy  man  of  war, 

Capt.  Stall's  be  merry  ?  what  fhall  we  have  ? 

Wild.  Half  a   fcore  diftes  of  meat,    choofe  t 
vlelf. 

Capt.  Provide  me  then  tlie  c;  a,  and  the  fai- 

mon  calver'd,  a  carp,  ar.d  black  fauce,  red -dear  in  the 

J,  and  an  arTemlly  of  woodcocks,  and  jack-f. 
fo  fat  you  would  think  they  had  their  winding  fheets 
on  j  and  upon  thefe,  as  their  p^ges,  let  me  have  wait 
your  SufTex  wheat- ear,  with  a  feather  in  his  cap;  over 
all  which  let  our  countryman,  general  Chine  of  beef, 
command:  I  hate  your  French  pottage,  that  looks  as 
the  cook-maid  had  more  hand  in  it  than  the  cook... 

Wild,  Til  promife  you  all  this. 

Care.  And  let  me  alone  to  cook  the  fid 

Copt.  You  cook  it  r  no,  no,  I  left  an  honeft  fellow  in 
vhen  I  went  into  Italy,  fignior  Ricardo  Ligones, 
'one  of  the  ancient  houfe  of  the  Armenian  ambauadours  j 
l  be  alive,  he  mall  be  our  cook. 

Wild.  Is  he  fo  excellent  at  : 

Capt.  Ejc  y?  youfnalltry;  v. 

I  tell  you,  I  faw  him  once  drefs  a  fhooing-horn,  and  a 
jovner's  apron,  that  the  company  left  pheaiant  for  it. 

Wild    A  fhooing-horn  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  a  fhooing-horn ;  marry,  there  was  garlick 
m  the  fauce. 

Wild.  Is  this  all  you  would  have  ? 

Capt.  This,  and  a  bird  of  paradife,  to  entertain  the 
of  the  night,  and  let  me  alone  to  cook  her. 

Wild.  A  bird  of  paradife,  what's  that  ? 

C  -?.   A  girl  of  fifteen,  fmooth  as  fattin,   white  as  her 
Sunday  apron,  plump,  and  of  the  firfl  down  :  I'll 
her  with  her  guts  in  her  belly,  and  warm  her  with  a 
ce  or  two,  the:"-  her,  and  lay  her  cry 

a  couple  of  iheets  ;  there  pour  into  her  for. 
oil  of  wit  ai  will  make  her  turn  to  a  man,  and  flick  into 
her  heart  three  corns  of  whole  love,  to  make  her  tafte 
Of  what   fhe   is    doing;  then   having  lire-wed  a  man  all 
ever  her.  flint  the  door,  and  leave  us,  we  11  v»ork  our- 
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ielves  into  fuch  a  fauce  as  you  can  never  furfeit  on,  fq; 
poignant,  and  yet  no  hautgout ;  take  heed  of  a  haut  gouty 
your  onion  and  woman  make  the  worft  fauce ;  this 
fhook  tog-ether  by  an  Englifh  cook  (for  your  French 
feafoning  fpoils  many  a  woman)  and  there's  a  difh  for 
a  king. 

Wild.  For  the  firft  part,  Til  undertake. 

Capt.  But  this  for  (upper  ?  Captain,  no  more  of  this 
now ;  this  afternoon,  as  you  are  true  to  the  petticoat, 
obferve  your  inflrudlions,  and  meet  at  Ned's  houfe  in 
the  evening. 

0??mes.  We  will  not  fail. 

Capt.  I  mull  write  to  Wanton,  to  know  how  things, 
ft  and  at  home,  and  to  acquaint  her  how  we  have  thrived 
with  the  old  lady  to  day. 

Wild.  Whither  will  you  go  to  write  ? 

Capt.  To  thy  houfe,  'tis  hard  by,,  there's  the  Fleece. 

Jolly.  Do,  and  in  the  mean  time  Til  go  home  and 
difpatch  a  little  bufmefs,  and  meet  you. 

Wihk  Make  hade  then. 

Jelly.  Where  fhall  I  meet  you  ? 

Wild.  Whither  fhall  we  go  till  it  be  time  to  attend 
the  defign  ? 

Care.  Let's  go  to  court  for  an  hour. 

Jolly.  Do,  I'll  meet  you  at  the  queen's  fide. 

Wild.  No,  pr'ythee,  we  are  the  monfieurs  new  come 
Otfer;  and  if  we  go  fine  they  will  laugh  at  us,  and  think 
we  believe  ourfelves  fo  ;  if  not,  then  they  will  abufe  our 
cloaths,  and  fwear  we  went  into  France  only  to  have 
our  cloaks  cut  fhorter. 

Care.  Will  you  go  fee  a  play  ? 

Capt.  Do,  and  thither  I'll  come  to  you,  if  it  be  none 
of  our  gentlemen  poets,  that  excufe  their  writings  with 
a  prologue  that  profefles  they  are  no  fcholars. 

.Jolly.  On  my  word  this  is  held  the  bell  penn'd  of  the 
time,  and  he  has  writ  a  very  good  play  ;  by  this  day,  it 
Was  extreamly  applauded. 

Capt.  Does  he  write  plays  by  the  day?  indeed  a  man 
would  ha'  judged  him  a  labouring  poet. 
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Jolly.  A  labouring  poet !  by  this  hand  he's  a  knight  * 
upon  my  recommendation  venture  to  fee  it ;  hang  me  if 
you  be  not  extreamly  well  fatisf.ed. 

Care.  A  knight  and  write  plays  ?  it  may  be,  but  'tis 
ftrange  to  us ;  io  they  fay  there  are  other  gentlemen  poets 
without  land  or  latin  ;  this  was  not  ordinary ;  pr'ythee 
when  was  he  knighted  ? 

Jolly.  In  the  North,  the  lafl  great  knightingr  when 
'twas  God's  great  mercy  we  were  not  all  knights. 

Wild.  I'll  fwear  they  fay,  there  are  poets  that  have 
mere  men  in  liveries,  than  books  in  their  ftudies. 

Co}  .at  think  you,  gentlemen,  are  not  thefe 

things  to  ftart  a  man?  I  believe  'tis  the  firit,  time  you 

have  found  them  lie  at  the  fign  of  the  page,  foot-men 

and  gilded  coaches ;  they  were  wont  to  lodge  at  the  thin 

cloak,  they  and  their  mufes  made  up  the  family ;  and 

thence  fent  fcenes  to  their  patrons,  like  boys  in  a;  win- 

,and  one  would  return  with  a  doublet,  another  with 

*  pair  of  breeches,  a  third  with   a   little  ready  money  ; 

:h,  together- wirh  their  credit  with  a  company,  in 

c  terms  you  rarely  (aw  a  poet  repaired. 

Jelly.  This  truth  no  body  denies. 

Wild.  Pry'thee  let  us  refolve  what  we  fball  do,  led  we 
meet  with  fome  of  them :  for  it  feems  they  fwarm,  and 
I  fear  nothing  like  a  dedication,  though  it  be  but  of 
himfelf  ;  for  I  muft  hear  him  fay  more  than  either  I  de- 
ferve  cr  he  believes;  I  hate  that  in  a  poet,  they  mull  be 
dull,  or  all  upon  all  fubje&s ;  fo  that  they  can  oblige 
none  but  their  curfe. 

Jolly.  I  perceive  by  this  you  will  not  fee  the  play; 
what  think  you  of  going  to  Sim'f,  to  bowls,  till  I 
come  ? 

Care.  Yes,  if  you  will  go  to  fee  that  comedy ;  but 
there  is  no  reafon  we  fhould  pay  for  our  coming  in,  and 
act  too;  like  foine  whofe  intereft  in  the  timber  robs 
them  of  their  reaibn,  and  they  run  as  if  they  had  Hol^n 
a  biafs. 

Wild.  Refolve  what  you  will  do,   I  am  contented. 

Care,   Let's  go  walk  in  Spring-garden. 

Wild 
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Wild.  I'll  do  it  for  company,  but  I  had  as  ljve  be  rid 
in  the  horfe- market,  as  walk  in  that  fools  fair  ;  where 
neither  wit  nor  money  is,  nor  fure  to  take  up  a  wench ; 
there's  none  but  honeit  women. 

Capt.  A  pox  on't,  what  mould  we  do  there  ?  let's  go 
and  crofs  the  iield  to  Pike's ;  her  kitchen  is  cool  winter 
and  fummer. 

Care.  I  like  that  motion  well,  but  we  have  no  time, 
and  I  hate  to  do  that  bufinefs  by  half;  after  f upper,  if 
you  will,   we'll  go  and  make  a  night  on't. 

Capt.  Well,  I  mu;l  go  write,  therefore  refolve  of 
fomewhat ;  mall  I  propofe  an  indifferent  place  where  'tis 
probable  we  fhall  all  meet  ? 

Omnes .   Yes. 

Capt.  Go  you  before  to  the  devil,  and  Til  make 
hade  after. 

Care.  Agreed,  we  mail  be  fure  of  good  wine  there 
and  in  Frefco,  for  he  is  never  without  Patent  fnow. 

Wild.  Patent  fnow!  what' doth  that  project  hold  ? 

Jolly.  Yes,  faith,  and  now  there  is  a  commimon  ap  - 
pointed  for  toaits  againft  the  next  winter. 

Wild:  Marry,  they  are  wife,  and  forefaw  the  parlia- 
ment,, and  were  refolv'd  their  monopolies  mould  be  n3 
grievance  to  the  people; 

Capt.  Farewell,  you  will  be  fare  to  meet? 

Omnes.  Yes,  yes. 

[Exeunt  omntf* 


Aft.  III.    Seen.  3. 

Enter  Wanton  and  her  Maid,  with  lev  . 

Warn.  jTf  I  D  them  ply  him  clofe  and  flatter  him, 

f"j  rail  upon  the  old  lady  and  the  captain ;  and> 
do  you  near,  give  him  fome  hints  to  begin  the  Hon'  of 
his  life,  do  it  handfomly,  and  you  fhall  fee  the  lack  will 
clip  his  tongue. 
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Maid.  I  warrant  you,  Til  fit  him. 

Want.  When  he  is  in  his  difcourfe,  leave  him  and 
come  down  into  the  parlour,  and  Heal  away  his  box  with 
the  falfe  rings  that  ftands  by  his  bed-fide  ;  I  have  all  his 
little  plate  here  already. 

Maid.  Make  you  hafte,  Til  warrant  you  I'll  drefg 
him.  [Exeunt. 


Ad:.  III.    Seen.  4. 

Enter  the  Captain  nvith  a  letter  in  his  hand,  and  his  Boy 
to  him  with  a  candle  ',  is  goi?2g  to  <j:rite  thefvper- 
Jcription. 

Bey.  O  I R,  the  lady  Loveall  palled  by  even  now. 

^3  Capt.  The  lady  Loveall !  which^ay  went  (he? 
Boy.  To  the  rich  lady  the  widow,  where  your  wor- 
fliip  dined. 

Capt.  "Tis  no  matter  ;  here,  carry  this  letter,  and 
bring  an  anfwer  to  the  Devil  quickly  ;  and  tell  her  we'll 
ilay  there  till  the  time  be  fit  for  the  defign. 

[Exeunt, 


Aft.  III.  Seen.  5. 

Enter  Larehfs,  Wild,  and  a  Drawer,  at  the  Devil, 

Care,  T  Ack,  how  goes  the  wo:ld?  bring  us  fome  bottles 
of  the  belt  wine. 

Drawer.  You  (hall,  fir  5  your  wor (hip  is  welcome 
into  England. 

Care.  Why  look  you,  who  fays  a  Drawer  can  fay 
nothing,  but  anon,  anon,   fir?  fcore  a  quart  of  fack  in 

the  half-moon  ? 

Drawer* 
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Drawer.  Your  worihip  is  merry  ;  but  Til  fetch  you 
that,  fir,  fhall  fpeak  Greek,  and  make  your  worlhip  pro- 
phefy;  you  drank  none  fuch  in  your  journey. 

[Gives  him  an  angel. 

Wild.   Do  it  then,  and  make  a  hole  in  this  angel  thou 

may'rt,  creep  through Who  is't  that  peeps,  a  fiddler  ? 

bring  him  by  the  ears. 

Enter  the  Taylor  that  peeps . 

Taylor.  A  taylor,  an't  like  your  worfnip. 

Care.  A  taylor  !  haft  thou  a  ilout  faith  ? 

Taylor.  I  have  had,  an't  like  your  worihip  ;  but  now 
I  am  in  defpair. 

Care.  Why  then,  thou  art  damn'd;  go,  go  home, 
and  throw  thyfelf  into  thine  own  hell,  it  is  the  next  way 
to  the  other. 

Taylor.  I  hope  your  worihip  is  not  difpleas'd. 

Care.  What  do'fl  do  here  ?  a  taylor  without  faith ! 
do'il  come  to  take  meafure  of  ours : 

Taylor.  No,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  one  mailer  Jolly, 
a  courtier,  a  very  fine-fpoken  gentleman,  and  a  juft 
•compter,  but  one  of  the  woril  pay -mailers  in  the  world. 

Wild.  As  thou  lov'fl  me,  let's  keep  him  here  till  he 
comes,  and  make  him  valiant  with  fack,  that  he  may 
urge  him  till  he  beats  him;  we  fhall  have  the  fporr, 
aud  be  rcveng'd  upon  the  rogue  for  dunning  a  gentlemau 
in  a  tavern.  [A fide. 

Care.  Til  charge  him  :  here  drink,  poor  fellow,  and 
flay  in  the  next  room  till  he  comes. 

Taylor.  I  thank  your  worfhip,  but  I  am  filling;  and 
if  it  pleafe  your  worihip  to  call  for  a  dozen  of  mawciiCt3 
that  I  may  eat  a  craft  nrfl,  then  Til  make  bold  with  ? 
glafs  of  your  fack. 

Wild.  Here,  here,  drink,  in  the  mean  time  fetch  him 
fome  bread. 

Taylor.  Will  your  worfhip  have  me  drink  all  this  vef- 
fel  of  fack  ? 

Care .  Yes,  yes,  o.T  whh't,  'twill  do  you  no  harm. 

taylcr  d<  . 

Wild.  Why  do  you  not  take  fome  order  with  that 
Jolly  to  make  him  pay  thee  ? 
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Taylor.  I  have  petition1  d  him  often,  but  can  do  no 
good. 

Care.  A  pox  upon  him,  petition  him  !  his  heart  is 
hardned  to  ill,  threaten  to  arreft  him  -,  nothing  but  a  fer- 
jeant  can  touch  his  confcience. 

Taylor,  Truly,  gentlemen,  I  have  reafon  to  be  angry, 
for  he  ufes  me  ill,  when  I  afk  him  for  my  money. 

[_Jolly  /peaks  within* 

Jolly.  Where  is  matter  Wild,  and  matter  Carelefs  > 

Taylor.  I  hear  his  voice. 

Jolly.  Let  the  coach  flay.  How  now,  who  would 
he  fpeak  with  ? 

Enter  Jolly. 

Wild.  Do  not  you  know  ? 

Jolly.  Yes,  and  be   you  judge  if  the  rogue  does  not 
.fuffer  defervedly  ;  I  have  bid  him  any  time  this  twelve 
month  but  fend  his   wife,  I'll  pay  her,  and  the  rogue 
replies,  no  body  fhall  lie  with  his  wife  but  himfelf. 

Care.  Nay,  if  you  be  fuch  a  one. 

Taylor.  No  more  they  fhall  not,  I  am  but  a  poor 
man. 

Jolly.  By  this  hand,  he's  drunk. 

Taylor.  Nay  then,  I  arreft  you  in  mine  own  name  at 
hi§  majefty's  fuit. 

Wild.  As  1  live,  thou  fhalt  not  beat  him. 

Jolly.  Beat  him  !  I'll  kifs  him,  Til  pay  him,  and 
carry  him  about  with  me,  and  be  at  the  charge  of  fack 
to  keep  him  in  the  humour.  [He  hugs  the  quart  pot* 

Taylor.  Help,  refcue,.  I'll  have  his  body,  no  bail  fhall 
ferve. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Drawer.  Sir,  yonder  is  a  gentleman  would  fpeak 
with  you ;  I  do  not  like  his  followers. 

Jolly.  What  are  they,  bailiffs  ? 

Drawer.  Little  better. 

Jolly.  Send  him  up  alone,  and  ttand  you  ready  at  the 
flairs  feet. 

Care.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Jolly.  It  is  the  fcrivener  at  the  comer,  pick  a  quarrel 
with  him  for  coming  into  our  company ;  the  drawers  will 

be 
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be  armM  behind  them,  and  we  will  To  rout  the  rafcals ; 
take  your  fwords,  and  let  him  fleep. 
Care.  What  fcrivener  ! 

Jolly.    Crop  the   Brownift,  he  that  the  ballad    was 
made  on. 

Cafe.  What  ballad  ? 

Jolly.  Have  not  you  heard  of  the  fcrivener's  wife  that 
brought  the  black-moor  from  the  holy  land,  and  made 
him  a  Brownift;  and  in  pure  charity  lay  with  him,  and 
was  deliver' d  of  a  mag-pie ;  a  pied  prophet ;  which  when 
the  elect  faw,  they  prophefi'd,  if  it  liv'd,  'twould  prove 
a  great  enemy  to  their  feci: ;  for  the  midwife  cry'd  out, 
'twas  born  a  bimop,  with  tippet  and  white-fleeves ;  at 
which  the  zealous  mother  cry'd,  down  with  the  idol ; 
fo  the  midwife  and  fhe  in  pure  devotion  kill'd  it. 

Wild.  KilPd  it !  what  became  of  them  ? 

Jolly.  Why,  they  were  taken  and  condemn'd,  and 
fufferM  under  a  catholick  fheriff,  that  afHi&ed  them  with 
the  litany  all  the  way  from  Newgate  to  the  gallows*,, 
which  in  rog'ry  he  made  to  be  fet  up  altar-wife  too^ 
and  hang'd  them  without  a  pfalm. 

Wild.  But  how  took  they  that  breach  of  privilege  ? 

Jolly.  I  know  not,  Gregory  turned  them  oft,  and  fo 
they  descended,  and  became  Brown-martyrs. 

Wild.  And  is  the  hufband  at  door  now  ? 

Jolly.  Yes,  yes,  but  he's  married  again  to  a  rich- 
widow  at  Wapping,  a  wench  of  another  tem-perrone  that 
y<Fu  cannot  pleafe  better  than  by  abufir/g  him  ;  1  always 
pick  quarrels  with  him,  that  fhe  may  reconcile  us,  the 
peace  is  always  worth  a  dinner  at  lealt.     Hark,   I  hear 

him. Save  you,  mr.  Crop,  you  are  come  in  the  nick 

to  pledge  a  health. 

Crop.  No,  fir,  I  have  other  bufmefs,  fhall  I  be  paid 
my  monev,  or  no  I  [Jolly  drinks. 

Jolly.   Ye>. 

Crop.  Sir. 

Jolly.   You   afked  whether  you  fhould  be  pail  yciil 
money,  or  no,  and  I  faid,  yes. 
:>p.  Pray,  fir,  be  plain. 

Cart, 
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Care.  And  be  you  fo,  fir  ;  how  durft  you  come  into 
this  room,  and  company,  without  leave  ? 

Crop.  Sir,  I  have  come  into  good  lords  company, 
e'er  now. 

Care .  It  may  be  fo,  but  you  mall  either  fall  upon 
your  knees,  and  pledge  this  health,  or  you  come  no 
more  into  lords  companies,  no,  by  thefe  hilts. 

[They  tug  him  and  make  him  kneel. 

Crop.  'Tis  idolatry  ;  do,  martyr  me,  I  will  not  kneel, 
nor  joyn  in  fin  with  the  wicked. 

Jolly.  Either  kneel,  or  I'll  tear  thy  cloak,  which  by 
the  age  and  looks,  may  be  that  which  was  writ  for  in 
the  time  of  the  primitive  church. 

Crop.  Pay  me,  and  I'll  wear  a  better  :  it  would  be 
honefllier  done,  than  to  abufe  this,  and  profane  the 
text ;  a  text  that  fhews  your  bifhops  in  thofe  days  wore 
no  lawn-ileeves ;  and  you  may  be  afnanrd  to  proteft 
one  that  will  not  pay  his  debts  -,  the  cries  of  the  widow 
will  come  againft  you  for  it. 

Jolly.  Remember,  firrah,  the  dinners  and  fupper.% 
fat  venifon  and  good  words,  I  was  fain  to  give  ypmt 
chriftening  your  children  ftill,  by  the  way  of  brdk; 
count  that  charge,  and- how  often  I  have  kept  you  from 
fining  for  fheriff,  and  thou  art  in  my  debt  ;  then  I  am 
damn' d  for  fpeaking  well  of  thee  fo  often  againft  my 
confcience,  which  you  never  confider. 

Crop.  1  am  an  honeil  man,  fir. 

Jolly.  Then  ufhering  your  wife,  and  miitrefs  Ugly 
her  daughter,  to  plays  and  mafques  at  court ;  you  think 
thefe  courtehes  deferve  nothing  in  the  hundred ;  'tis 
true,  they  made  room  for  themlelves  with  their  dagger 
elbows ;  and  when  Spider  your  daughter  laid  about 
her  with  her  breath,  the  devil  would  not  have  fat 
near  her. 

Crop.  You  did  not  borrow  my  money  with  this  lan- 
guage. 

Jolly.  No,  firrah  ;  then  I  was  fain  to  flatter  you, 
and  endure  the  familiarity  of  your  family,  and  hear  (nay 
fain  fometimes  to  join  in)  the  lying  praifes  of  the  holy 
filler  that  expir'd  at  Tyburn. 

z  Crop , 
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Crop.  Do,  abufe  her,  and  be  corft  ;  'tis  well  known 
fhe  dy'd  a  martyr ;  and  her  blood  will  be  upon  fome  of 
you;  'tis  her  orphan's  money  I  require;  and  this  is  the 
laft  time  I'll  afk  it,  I'll  find  a  way  to  get  it. 

[He  offers  to  go,  and  Jolly  Jl ays  him. 

Jolly.  Art    ferious  ?    by  that  light,  I'll  confent,  and 
take  it  for  an  infinite  obligation  if  thou  wilt  teach  the  reit 
I  of  my   creditors   that  trick ;  'twill  fave  me  a  world  of 
labour  ;  for,  hang  me  if  I  know  how  to  do't. 

Crop.  Well,  fir,  fince  I  fee  your  refolution,  I  (hall 
make  it  my  bufmefs. 

Care.  Pr'ythee,  let's  be  rid  of  this  fool. 

Crop.  Fool !  let  him  pay  the  fool  his  money,  and  he'll 
be  gone. 

Jolly.  No,  fir,  not  a  farthing ;  'twas  my  bufmefs  to 
borrow  it,  and  it  mall  be  yours  to  get  it  in  again  ;  tv.v? 
by  this  hand,  I'llbefeailed  too,  and  have  good  words ; 
nay,   thou  fhalt   lend   me    more  e'er  thou   gefil 
again. 

Crop.  I'll  lay  my  aftion  upon  you. 

Jolly.  Your  a&ion  !  you  rogue,  lay  two. 

[They  kick  him,  and  thrkft  him  out  the  rocm 

Care.  Lay  three  for  battery — What  have  we  here  ? .  a 
fhe-creditor  too  ?  who  would  ihe  fpeak  with  ? 
Enter  Faithful,  Wild  and Qarelefs  return  and  meet  her. 

HVild.  She  looks  as  if  fhe  had  trailed  in  her  time. 

Care.  Would  you  fpeak  with  any  here,  old  gentle- 
woman ? 

Faith/.  My  bufmefs  is  to  mr.  Jolly. 

Care.  From  yourfelf,  or  are  you  but  a  meffenger? 

Faithf.  My  bufmefs,  fir,  is  from  a  lady. 

Care.  From  a  lady  !  from  what  lady,  pray?  why 
fo  coy  ? 

Faithf.  From  a  lady  in  the  town. 

Care.  Hoh  !  hoh !  from  a  lady  ip  the  town  j  is  it 
poffible  I  mould  have  guefl  you  came  from  a  lady  in 
the  fuburbs,  or  fome  country-madam,  by  your  rid- 
ing face  ? 

Z  . 
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Enter  Jolly  again. 

Jolly.  I  think  we  have  routed  the  rafcals. — Faithful  I 
what  makes  thy  gravity  in  a  tavern  ? 

Faithf.  Sport,  it  feems  for  your  faucy  companions.- 

Jolly.  Ho,  ho,  mull,  ho  ;  no  fury,  Faithful. 

Faithf.  'Tis  well,  fir  ;  my  lady  prefents  her  fervice 
to  you,  and  hath  fent  you  a  letter,  there's  my  bufmefs. 

Care.  Pr'ythee,  who  is  her  lady  ? 

Jolly.  The  lady  Loveall. 

Care.  Oh,  oh,  do's  flie  ferve  that  old  lady  ?  Go< 
help  her. 

Faithf.  God  help  her  !  pray  for  yourfelf,  fir,  my 
lady  fcorns  your  prayers. 

Jolly.  Faithful,  come  hither:  pr'ythee  is  thy  ladi 
drunk  ? 

Faithf  Drunk,  fir  ! 

Jolly.  Ay,  drunl*,  or  mad,  fheM  never  writ  this  elfe; 
fhe  requires  me,  her£,  to  fend  back  by  you  the  pearl  me 
gave  me  this  morning  ;  which  fure  (he'd  never  do  if  me 
were  fober ;  for  you  know,  I  earn'd  them  hard. 

Faithf  I  know  !  what  do  I  know  ?  you  will  not  de- 
fame my  lady,  will  you  ? 

Care.  By  no  means,  this  is  by  way  of  counfel ;  fie, 
give  a  thing,  and  take  a  thing  !  if  he  did  not  perform, 
he  fhall  come  at  night,  and  pay  his  fcores. 

Faithf  'Tis  well,  fir ;  is  this  your  return  for  my  lady's 
favours  ?  fhall  I  have  the  pearl,  fir  ? 

Jolly.  No ;  and  tell  her  'tis  the  opinion  of  us  all,  he 
that  opens  her  ftinking  oyfter  is  worthy  of  the  pearl. 

Faithf  You  are  a  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  iirrah ;  and  I 
fhall  live  to  fee  you  load  a  gallows,  when  my  lady  fhall 
find  the  way  to  her  own  again. 

Jolly.  If  fhe  m  fs,  there  are  divers  can  direct  her,  you 
know  ;  adieu,  Faithful,  do  you  hear?  fteal  privately 
down  by  the  back  door,  left  fome  knavifh  boy  ipy  thee, 
and  call  thine  age,  bawd.  [Exit  Faithful. 

Care.  Pr'ytliee,  who  is  this  thing  ? 

Jolly.  'Tis  may  lady's  waiting-woman,  her  bawd,  hor 
fhe  confeffor,  herfelf  a:  fecond  hand ;  her  beginning  was 

fimple 
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fimple  and  below  flairs,  till  her  lady  finding  her  to  be  a 
likely  promifing  bawd,  fecret  as  the  key  at  her  girdle, 
obedient  as  her  thoughts,  thofe  virtues  raiied  her  from 
the  flat  petticoat,  and  kercher,  to  the  gcrget  and  bum- 
roll  ;  and  I  remember  'twas  good  fport  at  firft,  to  fee 
the  wench  perplex'd  with  her  metamorphofis ;  fhe  fince 
has  been  in  love  with  all  the  family,  and  now  fighs  after 
the  Levite ;  and  if  he  forfake  her  too,  I  prophefy,  a 
waiting-woman's  curfe  will  fail  upon  her,  to  die  old,  de- 
fpifed,  poor,  and  out  of  fafhiom 

Enter  Captain. 

Cc'pt.  Why  do  you  not  hang  out  a  painted  cloth  ?  and 
take  two -pence  a- piece,  and  let  in  all  the  tame  fools  at 
door,  thofe  fons  of  wonder  that  now  gape,  and  think 
you  mad  ? 

Care.  'Tis  no  matter  what  they  think,  madnefs  is  pro- 
per here  ;  are  not  taverns  Bacchus's  temples,  the  place  of 
madnefs  ?  does  not  the  fign  of  madnefs  hang  out  at 
the  door  ? 

Jolly.  While  we  within  poffefs  our  joys  and  cups,  as 
full  of  pleafure  as  weeping  Niobe's  anii&ed  eyes  were 
fwell'd  with  grief  and  tears.  BlefTing  on  the  caufe  that 
made  our  joys  thus  compleat  ;  for  fee  Plutus  in  our  poc- 
kets, Mars  by  our  fides,  Bacchus  in  our  head,  felf-love 
in  our  hearts,  and  change  of  virgins  in  our  arms,  beauties 
whofe  eyes  and  hearts  fpeak  love  and  welcome  ;  no  ri- 
gid thinkers,  no  niggard  beauties,  that  malicioufly  rake 
up  their  fire  in  green  ficknefs  to  preferve  a  fpark  that 
fhall  flame  only  in  fome  dull  day  of  marriage  ;  let  fuch 
fwear  and  forfwear,  till  (of  the  whole  parifh)  they  love 
each  other  lead,  whilit  we  wifely  fet  out  our  cobwebs  in 
the  moil:  perfpicuous  places  to  catch  theie  foolifh 
flies. 

Care.  He's  in  the  right  \  do'fl  think  we  retreated  hi- 
ther to  beat  a  bargain  for  a  fcore  of  fheep,  or  difpute 
the  legality  of  votes,  and  weigh  the  power  of  preroga- 
tive and  parliament,  and  club  for  concluding  fack,  or 
read  the  fathers  here,  till  we  grow  corlive,  like  thofe 
that  have  worn  their  fuffering  elbows  bare,  to  find  a 
knowledge  to  perplex  'em  ?  a  pox  on  fuch  brain -break- 
ing 
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ing  thoughts ;  avoid  them,  and  take  me  into  thy- 
hand  a  glafs  of  eternal  fack,  and  prophefy  the  reitaura- 
tion  of  fenfes,  and  the  fall  of  a  lover  from  grace,  which 
our  dear  friend,  mr.  Jolly,  will  prove,  to  whom  the  lady 
Loveall  (by  Faithful  lately  departed)  fent  for  the  pearl 
you  wot  of. 

Capt.  But,  I  hope,  he  had  the  grace  to  keep  them. 

Jolly.  No,  no,  I'm  a  fool,  \. 

Capt.  Was  not  my  boy  here? 

Jolly.  No,  we  faw  him  not. 

Capt.  A  pox  of  the  rogue,  he's  grown  fo  lazy. 

Wild.  Your  boy  is  come  in  juil  now,  and  called  for 
the  key  of  the  back-door,  there's  women  with  him. 

Capt.  Oh  !  that's  well,  'tis  Wanton  ;  I   fent  for  her 
to  laugh  over  the  flory  of  the  old  lady  and  her  pearl. 
Where  have  you  been  all  this  while,  firrah  ? 
Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  I  could  overtake  the  coach,  fir,  no  fooner. 

Capt.  The  coach  !  what  coach  ? 

Boy.  The  lady  Loveall' s. 

Capt.  The  lady  Loveall's  !  why,  what  had  you  to  do 
with  her  coach  ? 

Boy.  I  went  to  give  her  the  letter  your  wormip  fent 
her. 

Capt.  The  letter  !  what  letter  ? 

Boy.  That  your  wormip  gave  me. 

Capt.  That  I  writ  at  Ned's  houfe  to  Wanton  ? 

Boy.  The  letter  you  gave  me,  fir,  was  directed  to  the 
lady  Loveall,  and  me  ftorm'd  like  a  mad  woman  at 
reading  of  it. 

Care.  Why,  thou  wilt  not  beat  the  boy  for  thy  own 
fault  ?   what  letter  was  it  ? 

Capt.  'Twas  enough,  only  a  relation  of  the  pearl, 
wherein  me  finds  herfelf  fufficiently  abus'd  to  Wanton. 

Jolly.  Now,  gentlemen,  you  have  two  to  laugh 
at. 

Capt.  A  pox  of  fooling,  let's  refolve  what  to  do, 
there's  no  denying,  for  lhe  has  ail  the  particulars  under 
my  hand. 

Boy. 
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Bey.  You  muft  refolve  of  fomething,  for  lhe's  coming, 
and  ftay'd  only  till  the  back-door  was  open'd. 

Capt.  How  did  fhe  know  I  was  here  ? 

Boy.  Your  woriliip  bade  me  tell  her,  you  would  flay 
here  for  her. 

Care.  How  came  this  miftake  * 

Capt.  Why,  the  devil  owed  us  a  fhame  it  feems\  You 
know  I  went  home  to  give  Wanton  an  account  how  we 
advane'd  in"  our  defign ;  and  when  I  was  writing  the  fu- 
perfcription,  I  remember  the  boy  came  in  and  told  me, 
the  lady  Loveall  palled  by. 

Jelly.  And  fo,  it  feems,  you  in  pure  miftake  directed 
your  letter  to  her. 

Care.  Well,  refolve  what  you'll  do  with  her,  when 
fhe  comes. 

Capt.  Faith,  bear  it  like  men,  'tis  but  an  old  lady 
loft  ;  let's  refolve  to  defy  her,  we  are  fure  of  our  pearl ; 
but  left  we  prolong  the  war,  take  the  firft  occafion  you 
can  all  to  avoid  the  room  ;  when  fhe's  alone,  Til  try 
whether  (he'll  liften  to  a  compohtion. 

Jolly.  Have  you  no  friends  in  the  clofe  committee  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  yes,  I  am  an  Effex  man. 

Care.  Then  get  fome  of  them  to  move,  it  may  be 
voted  no  letter. 

Jolly.  Ay,  ay  ;  and  after  'tis  voted  no  letter,  then 
vote  it  falfe,  fcandalous,  and  illegal,  and  that  is  in  it  ; 
they  have  a  precedent  for  it  in  the  EJanifh  packet,  which 
they  took  from  a  foolifh  fellow,  who  prefuming  upon 
the  law  of  nations,  came  upon  an  embaily  to  the  king 
without  an  order,  or  pafs  from  both  houies. 

Capt.  Hark,  I  hear  her  coming. 

Enter  Loveall  and  Faithful, 

Love,  Sir,  I  received  a  letter,  but  by  what  accident  I 
know  not ;  for  I  believe  it  was  not  intended  me,  tho'  the 
contents  concern  me. 

Capt.  Madam,  'tis  too  late  to  deny  it ;  is  it  peace  or 
war  you  bring  ?  without  difpute,  if  war,  I  hang  oat 
my  defiance  :  if  peace,  I  yield  my  weapon  into  your 
hands, 

Lave* 
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Love.  Are  you  all  unworthy  ?  your  whole  fex  falfe- 
hood  ?  is  it  not  ponible  to  oblige  a  man  to  be  loyal?  this 
is  fuch  a  treachery  no  age  can  match  :  apply  yourfelf 
with  youth  and  wit  to  gain  a  lady's  love  and  friendfhip 
only  to  betray  it  ?  was  it  not  enough  you  commanded 
my  fortune,  but  yo  :  muft  wrack  my  honour  too,  and 
initead  of  being  grat  . :  ..  Di  that  charity  which  (till  afiiil- 
ed  your  wants,  rnve  re  pay  me  with  injuries,  and  at- 
tempt to  make  the  id  believe  I  pay  to  lofe  my  fame  ?- 
and  then  make  me  the  fcorr.'d  fubject  of  your  whore's 
mirth  I  bale  and  unworthy,  do  you  fmile,  falfe  one  ? 
[He/miles.']  I  (hall  rind  a  time  for  you  too,  and  my  ven- 
geance mall  find  you  all. 

I'o.ith.  Yea,  fir;  and  you  that  had  fuch  a  ready  wit 
to  proclaim  my  lady  whore,  and  me  bawd,  I  hope  to? 
fee  you  load  a  gallows  for  it. 

Capt.  Once  again,  is  it  peace  or  war  ? 

Love.  Peace !  I'll  have  thy  blood  firft,  dog  ;  where'* 

my  pearl  ? [She  /peaks  to  WUd.\  You  ought  to  right: 

me,  fir,  in  this  particular ;  it  was  to  you  I  fent  them.. 

Wild.  Madam,.  I  fent  not  for  them, 

Capt.  No  more  v>  ords  \  I  have  them,  I  earned  them, 
and  you  paid  them. 

Faith.  You  are  a  foul-mouth'd  fellow,  firrah. 

Love.  Peace,  wench,  I  fcorn  their  flander,  it  can- 
not (hake  my  honour  ;  'tis  too  weighty  and  too  nVd  for 
their  calumny. 

Jolly.  I'll  be  fworn  for  my  part  on%  I  think  it  is  a 
great  honour  ;  I  am  fure  I  had  as  much  as  I  could  carry 
away  in  ten  nights,  and  yet  there  was  no  mifs  on't. 

Capt.  You  ?  I  think  fo  ;  there's  no  mark  of  my  work, 
you  fee,  and  yet  I  came  after  thee,  and  brought  away' 
loads  uould  have  funk  a  fedan-man. 

Wild.  By  this  relation  fne  fhould  be  a  *  oman  of  a 
great  fame. 

Care.  Let  that  confideration  with  her  condition,  and 
her  age,  move  fome  reverence,  at  leafl  to  what  fhe  was  ; 
madam,  lam  forry  I  cannot  ferve  you  in  this  particular. 

\Excunt  Jolly  and  Careltfs, 

Love. 
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Love.  I  fee  all  your  mean  bafenefs,  purfue  your  fcorn. 
Come,  let's  go,  wench,  I  fhall  find  lome  to  right  my 
fame  ;  and  tho'  I  have  loft  my  opinion,  I  have  gain'd  a 
knowledge  how  to  diftinguifh  of  love  hereafter  ;  and  I 
fhall  fcorn  you  and  all  your  fex,  that  have  not  foul 
enough  to  value  a  noble  frkmdfhip. 

Wild.  Pray,  madam,  let  me  fpeak  with  you.     , 

Capt.  We'll  have  no  whifpering ;  I  faid  it,  and  I'll 
maintain  it  .with  my  fword. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Draper.  Sir,  there's  one  without  would  fpeak  with 
you. 

-Cap.  With  me? 

Drawer.  No,  fir,   with  matter  Wild. 

Wild.  Madam,  I'll  wait  upon  you  prefently. 

[Exit  Wild. 

Capt.  Madam,  I  know  my  company  is  difpleafmg  to 
you,  therefore  I'll  take  my  leave  :  Drawer,  mew  me 
another  room.  [Exit  captain. 

[The  captain  makes  a  turn  or  two,  they   look   at  each 
other,  then  he  goes  cut. 

Love.  Oh  Faithful.  Faithful  !  I  am  moft  miferably 
abus'tl,  and  can  find  no  way  to  my  revenge. 

Faith.  Madam,  I'll  give  them  rats -bane,  and  fpeedily 
too,  e'er  they  can  tell :  for  that  rafcal  the  captain  has 
a  tongue  elfe  will  proclaim  you,  and  undo  your  fame 
for  ever. 

Love.  Ay,  ay,  my  fame,  my  fame,  Faithful ;  and  if 
it  were  not  for  mine  honour,  (which  I  have  kept  un- 
ftained  to  this  minute)   I  would  not  care. 

faith.  This  it  is ;  you  will  fall  fet  your  afTeclion  up- 
on every  young  thing  ;  I  could  but  tell  you  on't. 

Love.  Who  could  have  fu  (peeled  they  would  have 
beenlb  falfe  in  their  loves  to  me  that  have  been  fo  faith- 
ful to  them  ? Honeft  friend,  where  is  matter  Wild  ? 

.     Enter    Drawer. 

Drawer.  The  other  gentlemen  carried  him  away  with 
them. 

•Love.  Are  they  all  .gone  tken  ? 

Z  Drawer 
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Drawer.  Yes,  by  this  hand — Thefe  gentlemen  are, 
quickly  fatisfied  ;  what  an  ugly  whore  they  have  got  ! , 
how  Ihe  ftates  it  !  [Mde. 

Love.  Come,  let's  go  wench.  [She  offers  to  go* 

Drawer.  Miitrefs-,  who  pays  the  reckoning  ? 

Love.  What  fays  he  ? 

Faith.  He  asks  me,  who  pays  the  reckoning  ? 

Love.  Who  pays  the  reckoning  !  why,  what  have  wd 
to  do  with  the  reckoning  ? 

Drawer.  Shut  the  door,  Dick,  we'll  have  the  reckon- 
ing before  you  go. 

Faith.  Why,  gcodman  fauce-box,  you  will  not  make* 
my  lady  pay  for  their  reckoning,  will  you  ? 

Drawer.  My  lady  !  a  pox  of  her  title,  {he'd  need  of 
fomething  to  make  her  pafs. 

Faith.  What  do  you  fay,  iirrah  ? 

Drawer.  I  fay,  the  gentlemen  paid  well  for  their. 
fport ;  and  I  know  no  reafon  why  we  mould  lofe  our 
'reckoning. 

Love.  What  tio  you  take  me  for,  my  friend  ? 

Drawer.  In  troth,  I  take  you  for  nothing  ;  but  I 
would  be  loath  to  take  you  for  that  ufe  I  think  they  made 
ihift  with  you  for. 

Faith.  Madam  >  this  is  that  rafcally  captain's  plot. 

Love.  Patience,  patience,  Oh  for  a  bite  at  the  ilave's 
wheart  !  Friend,  mirlake  me  not,  my  name  is  Loveallj 
a  lady  ;  fend  one  along  with  me,  and  you  mall  have  your 
money. 

Drawer.  Yo'u  mull  pardon  me,  madam,  I  am  but  a 
fervant ;  if. you  be  a  lady,  pray  fit  in  an  inner  room,  and 
fend  home  your  woman  for  the  money  ;  the  fum  is  fix 
pounds,  and  be  pleafed  to  remember  the  waiters. 

Love.  Go,  Faithful,  go  fetch  the  money.  Oh  re-r 
venge,  revenge !  fhall  I  lofe  my  honour,  and  have  no 
revenge  ?  [Exeunt  omnes* 


Aft. 
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\  A&.  IV.  Seen.   1. 

Enter  Wanton,  Captain,  Carelefs  and  Wild, 

Want.  f"3  Y  all  that  a  longing  bride  hopes  for,  which 
f)  I  am  not,  I  am  better  pleafed  with  this  re- 
venge than  mine  own  plot,  which  takes  as  I  could  wifhs 
I  have  fo  anointed  my  high  prieit  with  fack,  that  he 
would  have  confuted  Baal's  prieit. ;  and  now  he  does  (6 
{lumber  in  his  ale,  and  calls  to  bed  already,  fwears  the 
fun  is  fet. 

Cap.  Faith,  wench,  her  abufing  of  me  made  me 
leave  her  for  the  reckoning. 

Care,  Yes,  faith,  they  have  treated  her  upfey  whore*, 
lain  with  her,  told,  and  then  pawn'd  her. 

Want.  Yes,  yes,  you  are  fine  things ;  I  wonder  wo- 
men can  endure  yoa  ~;  for  me,  I  expect  you  worfe,  and 
am  arm'd  for't. 

Wild.  Faith,  let's  fend  -and  releafe  her,  the  jeft  is 
gone  far  enough  ;  as  I  live  I  pity  her. 

Want.  Pity  her  !  hang  her,  and  rid  the  country  of 
her,  fhe  is  a  thing  wears  out  her  limbs  as  fall  as  her 
cioaths,  one  that  never  goes  to  bed  at  all,  nor  fleeps  in 
a  whole  fkin,  but  is  taken  to  pieces  like  a  motion,  as  if 
ihe  were  too  long  ;  ihe  mould  be  hang'd  for  offering  to 
'be  a  whore. 

Capt.  As  I  live,  fhe's  in  the  right ;  I  peep'd  once  to 
fee  what  me  did  before  fhe  went  to  bed  ;  by  this  light, 
her  maids  were  differing  her;  and  when  they  had  done, 
they  brought  fome  of  her  to  bed,  and  the  reft  they  either 
pin'd  or  hung  up,  and  fo  fhe  tay  difmember'd  till  morn* 
ing ;  in  which  time,  her  chamber  was  itrew'd  all  over, 
like  an  anatomy  fchool. 

Want,  And  when  flic  travels  any  where,  fhe  is  tranf- 
ported  with  as  great  a  care  and  fear  of  fpoiling,  as  a 
juggler's  motion,  when  he  removes  from  fair  to  fair. 

Cure. 
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Care.  She  is  a  right  broken  gamefler,  who,  tho*  me 
lacks  wherewithal  to  play,  yet  loves  to  be  looking  on. 
Enter  Wanton' 'j  maid. 

Bawd.  He  is  awake,  and  calls  for  you  impatiently, 
he  would  fain  be  in  bed,  the  company  is  all  gone. 

Want.  Are  you  inftrucled  ? 

Bawd.  Let  me  alone,  I'll  warrant  you  for  my  part. 

Want.  Farewell  then,  you  are  all  ready ;  who  plays 
matter  conftable  ? 

Capt.  I,  I ;  and  Ned  Jolly  the  fumner. 

Want.  Farewell,  farewell  then. 

[Exit  Wanton  and  Bawd. 

Wild.  It  is  a  delicate  wench. 

Care.  She  has  excellent  flefh,  and  a  fine  face  ;  by  this 
light,  we  mufl  depofe  the  captain  from  his  reign  here. 

{They  ivbifper  this. 

Wild.  I  like  her  fhrewdly ;  I  hate  a -wench  that  is  all 
whore  and  no  company ;  this  is  a  comedy  all  day,  and 
a  fair  at  night. 

Care.  I  hope  to  exalt  the  parfon's  horn  here. 

Caff.  And  what  think  you  ?  is  it  not  a  fweet  fin,  this 
lying  with  another  man's  wife  ? 

Want.  Is  Jolly  come  ?  [Wanton  above. 

Capt.  No,  but  he^ll  be  here  inflaritlv. 

Wild.  Ishea-bed? 

Want.  Yes,  yes,  and  he  fleeps  as  if  he  had  been  put 
to  bed  by  his  iexton,  with  dull  to  dud,  and  allies  to 
afhes. 

Qipt.  And  we'll  wake  him  with  that  fhall  be  as  ter- 
rible to  him  as  the  latter  day. 

Want*  Let  him  fleep  awhile  that  he  may 'be  frelh,  elfe 
the  jell  is  fpoiPd;  for  it  is  his  fenfe  of  his  difgrace  mull 
work  my  ends. 

Wild.  Til  go  home  then,  and  get  fupper  ready,  and 
expecl  you. 

Enter   Jolly. 

Capt.  Do,  our  fcene  lies  here  ;  who's  there,  Jolly? 

Jolly.  Yes. 

Caft.  Are  you  fitted  f 

J,!!). 
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Jolly.  Yes,  I  have  got  the  Black-fryers  mufick  ;  I  was 
lain  to  Hay  till  the  laft  act ;  and  who  do  you  think  I  Oiw 
there  ? 

Wild.  I  know  not. 

Jolly.  Guefs. 

Wild.  Pr'ythee  ?  I  cannot  guefs. 

Jolly.  Your  aunt  andmrs.  Pleaiant,  andtrufty  Secret. 

Wild.  What,  man? 

Jolly.  The  lovers  only,  fo  clofe  in  a  box! 

Capt.  It  will  be  a  match,  and  there's  an  end ;  pr'y- 
thee  let  them  go  to't  ;  what  is't  to  us  ?  let's  mind  oar 
bufmefs  now,  and  think  on  them  hereafter. 

Want.  A  pox  upon  them,  for  a  couple  of  flauk- 
hounds  ;  have  they  killed  at  lafl  ?  why,  this  is  fools  for- 
tune ;  it  would  be  long  enough  e'er  one  that  has  wit 
got  fuch  a  wife. 

Capt.  No  more  of  this  now  ;  have  you  borrowed  the 
•watchmen's  coats  ? 

Jolly.  Yes,  and  bills,  beards,  and  conitable's  ftaff  and 

lanthorn  ;  and  let  me  alone  to  fit  him  for  the  fumner  ; 

.but  when  this  is  done  I   expect  my  fee,  a  tythe-night  at 

Jeaft.   Wanton,  I  will  lie   with  thee  for  thy  roguery ; 

what  are  you  dumb,  you  will  not  refufe  me,  I  hope  ? 

Want.  Not  if  I  thought  thou  dehYdft  it ;  but  I  hate 
to  have  it  defired  indifferently,  and  but  fo  fo  done  neither 
when  'tis  done. 

Jolly.  1  hope  you  will  not  difgracemy  work,  will  you? 

Want.  Faith,  they  fay  thy  pleafure  lies  in  thy  tongue ; 
•and  therefore,  tho'  I  do  not  give  thee  leave  to  lie  with 
me,  yet  I  will  give  thee  as  good  a  thing,  that  will  pleafe 
thee  as  well. 

Jolly.  Some  roguery,  I  expected. 

Want.  No  faith,  I  am  ferious;  and  becaufe  I  will 
pleafe  you  both,  matter  Wild  fhall  lie  here,  and  you 
ihall  have  leave  to  fay  you  do,  which  will  pleafe  you 
as  well. 

Jolly.  Faith,  and  my  part  is  fome  pleafure  ;  elfe,  / 
Joa^ue  lov\i,  enjoyed,  and  toldy  is  miitook. 

Want.  Ay,  but  never  to  love,  feldom  enjoy,   and  al- 
ways tell — foh  !  it  flinks,  and   flains  worfe  than   Shore- 
ditch  dirt;  and  women  hate  and  dread  men  for't.   Whv, 
Vol,  IX.  S  'I 
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I  that  am  a  whore  profefs'd,  cannot  fee  youth  digefl  it, 
tho'  it  be  my  profit  and  intereft.  For  to  be  a  private 
whore  in  this  town,  ftarves  in  tlie  neft  like  young  birds, 
when  the  old  one's  kill'd. 

Care.  Excellent  girl  !  'tis  too  true.  Jolly,  your  tongue 
has  kept  many  a  woman  honeft. 

Wa?it.  Faith,  'tis  a  truth,  this  I  fhall  fay,  you  may 
all  better  your  pleafures  by  if  you  will  obferve  it ;  I 
dare  fay,  the  fear  -of  telling  keeps  more  women  honelt 
than  Bridewell  hemp;  and  were  you  wife  men,  and 
true  lovers  of  liberty,  now  were  the  time  to  bring 
wenching  to  that  perfection,  no  age  could  ever  have 
hop'd  ;  now  you  may  fow  fuch  feed  of  pleafure,  you 
may  be  prayed  for  hereafter.  Now,  in  this  age  of  zeal ' 
and  ignorance,  would  I  have  you  four,  in  old  cloaths, 
and  demure  looks,  prefent  a  petition  to  both  houfes ',  and 
fay,  you  are  men  tcuch'd  in  confeience  for  your  fhare  , 
in  that  wickednefs  which  is  known  to  their  worfhips  by 
the  pleafure  of  adultery  ;  and  defire  it  may  be  death, 
and  that  a  law  may  be  pafs'd  to  that  purpofe.  How  the 
women  will  pray  for  you,  and  at  thei*-  own  charges 
rear  ftatues  in  memory  of  their  benefactors!  the  young 
and  kind  would  then  haunt  your  chambers,  pray,  and 
prefent  you,  and  court  the  fanguine  youth,  for  the 
iweet  fin  fecur'd  by  fuch  a  law;  none  would  lofe  an 
©ccafion;  nor  churlifhly  oppofe  kind  nature,  nor  refufe 
to  Men  to  her  fummons,  when  youth  and  paffion  calls 
for  thofe  forbidden  fweets ;  when  fuch  fecurity  as  your 
lives  are  at  {lake,  who  would  fear  to  truft  ?  With  this 
law  all  oaths  and  protections  are  cancelled  ;  letters  and 
bawds  would  grow  ufelefs  too ;  by  inftinc~l,  the  kind 
will  find  the  kind  ;  and  having  one  nature,  become  of  one 
mind.  Now  we  lofe  an  age,  to  obferve  and  know  a 
man's  humour  e'er  we  dare  truft  him  ;  but  get  this  law, 
then  'tis,  Like  and  enjoy.  And  whereas  now,  with  ex- 
pence  of  time  and  fortune,  you  may  glean  fome  one 
sniitrefs  amongft  your  neighbours  wives ;  you  (hall  reap 
women  whole  armfulls  as  in  the  common  field.  There 
is  one  fmall  town,  wife  only  in  this  law  ;  and  I  have 
heard  them  fay  that  know  it  well,  there  has  been  but 
tnie  execution  this  hundred  years  ,*  yet  the  farrre  party 

fea  rch'd 
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fearch'd  feven  years,  and  could  not  find  an  honeft  woman 
in  the  town. 

Care.  An  excellent  plot!  let  us  about  it;  ink  and  pa- 
per, dear  Wanton ;  we  will  draw  the  petition  prefently. 

Want.  Will  mailer  Jolly  confent  too  ?  you  mull  not 
then,  as  foon  as  a  handfome  woman  is  named,  {mile, 
and  ftroke  your  beard ;  tell  him  that  is  next  you,  you 
have  lain  with  her ;  fuch  a  lie  is  as  dangerous  as  a  truth  ; 
and  'twere  but  juftice  to  have  thee  hang'd  for  a  fin  thou 
never  committed'!!:,  for  having  defam'd  fo  many  women. 

Jolly,  If  all  thofe  liars  were  hang'd,  I  believe  the 
fcale  wou'IE  weigh  down  with  the  guilty. 

Want,  One  rogue  hang'd  for  example,  would  make 
a  thoufand  kind  girls  :  if  it  take,  it  mall  be  called  my 
law,  Wanton's  law  ;  then  we  may  go  in  petticoat* 
again;  for  women  grew  imperious  and  wore  the  breeches, 
only  to  fright  the  poor  cuckolds,  and  make  the  fools  di- 
geft  their  horns. — Are  you  all  ready,fhall  I  open  the  door  ? 

Capt.   Yes. 

Wild.  I'll  expect  you  at  my  houfe. 

[Exit  Wild  one  way, and  the  reft  of  the  compat-j  another, 

Omnes.  We'll  come,  we'll  come. 

Capt.  So,  knock  louder. 

[They  k?iock  within,  and  the  par/on  di/cover^d  in  his 
bed,  and  the  bawd with  him. 

Par/.  Who's  there  ?  what  would  you  have  ? 

Capt.  Here's  his  majefty's  watch,  and  mailer  confta- 
ble's  worihip  muft  come  in  ;  we  have  a  warrant  from  the 
lords  to  fearch  for  a  delinquent. 

fc*   Par/.  You  come  not  here  -7  I'll  anfwer  your  warrant 
to-morrow. 

Jolly.  Break  open  the  door. 

Par/.  I  would  you  duril. 

Bawd.  Lord,  dear  !  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

Par/.  Why,  fweet,  I'll  warrant  you  :  art  thou  not 
my  wife,  my  rib,  bone  of  my  bone  ?  I'll  fufter  any  thing 
e'er  one  hair  of  thee  fhall  be  touch'd. 

Bawd.  Hark,  they  break  ope. 1  the  door. 

Par/  They  dare  not ;  why  doit  thou  tremble  fo  ? 
alas,  fweet  innocence,  how  it  makes  f 

Capt.  Break  open  the  door. 

S  Z  Parr. 
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Par/,  I'll  complain  to  the  bifhop,  of  this  infolence* 

Bawd.  They  come,  they  come,  lamb ! 

Par/.  No  matter,  fweet,  they  dare  not  touch  thee. 
What  would  you  have,mr.  conftable  ?  you  are  very  rude. 

[He  delivers  the  warrant. 

Capt.  Read  our  warrant,  and  our  bufinefs  will  excufe 
us :  do  you  know  any  fuch  perfon  as  you  find  there  ? 

Par/.  Yes,  fir,  but  not  by  this  name  ;  fuch  a  woman 
is  my  wife,  and  no  Lindabrides  ;  we  were  married  to- 
day, and  I'll  juftify  her  my  wife  the  next  court-day  ; 
you  have  your  anfwer,  and  may  be  gone. 

Jelly.  We  muft  take  no  notice  of  fuch  excufes  now; 
if  me  be  your  wife,  make  it  appear  in  court,  and  me 
will  be  delivered  unto  you. 

Par/  If  (he  be  my  wife !  fir,  I  have  wedded  her  and 
bedded  her,  what  other  ceremonies  would  you  have  ?  Be 
not  afraid,  fweetheart. 

Jolly.  Sir,  we  can  do  no  lefs  than  execute  our  war- 
rant ;  we  are  but  fervants ;  and,  mafter  conftable,  I' 
charge  you  in  the  king's  name  to  do  your  duty  \  behold 
the  body  of  the  delinquent. 

Par/  Touch  her  that  dares  ;  I'll  put  my  dagger  in 
him.  [He  takes  his  dagger.}  Fear  nothing,  fweetheart. 
Mafter  conftable,  you'll  repent  this  infolence  oifer'd  to  a 
man  of  my  coat'. 

Bawd.  Help,  my  deareft,  will  you  let  me  be  hal'd 
thtfsl  [Here  they  fir 'i<ve  to  take  her  out* 

Par/  Villains,  what  will  you  do  ?  murder !  rape  ! 

Caft.  Yes,  yes,   'tis  likely ;  I  look  like  a  raviiher. 

Jolly.  Hold  him,  and  we'll  do  well  enough  with  her. 

[As  they  go  to  full  her  out  of  the  bed,  they  di/ccocr  the 
bawd.  When  they  let  him  go  he  turns  to  her,  and 
holds  her  in  his  arms. 

Capt.  What  have  we  here,  an  old  woman  ? 

Par/.  Let  me  go,  (laves  and  murtherers. 

Capt.  Let  him  go. 

Jolly.  Do  any  of  you  know  this  woman  ?  this  is  not 
fne  we  look'd  for. 

Par/  No,  rafcal,  that  miftake  (hall  not  excufe  you. 

Jolly.  It  is  old  Goodman  what  d'ye  call  him,  his 
wife.  Capt. 
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Capt.  Hold  the  candle,  and  let's  fee  her  face. 

[When  they  hold  the  candle,  /he  lies  in  his  bo/om,  and 
his  arms  about  her.  She  tnuft  be  as  naflily  drefs'd  as 
they  can  drcfs  her ;  when  he  fees  her9  he  fa  lis  into  a- 
ma%e9  and  Joo*ues  her  from  him. 

Jolly.  What  have  we  here,  adultery  ?  take  the^n  both, 
here  will  be  new  matter. 

Parf  Mailer  conilable,  a  little  argument  will  per- 
fiiade  yoiTto  believe  I  am  grofly  abus'd  ;  fure  this  does 
not  look  like  a  piece  that  a  man  would  fin  to  enjoy  ;  let 
that  then  move  your  pky,  and  care  of  my  reputation  ; 
confider  my  calling,  and  do  not  bring  me  to  a  publick 
fhame  for  what  you're  fure  I  am  not  guilty  of,  but  by 
plot  of  fome  villains. 
.    Bawd.  Dear,  will  you  difclaim  me  now  ? 

Parf.  Oh,  impudence  ! 

Jolly.  Mailer  conilable,  do  your  duty;  take  them 
both  away,  as  you  will  anfwer  it. 

Catt.  Give  him  his  carlock  to  cover  him. 
[They  put  on  his  cafjock  and  her  coat,  and  lead  them 
aivay. 

Parf.  Why,  gentlemen,,  whither  will  you  carry  me  ? 

Capt.  To  the  next  juftice,  I  think  it  is  mailer  Wild, 
he  is  newly  come  from  travel  ;  it  will  be  a  good  way, 
neighbours,  to  exprefs  our  refpecls  to  him. 

Parf.  No  faith,  gentlemen,  e'en  go  the  next  way  to 
Tyburn,  and  difpatch  the  bufmefs  without  ceremony, 
for  you'll  utterly  difgrace  me — This  is  that  damn'd  Cap- 
tain ;  my  wife  is  abroad  too,  I  fear  me  is  of  the  plot. 

Jolly.  Come,  away  with  'em. 

Bawd.  Whither  will  they  lead  us,  dear  ? 

Parf  Oh,  oh,  impudence  !  gentlemen,  do  not  lead 
us  together,  I  befeech  you. 

Capt.  Come,  come,  lead  them  together,  no  ceremo- 
nies ;  your  faults  are  both  alike.  [Exeunt  omncs* 
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A6L  IV.     Seen.  2. 

Enter  Wanton  and  Wild. 

Want.  \T  O U  had  beft  brag  now,  and  ufe   me  like 
J[     my  lady  what  d'ye    call ;  but  if  you  do,  I 
care  not. 

Wild.  Come,  y'are  a  fool  :  I'll  be  a  faithful  friend, 
and  make  good  conditions  for  thee  before  thy  hufband 
be  quit.  [Wild  fits  down  with  Wanton  in  his  lap. 

Want.  You  mufl  do  it  now  or  never. 

Wild.  Hark,  hark,  I  hear  them. What's  the  news  ? 

Enter  Captain,  Jolly,  Watch,  Bawd  and  Parjon. 

Capt.  We  have  brought  a  couple  of  delinquents  be- 
fore your  worfhip,  they  have  committed  a  very  foul  fault. 

Jolly.  And  we  have  brought  the  fault  along  too, 
that  your  worihip  may  fee  it :  you  will  be  the  better  able 
to  judge  of  the  offenders. 

Par/.  Ha  I  what  do  I  fee  ?  my  wife  in  mailer  ju- 
ilice's  lap! 

Want.  What  has  the  poor  fellow  done  ? 

Capt.  Why,  madam,  he  has  been  taken  in  bed  with 
this  woman,  another  man's  wife. 

Want.  In  bed  with  her?  and  do  you  raife   him  to 
punifh  him  ?  Matter  conftable,  if  you  would  afflicl  him, 
command  them  to  lie  together  again ;  is  not  the  man 
mad  ? 
.    Parf.  This  is  fine  roguery  !  I  find  who  rules  the  reafh 

Wild.  Well,  to  the  bufinefs ;  you  fay,  he  was  taken 
an  bed  with  another  man's  wife 

Capt.  Yes,  and't  like  your  worihip. 

Wild.  Make  his  mittimus  to  the  hole  at  Newgate. 

Want.  Sure  I  have  feen  this  fellow's  face. Friend, 

have  I  never  {zew  your  face  before  ? 

Par/  If  I  miflake  not,  I  have  ken  one  very  like 
your  ladyfhip's  too:  fhe  was  a  captain's  call- whore  in  the 
town.  I  mall  have  a  time  to  be  reveng'd. 

Wild.  How  now,  firrah,  are  you  threatning?  away 
with  him. 

Capt.  I'll  fetch  a  flronger  watch,  fir,  and  return  pre- 
kntly.  Wild. 
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Wild.  Do,  mailer  conflable,  and  give  the  poor  woman 
Something,  and  fet  her  free  ;  for  I  dare  fay  'twas  his 
wickedneis :  i"he  looks  like  one  that  ne'er  thought  on  fuch 
a  thing. 

Bawd.  God  blefs  your  worfhip,.  I  am  innocent ;  he- 
never  left  making  love,  till  I  contented. 

Enter  Captain  in  his  ovuri  jhape* 

Par/.  Oh  miferable  !  miferable  ! 

Capt.  How  now,  what's  the,  news  here  ?  my  honour'd 
friend,  and  mailer  parfonr  what  makes  you  here  at  this 
time  of  night  ?  why  1  fhould  have  thought  this  a  time 
to  have  envy'd  you  for  your  fair  bride's  embraces;  da 
you  give  thefe  favours  ?  are  thefe  your  bride-laces  ?  it's 
a  new  way.  [Play*  with  the  cord  that  binds  his  arms. 

Par/.   Is  it  new  to  you  ? 

Want.  How  now,  captain  ? 

Capt.  Wanton,  is  this  your  plot  to  endear  your  huf- 
band  to  you  r 

Par/.  No,  'tis  thy  plot*  poor  beaten  captain  ;  but  I 
fkall  be  reveng'd. 

Capt.  Yes,  faith,  it  was  my  plot,  and  I  glory  in't ;  to 
undermine  my  Machiavel,  which  fo  greedily  fwallow'd 
that  fweet  bait  that  had  this  hook. 

Par/.  'Tiswell. 

Capt.  But  my  anger  ends  not  here.  Remember  the 
:bafe  language  you  gave  me  ;  fon  of  a  thoufand  fethers, 
captain  of  a  tame  band,  and  one  that  got  my  living  by 
the  long  flaff-fpeeches ;  for  which,  and  thy  former 
treacheries,  I'll  ruin  thee,  Have;  I'll  have  no  more 
mercy  on  thee,  than  old  women  on  blind  puppies ;  I'll 
bring  you  to  your  commendations  in  Latin  epiilles again; 
nor  leave  thee  any  thing  to  live  on,  no,  not  bread,  but 
what  thou  earn'fl  by  ranking  gentlewomen's  names  in 
anagrams.  And  mafler  juilice,  if  ever  you'll  oblige  me, 
Hand  to  me  now,  that  I  may  procure  the  whipping  of 
him  from  the  reverend  bench. 

Par/   I  am  undone. 

Wild.  I  can  do  nothing  but  juflice,  you  mud  excufe 
me  ;  1  ihall  only  make  it  appear  how  fit  it  is  to  punifli 
this  kind  of  fin  in  that  coat  in  time,  and  to  crufh  fuch 
fcrpents  in  the  fhells.  S  4  Par/. 
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Par/.  Mercy,  oh  mercy  f 

Wild.  Officers,  away  with  him.  [They  pull  him  an: cy. 

Par/  No  mercy  ? 

Want,  Yes,  upon  conditions,  there  may  be  fome 
mercy.  [The  par/on  looks  'very  dejeftfd. 

Wild.  And  thefe  they  are let   the  watch  ftay   in 

the  t'other  room. Firft,  your  wife  fhall  have  her  li- 
berty, and  you  yours,  as  me  reports  of  you  ;  and  when 
you  bring  her  with  you,  you  fhall  be  welcome  j  their 
you  fhall  not  be  jealous,  that's  another  point. 

{Exit  watch* 

Caft,  That  he  fhall  have  a  cure  for. 

Want.  Yes,  yes,  I'll  apply  fomething  to  his  eyes  fhall 
cure  him  of  his  doubt. 

Wild.  Then  you  fhall  aik  the  captain  pardon,  and 
your  wife;  to  him  you  fhall  allow  half  your  parfonage 
co  maintain  her  ;  the  deeds  are  ready  within,  if  you'll 
iign  them,  and  deliver  your  wife  to  our  ufe,  fhe  fhall 
difcharge  you. 

Par/.  I  fubmitr  fir,  but  I  hope  your  worfliip  will  de  • 
lire  no  witnefs  to  the  ufe  of  my  wife  ;  the  fumner,  and 
the  watch  too,  I  hope  your  wormip  will  enjoin  diem 
Jilence. 

Want.  You  fhall  not  need  to  fear,  I'll  have  a  care  cf 
your  credit ;  call  in  the  watch  ;  do  you  know  thefe 
faces  ?  [She  di/covers  them. 

Par/.  Ha  !  abus'd. 

Jolly.  Nay,  no  flinching  ,  if  you  do,  I  betake  me  to 
in  after  fumner  again. 

Cap.  And  I  become  fevere  mailer  conftable  in  a 
trice. 

Par/  No,  no,  I  fubmit,  and  I  hope  we  are  all 
friends ;  I'm  fure  I  have  the  harder!  part,  to  forgive. 

Want.  And  I,  before  all  this  company,  promife  to- 
forget  and  forgive  thee  ;  and  am  content  to  take  thee 
again  for  my  dear  and  mortal  hufhand,  now  you  are 
tame  ;  b"t  you  mufl  fee  you  do  fo  no  more,  and  give 
yourfelf  to  be  blind,  when  it  is  not  fit  for  you  to  fee  ; 
and  pra&ife  to  be  deaf;  and  learn  to  ileep  in  time,  and 
find  bufinefs  to  call  you  away,  when  gentlemen  come  that 
would  be  private.  C^r 
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Capt.  Why,  foj  now  things  are  as  they  fhould  be,  and 
when  you  will  obey,  you  fhall  command  :  but  when  you 
would  be  imperious,  then  I  betake  me  to  my  conftable's 
{raff  till  you  fubfcribe,  Cedunt  armis  tog& ;  and  if  it  be 
falfe  Latin,  parfon,  you  muft  pardon  that  too. 

Jolly,  By  this  hand,  I  muft  have  my  tythe-night  with 
thee,  thou  art  fuch  a  wag ;  fay,  when  ?  when  wilt  thou 
give  me  leave  ?  ha  ! 

Want.  Never. 

Jolly.  Never! 

Want.  No,  never. 

Jolly.  D'ye  hear  ?  I  am  none  of  them  that  work,  for 
charity ;  either  refolve  to  pay,  or  I  kick  down  all  my 
milk  again. 

Want.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Jolly.  Give  me  leave  to  lie  with  you.. 

Want,  No  indeed. 

Jolly.  No  ! 

Want.  No ;  but  rather  than  quarrel,  as  I  faid  before, 
I  will  give  you  leave  to  fay  you  have  lain  with  me. 

Wild.  I  am  of  opinion  me  owes  you  nothing  now  ; 
fo,  mrs.  Wanton,  take  your  hufband  ;  and  to  remove  all 
doubts,  this  night  Til  be  at  the  charge  of  a  weddmg- 
fupper. 

Par/.  This  is  better  than  Newgate-hole  yet,  Bride- 
well hemp,  brown-bread,  and  whip-cord.    [Exe.  omnes* 

Acl.  IV.     Seen.  3. 

Enter  the  Widow  and  mrs.   P  leaf  ant,  rnajler  Sad,   and 

xia/er  Ccnjiant. 
Wid.   'f^  Y  my  troth,  it  was  a  good  play. 

Jj  Plea/.  And  I  am  glad  I  am  come  home, 
for  I  am  e'en  as  weary  with  this  walking  j  for  god's  fai-ce 
whereabouts  does  the  pleafure  of  walking  lie  ?  I  fwear, 
I  have  often  fought  it  till  I  was  weary,  and  yet  I  could 
ne'er  find  it. 

Sad.  What  do  thefe  halberds  at  your  door  ? 

[A  watch  at  the  v.idw:  doer* 
Wid.  Halberds !  where  ? 

s  5  Mj 
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Sad.  There,  at  youi;  lodging. 

Con/.  Friend,  what  would  thofe  watchmen  have  ? 

Watch.  The  houfe  is  lhut  up  for  the  ficknefs  this 
afternoon. 

Plea/.  The  ficknefs  ? 

Watch.  Yes  forfooth,  there's  a  coachman  dead,  full 
Df  the  tokens. 

Sad.  Where  is  the  officer  ? 

Watch.  He  is  gone  to  feek  the  lady  of  the  houfe, 
and  fome  other  company  that  din'd  here  yefterday,  to 
bring  her  in,  or  carry  her  to  the  Peft-houfe. 

Wid.  Ha  !  what  lhall  we  do,  niece  ? 

Sad.  If  you  pleafe  to  command  our  lodging. 

Plea/.  It  will  be  too  much  trouble. 

Wid.  Let's  go  to  Loveall's. 

Plea/  Not  I,  by  my  faith  ;  it  is  fcarce  for  our  credits 
to  let  her  come  to  us. 

Wid.  Why,  is  fhe  naught? 

Con/.  Faith,  madam,  her  reputation  is  not  good. 

Wid.  But  what  fhall  we  do  then  ? 

Con/.  Dare  you  adventure  to  oblige  us  ? 

Wid.  Thank  you,  fir ;  we'll  go  to  my  nephew's  at 
Covent-garden ;  he  may  fhift  among  his  acquaintance. 

Plea/  It  v/as.  well  thought  on,  tiie  Piazza  is  hard 
by  too. 

Wid.  We'll  borrow  your  coach  thither,  and  we'll 
fend  it  you  back  again  {trait. 

Con/.  We'll  wait  upon  you,  madam. 

Wid.  This  accident  troubles  me;  I  am  heartily  forry 
for  the  poor  fellow. 

Plea/  I  am  forry  too  ;  but  pray,  aunt,  let  us  not  for- 
get ourfelves  in  our  grief;  I  am  not  ambitious  of  a  red 
crofs  upon  the  door. 

Con/.  Miftrefs  Pleafant  is  in  the  right ;  for  if  you  ftay 
the  officers  will  put  you  in. 

Wid.  We  ihall  trouble  you,  fir,  tor  your  coach. 

\Pxeunt  omnesl 
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Enter  Par/on,  Captain,  Wild,  Wanton,  Carelefs  and  Jolly. 
Parf.\   Am  reconcil'd,  and  will  no  longer  be  an  un- 
charitable churchman ;  I  think  this   fack   is   a 


cooler. 

Capt.  What,  do's  it  make  you  to  fee  your  error  ? 

Par/.  -Yes,  and  confider  my  man  of  war  ;  nor  will  I 
again  difpute  his  letters  of  mart,  nor  call  them  paffes  for 
pirates;  I  am  free. 

Capt.  And  welcome,  any  thing  but  anger  is  fuiferable, 
and  all  is  jell  when  you  laugh  ;  and  I  will  hug  thee  for 
abufing  me  with  thy  eyes  in  their  fcabards  -,  but  when 
you  rail  with  drawn  eyes,  red  and  naked,  threatning  a 
ievite's  fecond  revenge  to  all  that  touches  your  concubine, 
then  I  betake  me  to  a  dark  lanthorn,  and  a  conftable's 
ftafF;  and  by  help  of  thcie  fathers  whom  I  cite,  I  prove 
my  text,  Women  that  are  kind  ought  to  be  free. 

Parf.  But,  captain,  is  it  not  lawful  for  us  fhepherds  to 
reclaim  them  ? 

Capt.  A  meer  miftake  ;  for  fin,  like  the  fea7  may  be 
turned  out,  but  will  ne'er  grow  lefs ;  and  though  you 
fhould  drain  this  miftrefs  Doll,  yet  the  whore  will  find 
a  place  j  and  perhaps  overflow  fome  maid,  till  then 
honeft ;  and  fo  you  prove  the  author  of  a  new  fin,  and 
the  defiler  of  a  pure  temple ;  therefore  I  fay,  while  you 
live,  let  the  whore  alone  till  me  wears  out ;  nor  is  it 
fafe  to  vamp  them,  as  you  fhall  find :  read  Ball  the  tirii 
and  the  fecond. 

Wild.  No  more  difcourfe.      Strike  up  fiddlers. 

Capt.  See,  who's  that  knocks  ? 

\^A  country -dance.  When  they  are  merry,  Jinging  catcher 
and  drinking  healths,  the  Widow,  mrs.  Plea/ant,  and 
the  tnj:o  lovers  knock  at  the  door, 

Serv.  Sir,  'tis  miftrefs  Pleafant,  and  the  two  gentle- 
men that  din'd  there  to  day. 

Wild.  My  aunt,,  and  miftrefs  Pleafant  ? 

Jolly.  What  a  pox  makes  them  abroad  at  this  time  of 
right  * 

S  6  (tyts 
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Capt.  It  may  be,  they  have  been  a  wenching. 
Ser<v.  Sir,  they  were  upon  alighting  out  of  the  coach 
when  I  cafne  up. 

Wild.  Quickly,  mrs.  Wanton,  you  and  your  hufband 
to  bed,  there's  the  key ;  mr.  Farfon,  you  know  the 
way  to  the  old  chamber,  and  to  it  quickly,  ail  is  friends 
now. 

Par/.  Sweet  heart,  we'll  ileal  away. 

Want.  The  devil   on   them,    they  have  fpoiPd  our 

mirth.  [Exit  Par/or, 

Wild,  Jack,  get   you  and  your  company  down  the 

back-way  into  the   kitchen,  and  Hay  there  till  we  fee 

what  this  viiit  means.  [Exeunt  Fiddlers*. 

Capt.  Means !  what  mould  it  mean  ?  it  is  nothing  but 

e   mifchievous   nature  ail  honeft  women  are  endu'd 

with,  and  naturally  given  to  fpoil  iport  :  I  wonder  what 

fart  blew  them  hither  to  night. 

Wild.  Nay,  have  a  little  patience,  captain ;  you  and 
mr.  Jolly  muil  fit  quietly  awhile  within,  till  we  know 
the  caufe. 

Capt.  It  is  but  deferring  our  mirth  for  an  hour,   or  fo. 

Servant.  Sir,  here's  my  lady. 

Wild.  Quickly  remove  thole  things   there :  captain, 

flep  in  there . 

Enter  Widow  >  Plea/arty.  Sad  and  Conjlant. 
Wzd.  Nephew,  do  you  not  wonder  to  fee  me  here,  at 
this  time  of  night? 

Wild.  I  know  it  is  not  ordinary,  therefore  I  believe 
9tk  fome  defign  :  What  is  it,  mrs.  Pleafant  ?  mall  I 
make  one  ? 

Plea/ant.  As  I  live,,  fir,  pure  neceflity  ;   neither  mirth 
iior  kindnefs  hath  begot  this  vifit. 
Care.  What,  is  your  coach  broke  ? 
Wid,  Faith,  nephew,  the  truth  is,  the  ficknefs  is  in 
my  houfe,  and  my  coachman  dyMfmce  dinner. 
Wild.  The  ficknefs  ? 

Plea/.  Ay,  as  I  live,  we  have  been  walking  fmce  the 
play  ;  and  when  we  came  home  we  found  the  watch  at 
the  door,  and  the  houfe  fhut  up. 

Sud.  And  a  ccnftable  gone  in  fearch  of  all  thofe  that 

dined 
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dined  there  to  day*  with  order  to  furnifh  us     igings  in 
the  peft-houfe. 

Wid.  Are  you  not  afraid  to  receive  us  ? 
Wild.  As-  I  live,  the  accident  troubles  me ;  and  I  am 
forry  fuch  a  misfortune  mould   beget  me   this  favour  ;> 
and   I    could  wim  myfelf  free  from  the  honour,  if  the 
caufe  were  removed  too. 

Plea/. -As  I  live,  mr.  Wild,  I  muft  have  been  fore'd 
to  have  lain  with  my  fervant  to  night,  if  you  had  not 
received  me. 

Wild.  If  I  thought  fo,  I  would  carry  you  out  in  rny 
arms,  I  am  fo  much  mr.  Conftant's  friend. 

Plea/.  But  are  you  more  his  friend  than  mine,mr.  Wild  ? 

Wild.  No,  but  I  prefume   by  this   he  has  gain'd  fa 

much  intereft,  as  he  would  not  be  very  difpleafmg  to  you* 

Conft.  Oh  !  your  humble  fervant,  fir. 

Plea/  If  I    had  had  a  mind  to  that  lodging,  I  had 

ne'er  come  hither  ;  for  when   I  have  a  mind  to  it,  I'll 

marry  without  difpute  ;  for  I  fear  no  body  fo  much  ae> 

a  hufband  ;  and  when  I    can  conquer  that   doubt,  VH 

marry  at  a  minute's  warning. 

Wid.  No   difpute  now,  can   you  furnifh  us  with  a, 
couple  of  beds  ? 
Wild.  Yes,  yes. 

Wid.  And  have  you  e'er  a  woman  in  the  houfe  ? 
Wild.  My  Mer's  maid  is  here. 

Care.  Madam,    if  you  refolve  to  do  us  this  honour, 
you  mall  find  clean  linen,  and  your  beds  quickly  ready. 
Wid.  But  where  will  my  nephew  and  you,  fir,  lie  to 
night  ? 

Care.  Oh,  madam,  we  have  acquaintance  enough  in 
the  town. 

Wid.  Well,  fir,  we'll  accept  this  courtefy  ;  and  when 
you  come  into  Suffolk,  you  ihall  command  my  houfc. 

Wild.  Pr'ythee  call  Befs,  and  bid  her  bring  meets  to 
make  the  bed  ;  I'll  go  and  fetch  in  a  pallet,  'tis  as  good 
a  bed  as  the  other,  and  if  you  will  itay  the  removing, 
we'll  fet  up  a  beditead. 

Plea/.  No,  a  pallet,  pray  ;  but  what  ihall  we  do  for 
jiight- cloaths,  aunt  ? 

Wild.  Why,  what  arg  thofe  you  bought  my  filler  ? 
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Wid,  Is  Jot  that  linen  gone  yet  ? 

Cape.  No*  faith,  madam,  his  man  forgot  it,  till  the 
carriers  were  gone  laft  week. 

Wild.  Will  that  ferve  ? 

Pleaf.  Yves,  yes,  pray  do  us  the  favour  to  let  us  have 
it,  'tis  but  warning  oft  again. 

Wild.  Nay,  it  will  ferve,  difcourfe  no  more  ;  Til 
fetch  the  bundle ;  and  pry'thee  fetch  the  combs  and  look- 
ing-glalfes  I  bought  the  other  day  ;  for  other  necefiaries 
that  want  a  name  the  wench  fhall  furnifh  you  with. 

Wid.  Nay,  but  where  is  me,  nephew  ? 

Wild.  Til  call  her,  if  fhe  be  not  gone  to  bed  ;  it  is  an 
ignorant  young  thing,  I  am  to  fend  her  to  my  fillers  in 
the  country  -,  I  have  had  fuch  ado  to  put  her  in  the 
fail  lion. 

Pleaf.  What  country  is  fhe  ?  pr'ythee,  mr.  Wild,  let's 
fee  her. 

Wild.  I'll  call  her  down.  [Exit  Wild. 

Sad.  Madam,  now  we  fee  y'are  fafe,  well  kifs  your 
hands,  and  wait  upon  you  to  morrow. 

Wid.  It  mull  be  early  then,  fir  ;  for  I  mail  borrow 
my  nephew's  coach,and  be  gone  berimes  into  the  country  -, 
to  take  a  little  frefh  air,  and  prevent  the  fearch. 

Conjl.  Pray,  madam,  be  plc^fed  to  command  ours. 

Wild,  Noy  fir,  I  humbly  thank  you ;  my  nephew's 
will  hold  our  company. 

Conjl.  Your  humble  fervant,  miflrefs  Pleafant. 

Sad.  Your  fervant,  madam. 

Pleaf.  Good  night,  mr.  Conflant. 

Wid.  Sir,  you'll  excufe  us,  we  have  no  body  here  to? 
light  you  down. 

Care.  Madam,  I  am  here  your  fervant  as  much  as 
thofe  that  wear  your  livery ;  and  this  houfe  holds  no 
other;  we  can  be  civil,  madam,  as  well  as  extra- 
vagant. 

PVid*  Your  humble  fervant,  mr.  Carelefs. 

Care.  Gentlemen,  if  you'll  wait  on  my  lady  to  her 
Chamber,  then  I'll  wait  upon  you  down. 

Sad,  You  oblige  us,  fir. 

{Exeunt  omnts 
Aft, 
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Enter  Wild,  Captain,  Wanton,  Par/on  and  Jolly. 
C?//.nP*  H  E  plague  ? 

f{  Wild.  The  plague,  as  I  live  ;  "and  all  my* 
relation  is  truth,  every  fylkble.  But,  mrs.  Wanton,  now 
mufl  you  play  your  mafter-piece  ;  be  fure  to  blufh,  and 
appear  but  fimple  enough,  and  all  is  well ;  thou  wilt 
.pais  for  as  arrant  a  chamber-maid  as  any  is  in  the 
pariih. 

Par/.  Hum  I  new  plots  ? 

Capt.  Let  me  put  on  a  petty-coat  and  a  mufner,  and 
I'll  fo  chamber-maid  it,  and  be  fo  diligent  with  the  clean 
fmock  and  the  chamber-pot — Now  would  I  give  all  the 
ihoes  in  my  fhop  to  lie  with  'em  both. 

Want.  Let  me  alone  to  fit  them,  I  can  make  a 
fcurvey  curt'fy  naturally  ;  remember,  I  am  an  EiTex 
woman,  if  they  afk. 

Wild.  Come,  come  quickly,  take  thofe  fweet-meats  > 
bring  the  great  cake  and  knife,  and  napkins,  for  they 
have  not  fupp'd ;  and  captain,  make  fome  lemonade, 
and  fend  it  by  the  boy  to  my  chamber ;  and  do  you 
hear,  Jolly,  you  mull:  Hay  till  we  come,  for  we  muft  lie 
with  you  to  night. 

Jolly.  We'll  Hay,  but  make  haile  then . 

Capt.  And  bring  our  cloaks  and  fwords  out  with  your 

Wild.  1  will,  I  will ;  but  be  quiet  all. 

Par/.  Mr.  Wild,  I  hope  there  is  no  plot  in  this. 

Capt.  There's  no  jealoufy,  mr.  Parfon  ;  'tis  all  fe- 
rious,  upon  my  life.     Come,  away  with  us. 

[Exeunt  Q7nncs. 

Aft.  IV.    Seen.  6. 

The  tyring -room,  curtains  drawn,  and  they  difcourfe.  His 
chamber,  two  beds,  two  tables,  loo.ing-gla^  _s ,   nigbt- 
cloaths,      waifl-coats,    j wee t- bags,    jwect 
nvine;   Wanton  drefi  like  a  chamber-maid  >  all  afovft 
if  the  fctnt  can  be/o  order  d. 
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Enter  Widow  and  mrs.  Pleaf  ant,    Wild  and  Car  clefs ;  the 
U  'idGifj-and  mrs.  P  leaf  ant  fa  lute  Wanton. 

Wild.  Y^Aiih,  aunt,  'tis  the  firft  time  I  have  had  the 
Jp    honour  to  fee  you  in  my  houfe ;   and   as  a 
firanger  I  muft  falute  you. 

Wid.  As  I  live,  nephew,  I'm  afham'd  to  put  you  to 
this  trouble. 

Wild.  It  is  an  obligation. Mrs.  Pleafant,  I  know 

you  have  not  fupp'd  ;  I  pray  you  be  pleased  to  tafle 
thefe  fweet-meats,  they  are  of  Sail's  doing ;  but  I  under- 
ftand  not  fweet-meats,  the  wine  I'll  anfwer  for;  and,  in 
a  word,  you  are  welcome  :  you  are  Patrona,  and  we 
your  flaves. 

Care.  Good  reft,  and  a  pleafmg  dream,  your  humble 
fervant  wifnes  you. 

Wid.  Goodnight,  nephew  ;  good  night,  mr.  Carelefs. 

Pleaf.  Good  night,  mr.  Carelefs ;  your  humble  fer- 
vant, mr.  Wild.  [Exeunt  Wild  and  Carelefs. 

Wid.  Why  ay,  here  are  men  have  fome  wit ;  by  this 
good  night,  had  we  lain  at  my  fervant's,  we  mould 
have  found  the  lac'd  cap  and  Dippers  that  have  been  en- 
tail' d  upon  the  family  thefe  five  aefcents,  advanc'd  upon 
the  cup-board's  head  inftead  of  plate. 

[They  ft  do%un  to  undrefs  them. 

Pleaf  They  are  a  couple  of  the  readielt  youths  too  ; 
how  they  run  and  do  all  things  with  a  thought !  I  love 
him  for  fending  his  fiber's  maid :  a  pretty  wench  ! 

Wid.  Pray,  let's  go  to  bed  ;  I  am  weary. 

Pleaf  You  will  not  go  to  bed  with  all  thefe  windows 
open  :   fweet  heart,  pr'ythee  fhut  them,   and  bring  me 

hither doft  underftand  me?    as  I  live,    'tis  a  great 

while  iince  I  went  to  the  play. 

id.  It  has  been  one  of  the  longeft  days;  a  year  of 
them  would  be  an  age. 

Pleaf  Oh,  do  you  grow  weary  ?  you'll  break  your 
covenant  e'er  the  year  go  out. 

[The  curtains    are  tlbfed. 

Wid.  Pr*y£hce;  fhut  the  windows,  and  come  pin  up 
my  hair. 
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Ad.  17.    Seen.  7. 

E 'titer  Wild,  Jolly,  Carele/s,  Captain  and  Par  [on,  and  Fid- 
dlers, and  one  with  a  torch ,  with  their  cloaks  and  their 
/words  y  putting  them  on.      Enter  Wild*s  man. 

Wild.  PEE  you  wait  diligently,  and  let  them  want 
ij  nothing  they  call  for. — Come,  fhall  we  go?  'tis 
very  late. 

Capt.  But  how  do's  Wanton  carry  it  ? 

Wild.  They  faluted  her ;  and  mrs.  Pleafant  fwora 
you  might  fee  the  country- fimplicity  in  her  face. 

Par/.  A  pox  upon  her,  crafty  gypfy. 

Capt.  Why,  art  net  thou  glad  to  fee  lhe  can  be  honefl 
when  lhe  will  ? 

Par/.  I'll  {hew  you  all  a  trick  for  her,  within  thefe 
few  days,  or  I'll  mifs  my  aim. 

Jolly.  Come,  let's  go.  [They  all  offer  to  go* 

Capt.  I  have  a  mind  to  flay  till  Wanton  comes. 

Wild.  Stay  a  little  then,  for  'twill  not  belong  e'er  the/ 
be  a  bed. 

Enter  Wanton \ 

Capt.  I  hear  Wanton's  voice. 

Wild.  Are  they  a  bed  ? 

Want.  Yes,  and  have  fo  admir'd  you,  and  mr.  Care- 
lefs, and  abus'd  the  lovers — Well,  gentlemen,  you  are 
the  wits  of  the  time  ;  but  if  I  might  counfel — well,  they 
might  lie  alone  this  night ;  but  it  mould  go  hard  if  I 
lay  not  with  one  of  them,  within  a  month. 

Care.  Were  they  fo  taken  with  their  lodging  ? 

Want.  All  that  can  be  faid  they  faid,  you  are  the 
friendliefr  men,  the  readi'ltmen,  the  handfom'ftmen,  men 
that  had  wit ;  and  could  tell  when  to  be  civil,  and  when 
to  be  wild  ;  and  mrs.  (what's  her  name)  the  younger, 
afked  why  mr.  Wild  did  not  go  a  wooing  to  fome  rich 
heir;  upon  her  confeience,  (he  faid,  you  would  fpeed. 

Care.  Well,  well,  there's  a  time  for  all  things -,  ccme, 
let's  go.  [They  offer  to  depart. 

Wild.  Take  a  light.— —Good  nighty  Wanton. 
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Capt.  D'ye  hear,  d'ye  hear  ?  let  me  fpeak  with  you- 

[They  all  ccme  back  again. 

Wild.  What's  the  bufincfs  ? 

Capt.  I  cannot  get  hence  this  night:  but  your  good 
angels  hang  at  my  heels ;  and  if  I  can  prevail,  yon 
jhall  ftay. 

Wild.  What  to  do? 

Capt.  What  to  do  ?  why  111  be  hang'd  if  all  this 
Company  do  not  guefs. 

Jolly.  Pr'ythee,  what  mould  we  ftay  for  ? 

Capt.  For  the  widow,  and  her  niece  :  are  they  worth 
the  watching  for  a  night  ? 

Wild.  Yes,  certainly. 

Capt.  Then  take  my  counfei,  and  let  me  give  it  out 
y'are  married;  you  have  new  cloaths  come  home  this 
morning,  and  there's  that  you  fpoke  of  I'll  fetch  from 
the  taylor's,  and  here's  a  parfon  fnall  rather  give  them 
his  living,  than  ftay  for  a  iicenfe;  the  fiddlers  too  are 
ready  to  lalute  'em. 

Care .  But  if  they  refufe  ? 

Jolly.   Which,  upon  my  confcience,  they  will. 

Capt.  As  you  hope,  elic  you  are  laugh'd  at  for  m'fting 
the  widow.  Ned>  follow  my  counfel,  appear  at  her 
chamber-window  in  thy  fhirt,  and  faiute  all  that  paries 
by  i  let  me  alone  to  give  it  out,  and  invite  company 
and  provide  dinner  ;  then  when  the  bufinefs  is  known, 
and  I  have  prefented  all  your  friends  at  court  with  rib- 
bands, fhe  mult  confent,  or  her  honour  is  loft,  if  you 
have  but  the  grace  to  fwear  it,  and  keep  your  own 
counfel. 

Care.  By  this  hand,  he  has  reafon  ;  and  I'll  undertake 
the  widow. 

Wild.  It  will  incenfe  them,  and  precipitate  the  bufinefs, 
which  is  in  a  fair  way  now ;  and  if  they  have  wit,  they 
muft  hate  us  for  fuch  a  treachery. 

Capt.  Jf  they  have  wit  they  willlove  you  ;  befide,  if 
it  come  to  that,  we  two  will  fwear  we  faw  you  married, 

and  the  parfon  fnall  be  fv/orn  he  did  it: Prieit,  will 

you  not  fwear  ? 

Par/,  Yes,  any  thing  i  what  is' t,  captain  ? 

Wild. 
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Wild.  If  this  jeft  could  do  it,  yet  'tis  bafe  to  gain  a 
wife  fo  poorly  :  fhe  came  hither  too  for  {ancillary  ;  it 
would  be  an  uncivil  and  an  unhofpitable  thing,  and  look 
as  if  I  had  not  merit  enough  to  get  a  wife  without  fteal- 
\Lg  her  from  herfelf ;  then,  'tis  in  mine  own  houfe. 

Capt.  The  better;  nay,  now  I  think  on' t,- why  came 
•fhe  hither  ?  how  do  you  know  the  plague  is  there  ?  all 
was  well  at  dinner;  I'll  be  hang'd  if  it  be  not  a  plot; 
the  lovers  too  whom  you  abus'd  at  dinner,  are  joyn'd 
with  them ;  a  trick,  a  meer  trick  of  wit  to  abufe  us  ; 
and  to  morrow  when  the  birds  are  flown,  they'll  laugh 
at  you,  and  fay,  two  country-ladies  put  themftlves 
naked  into  the  hands  of  three  travel'd  city-wits,  and 
they  durft  not  lay  hold  on  them. 

Care.  A  pox  upon  thefe  niceties. 

Want.  If  they  have  not  fome  defign  upon  ycu,  hang 
me,  why  did  they  talk  fo  freely  before  me  elfe  ? 

Care.  Let's  but  try,  we  are  not  now  to  begin  to  make 
the  world  talk ;  nor  is  it  a  new  thing  to  them  to  hear  we 
are  mad  fellows. 

Capt.  If  you  get  "them,  are  they  worth  having  ? 

Wild.  Having?  yes. 

Capt.  If  you  mifs  them  the  jeft  is  good;  pr'ythee, 
Ned,  let  me  prevail,  'tis  but  a  mad  trick. 

Wild,  If  we  would,  how  (hall  we  get  into  the 
chamber  ? 

Want.  Let  me  alone  for  that ;  I'll  put  on  my  country 
fimplicity,  and  carry  in  a  chamber-pot ;  then  under 
pretence  of  bolting  the  back-door  I'll  open  it — and  yet  I 
grudge  them  the  fport  fo  honeftly  ;  for  you  wenchers 
make  the  belt  hufbands ;  after ;  ou  are  once  married,  or.£ 
never  fee's  you. 

Capt.  I  warrant  thee,  wench. 

Want.  No  faith,  I  have  obferv'd  it,  they  are  flill  the 
doting'ft  hufbands,  and  then  retreat  and  become  juftices 
of  the  peace,  and  none  fo  violent  upon  the  bonch,  as 
they,  againft  us  poor  finners :  yet  I'll  do  it,  for  upon 
my  confcience  the  young  gentlewoman  will  fall  upon 
her  back,  and  thank  me.  [Exit  Wanton. 

Capt.  Away,  go  then,  aad  leave  your  fooling ;  and 

in 


428         7be  Par/on  s  Wedding. 

in  the  morning,  Ned,- get  in,  and  plead  naked  with  fOOT 
hands  in  the  bed. 

Parf.  And  if  they  cry,  put  your  lips  in  their  mouthy 
and  flop  them. 

Cap.  Why  look  you,  you  have  the  authority  of  the 
church  too. 

Wild.  Well,  I  am  now  refol-'d  :  go  you  about  your 
part,  and  make  the  report  ftrong. 

Care.  And  d'ye  hear  ?  be  fare  you  fet  the  cook  at 
work,  that  if  we  mi&  we  may  have  a  good  dinner,  and 
good  wine,  to  drink  down  our  grief. 

Cap.  Mils?  I  warrant  thee,'twill  thrive.  [Exit Captain. 

Care.  Nay,  if  I  knock  not  down  the  widow,  geld 
me,  and  come  out  to  morrow  compleat  uncle,  and  fa- 
lute  the  company,  with,  you  are  welcome,  gentlemen, 
and  good  morrow  nephew  Ned. 

Wild.  Uncle  Tom,  good  morrow,  uncle  Tom. 
Enter  Want  en, 

Want.  All's  done,  the  door  is  open,  and  they're  as 
flill  as  childrens  thoughts ;  'tis  time  you  made  you  ready, 
which  is,  to  put  off  your  breeches,  for 'tis  almoft  day ; 
and  take  my  counfel,  be  fare  to  offer  force  enough,  the 
lefs  reafon  will  ferve  ;  especially  you,  mailer  Wild,  do 
not  put  a  maid  to. the  pain  of  faying,  ay. 

Wild.  I  warrant  thee,  wench  ;  let  me  alone. 

Care.  We'll  in,  and  undrefs  us,  and  come  again  j  for 
we  mufl  go  in  at  the  back  door. 

Wild,  I'll  meet  you :  is  the  captain  gone  ? 

[Exeunt  Wild  and  Carelef:% 

Want.  Yes,  yes,  he's  gone. 

Jolly.  Come,  matter  Parfon,  let  us  fee  the  cook  in 
readinefs,  where  are  the  fiddlers  ?  what  will  become  of 
our  plot  ?  for  the  coach-man,  mailer  Sad,  and  his 
friend  will  flink  of  their  jell  if  this  thrive. 

Parf.  They  have  flept  all  night,,  on  purpofe  to  play 
all  day. 

Jolly.  When  the  ribbands  and  points  come  from  the 
Exchange,  pray  fee  the  fiddlers  have  fome;  the  rogues 
will  play  fo  out  of  tune  all  day  elfe,  they  will  fpoil  the 
dancing,  if  the  plot  do  take. 

Enter 
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Enter  Wild,  and  Carelefs,  in  their  foirts,  with  drawers 
under  ;   night -gowns  en,  and in  flippers. 

Want.  Let's  fee  them  in  the  chamber  frit,  and  then 
I  fhall  go  with  fome  heart  about  the  bufinefs  : — fo,  fo, 
creep  clofe  and  quietly  ;  you  know  the  way,  the  widow 
lies  in  the  high  bed,  and  the  pallet  is  next  the  door. 

[They  kneel  at   the  door  to  go  in  ;  foe  flakes  her  coats 
over  %ftn\ 

Wild.  Muft  we  creep  ? 

Wajit.  Yes,  yes,  down  upon  your  knees,  always, 
till  you  get  a  woman,  and  then  Hand  up  for  the  cauie  ; 
ftay,  let  me  (hake  my  fmock  over  you  for  luck  fake. 

Jolly.   Why  fo  ?  I  warrant  you  thrive. 

Par/.  A  pox  take  you,  I'll  pare  your  nails  when  I 
get  you  from  this  place  once. 

Want.  Sweet  heart,  fweet  heart,  off  with  your  fhoes. 

Par/.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart,  there's  an  old  fhoe  after 
you ;  would  I  gave  all  in  my  fhop  the  relt  were  fur- 
nifiVd  with  wives  too. 

Jolly.  Par  Ion,  the  fun  is  rifing,  go  fend  in  the 
fiddlers,  and  fet  the  cook  on  work,  let  him  chop 
foundly. 

Par/.  I  have  a  tythe-pig  at  home,  PH  e'en  facrifce 
it  to  the  wedding.  [Exit  Par/on. 

Want.  They  will  find  them  in  good  pofture,  they 
may  take  privy  marks  if  they  pleaie ;  for  they  faid  it 
was  fo  hot  they  could  endure  no  cloaths,  and  my  fim- 
plicity  was  fo  diligent  to  lay  them  naked,  and  with  fuch 
twills  and  turns  faitned  them  to  the  feet,  Til  anfwer 
for't,  they  find  not  the  way  into  them  in  an  hour. 
Enter  Servant  and  Par/on. 

Jolly.  Why  then  they  may  pull  up  their  fmocks,  and 
hide  their  faces. 

■  Sernj.  Matter  Jolly,   there  was  one   without  would 
fpeak  with  you. 

Jelly.   Wno  was  it  ? 

Serv.  It  is  the  lady  that  talks  fo  well. 

Jol.  They  fay,  indeed,  fhe  has  an  excellent  tongue  ; 
I  would  me  had  changed  it  for  a  face  ;  'da  me  that  has 
been  haudfome. 

Par/ 
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Par/.  Who,  not  the  poetefs  we  met  at  mr.  Sad's  ? 

Jol.  Yes,  the  fame.  i 

Parf.   Sure  fhe's  mad. 

Jol.  Pr'ythee,  tell  her  I  am  gone  to  bed. 

Serv.  I  have  done  as  well,  fir  ;  I  told  her  mrs.  Wan- 
ton was  here,  at  which  difcreetly,  being  touch'd  with 
the  guilt  of  her  face,  fhe  threw  out  a  curfe  or  two,  and 
retreated. 

Want.  Who  is  this  you  fpeak  of  t  I  will  know  who 
'tis. 

Parf.  Why  'tis  me  that  married  the  Genoa  merchant  i 
they  cozen'd  one  another. 

Want.  Who,  Peg  Driver,  bewgle-eyes  ? 

Jol.   The  fame,  the  fame. 

Want.  Why,  fhe  is  ugly  now  ? 

Parf.  Yes ;  but  I  have  known  her,  by  this  hand,  as 
fine  a  wench  as  ever  fm'd  in  town  or  fuburbs  :  when  I 
knew  her  firft,  fhe  was  the  original  of  all  the  wainfcot 
chamber-maids  with  brooms,  and  bare -foot  madams,  you 
fee  fold  at  Temple-bar  and  the  Exchange. 

Want.  Ah  !  th'art  a  devil !  how  could'ft  thou  find  in 
thy  heart  to  abufe  her  fo  ?  Thou  lov'fl  antiquities  too  : 
the  very  memory  that  fhe  had  been  handfome,  fhould 
have  pleaded  fomething. 

Jol.  Was  handfome,  fignifies  nothing  to  me. 

Want.  But  fhe's  a  wit,  and  a  wench  of  an  excellent 
difcourfe. 

Parf  And  as  good  company  as  any's  i'th'  town. 

Jol.  Company  !  for  whom,  leather-ears,  his  majefty 
of  Newgate-  watch  ?  There  her  flory  will  do  well,  while 
they  loufe  themfelves. 

Parf.  Well,  you  are  curious  now ;  but  the  time  was 
when  you  have  fkip'd  for  a  kifs. 

Jol.  Pr'ythee,  Parfon,  no  more  of  wit,  and  was  hand- 
fome ;  but  let  us  keep  to  this  text — [he  kiJfesWanton]—* 
and  with  joy  think  upon  thy  little  Wanton  here,  that's 
kind,  foft,  fweet,  and  found  :  thefe  are  epithets  for  a 
miitrefs,  nor  is  there  any  elegancy  in  a  woman  like  it. 
Give  me  fuch  a  naked  fcene  to  ftudy  night  and  day  :  I 
care  not  for  her  tongue,  fo  her  face  be  good  :  A  whore, 
drdVd  in  verfe,  and  fet  fpeeches,  tempts  me  no  more  to 
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that  fweet  fin,  than  the  ftatute  of  whipping  can  keep 
me  from  it.  This  thing  we  talk'd  on,  which  retains 
nothing  but  the  name  of  what  fhe  was,  is  not  only  poeti- 
cal in  her  difcourfe,  but  her  tears  and  her  love,  her 
health,  nay  her  pleafure,  were  all  ficlions, .  and  had 
fcarce  any  live  flefh  about  her  till  I  adminifter'd. 

Par/.  Indeed,  'tis  time  fhe  fat  out,  and  gave  others 
leave  to  play;  for  a  reverend  whore  is  an  unfeemly 
fight ;  befides  it  makes  the  fin  malicious,  which  is  but 
venial  elfe. 

Want.  Sure  he'll  make  a  cafe  of  confcience  on't: 
you  fhould  do  well  (fweet  heart)  to  recommend  her  cafe 
to  your  brethren  that  attend  the  committee  of  afFe&ion, 
that  they  may  order  her  to  t>e  found  and  young  again, 
for  the  good  of  the  commonwealth. 

Ad.  V.     Seen,    u 

Enter  Fiddlers^  Jolly,  and  Wanton* 

Jol.  /^\H,  are  vou  ready  ?  are  you  ready? 
\^J       Fid.  Yes,  an't  like  your  worihip. 
JoL  And  did  you  bid  the  cook  chop  luiiily,  and  make 
a  noife  ? 

Fid.  Yes,  fir,  he's  at  it. 
Want.   I  hear  the  captain. 

Enter  the  Captain^ 
JoL  Have  you  brought  cloaths  and  ribbands  ? 
Capt.  Yes,  yes,  all   is  ready  :    did   you  hear  them 
fqueak  yet  ? 

Want.  No,  by  this  light  :    I  think  'tis   an  appoint* 
ment,  and  we  have  been  all  abusM. 

Capt.  Give  the  fiddlers  their  ribbands,  and  carry  the 
reft  in.    Mrs.  Wanton,  you  mult  play  my  lady's  woman 
to-day,  and  mince  it  to  all  that  come,  and  hold  up  your 
head  finely  when  they  kifs  you  ;  and  take  heed  of  i\ 
iiig  when  you  are  angry,  and  pledging  whole  cups  \ 
they  drink  to  you. 

Want.  I'll  wan  ant  you,  for  my  part. 
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Capt.  Go,  get  you  in  then,  and  let  your  hufband  dip 
the  rofemary. 

Jol.  Is  all  ready  ? 

Capt.  All,  all;  fome  of  the  company  are  below  al- 
ready :  I  have  fo  blown  it  about,  one  porter  is  gone  to 
the-Exchange,  to  invite  mr.  Wild's  merchant  to  his  wed- 
ding, and,  by  the  way,  to  bid  two  or  three  fruiterers  to 
fend  in  fruit  for  fuch  a  wedding ;  another  in  my  lady's 
name  to  Sail's  for  fweet-meats :  I  fwore  at  Bradborn  in 
Ids  mop  myfelf,  that  I  wonder'd  he  would  difappoint 
mr.  Wild  for  his  points,  and  having  fo  long  warning  ; 
lie  protefted  'twas  not  his  fault,  but  they  were  ready, 
and  he  would  fend  John  with  them  prefently.  One  of 
the  watermen  is  gone  to  the  Mellon -garden  ;  the  other 
to  Cook's,  at  the  Bear,  for  fome  bottles  of  his  belt  wine ; 
and  thence  to  Gracious -ilreet  to  the  poulterer's,  and  all 
with  directions  to  fend  in  provifions  for  mr.  Wild's  wed- 
ding ;  and  who  fnould  I  meet  at  door,  but  apricock 
Tom  and  Mary,  waiting  to  fpeak  with  her  young  maf- 
ter :  they  came  to  beg  that  they  might  ferve  the  feafl ;  I 
promis'd  them  they  mould,  if  they  would  cry  it  up  and 
down  the  town  to  bring  company,  for  mr.  Wild  was  re- 
folv'd  to  keep  open  houfe. 

Jol.  Why  then  here  will  be  wkneiTesenougn. 

Capt.  But  who  mould  I  meet  at  the  corner  of  the  . 
Piazza,  but  Jofeph  Taylor  ;  he  tells  me,  there's  a  new 
play  at  the  Fryers  to-day,,  and  I  .have  befpoke  a  box  for 
mr.  Wild  and  his  bride. 

Jol.  And  did  not  he  wonder  to  hear  he  was  married  ? 

Capt.  Yes ;  bat  I  told  him  'twas  a  match  his  aunt 
made  for  him  when  he  was  abroad. 

Jol.  And  I  have  fpread  it  fufficiently  at  court,  by 
fending  to  borrow  plate  for  fuch  a  wedding. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Strv.  There's  half  a  dozen  coach-fulls  .of  company 
lighted  ;  'they  call  for  the  bride-laces  and  points. 

Capt.  Let  the  fiddlers  play  then,  and  bid  God  give 
them  joy,  by  the  name  of  my  lady  Carelefs  and  inrs. 
Wild. 

Fid.  Where  mail  we  play,  fir  ? 

Jol.  Come  with  us,  we'll  mew  you  the  window. 
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["7 'be  fiddlers  play  in  the  tiring-room,  and the  fiage-cur~ 
tains  are  drawn,  and  dif cover  a  chamber,  as  it  were $ 
with  two  beds,  and  the  ladies  ajleep  in  them;  mr. 
Wild  being  at  mrs.  Pleafianfs  bed- fide,  and  mr.  Care- 
lefis-  at  the  widow's.  Ibe  mufiick  awakes  the 
widow. 

/T/V.I^TIECE,  niece,  niece  Pleafant. 

J^(       [She  opens  the  curtain  and  calls  her  ;  Jhe  is 
under  a  canopy. 

Plea/.  Ha !  I  hear  you,  I  hear  you  ;  what  would  you 
have  ? 

Wid.  Do  you  not  hear  the  fiddlers  ? 
•   Pleafi.  Yes,  yes ;  but  you  have  wak'd  me  from  the 
fineft  dream 

Wid.  A  dream  !  what  was't,  fome  knavery  ? 

Pleafi.  Why  I  know  not,  but  'twas  merry  ;  e'en  as 
pleating  as  fome  fins :  well,  I'll  lie  no  more  in  a  man's 
bed,  for  fear  I  lofe  more  than  I  get. 

Wid.  Hark  !  that's  a  new  tune. 

Pleafi.  Yes,  and  they  play  it  well.  This  is  your 
jaunty  nephew ;  I  would  he  had  lefs  of  the  father  in 
him,  I'd  venture  to  dream  out  my  dream  with  him; 
o'  my  confeience  he's  worth  a  dozen  of  my  dull  fervant; 
that's  fuch  a  troublefome  vifitant,  without  any  kind  of 
conveniency. 

Wid.  Ay,  ay,  fo  are  all  of  that  kind ;  give  me  your 
fubjed  lover ;  thofe  you  call  fervants,  are  but  troubles,  I 
confefs. 

Pleafi.  What  is  the  difference,  pray,  betwixt  a  fubjecl; 
and  a  fervant  lover  ? 

Wid.  Why,  one  I  have  abfolute  power  over,  the 
other's  at  large  ;  your  fervant -lovers  are  thofe  who  take 
miftreffes  upon  trial,  and  fcarce  give  them  a  quarter^ 
warning  before  they  are  gone. 

Pleafi  Why,  what  do  your  fubjeft-lovers  do  ? — I  am 
fo  fleepy. 
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Wid.  Do  !  all  things  for  nothing  :  then  they  are  the 
diligenteft  and  the  humbleft  things  a  woman  can  employ  } 
nay,  I  ha'  feen  of  them  tame,  and  run  loofe  about  a 
houfe :  I  had  one  once,  by  this  light ;  he  would  fetch 
a,nd  carry,  go  back,  feek  out ;  he  would  do  any  thing  : 
I  think  fome  faulconer  bred  him. 

Pleaf.  By  my  troth,  I  am  of  your  mind. 
.  Wid.  He  would  come  over,  for  all  my  friends ;  but  it 
was  the  dogged' It  thing  to  my  enemies ;  he  would  fit 
upon's  tail  before  them,  and  frown  like  John  a  Napes 
when  the  pope  is  nam'd  :  he  heard  me  once  praife  my. 
little  fpaniel  bitch  Smut  for  waiting,  and  han£  me  if  I 
ilir'd  for  feven  years  after,  .but  I  found  him  lying  at  my 
door. 

Pleaf.  And  what  became  of  him  ? 

Wid.  Faith,  when  I  married  he  forfook  me :  I  was 
advis'd  fince,  that  if  I  would  ha'  fpit  in's  mouth  fome- 
times,  he  would  have  ftay'd. 

Pleof.  That  was  cheap,  but  'tis  no  certain  way ;  for 
"'tis  a  general  opinion,  that  marriage  is  one  of  the  cer- 
tain'ft  cures  for  love  that  one  can  apply  to  a  man  that  is 
fick  of  the  fighings ;  yet  if  you  were  to  live  about  this 
town  ftill,  fuch  a  fool  would  do  you  a  world  of  fervice  : 
I'm  Cure  Secret  will  mifs  him,  he  would  always  take 
fuch  a  care  of  her,  h'as  faved  her  a  hundred  walks  for 
hoods  and  mafques. 

Wid.  Yes,  and  I  was  certain  of  the  earlieil  fruits  and 
flowers  that  the  fprkg  afforded. 

Pleaf.  By  my  troth  'twas  foolifhly  done  to  part  with 
him;  a  few  crumbs  of  your  affection  would  have  fatif- 
fy'd  him,  poor  thing  ! 

Wid.  Thou  art  in  the  right ;  in  this  town  there's  no 
living  without  'era;  they  do  more  fervice  in  a  houfe  for 
nothing,  than  a  pair  of  thofe  what-d'ye-call-'ems,  thofe 
he-waiting --women,  beatis,  that  curiam  impofes  upon 
ladies. 

PUaf.  Is  there  none  of  them  to  be  had  now,  think 
you  ?  I'd  fain  get  a  tame  one  to .  carry  down  into  the 
country. 

Wid.  Faith,  I  know  but  one  breed  of  them  about  the 
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town  that's  right,  and  that's  at  the  court :  the  lady  tha* 
has  them,  brings  'em  all  up  by  hand  ;  fhe  breeds  fome  of 
them  from  very  puppies  :  there's  another  wit  too  in 
town  that  has  of  them  ;  but  her's  will  not  do  lb  p 
tricks  ;  good  iullen  diligent  waiters  thofe  are  which  (lie 
breeds,  but  not  half  fo  fervic^able. 

Pleaf.  How  does  fhe  do  it  ?  is  there  not  a  trick  in't r 

Wid.  Only  patience  ;  but  me  has  a  heavy  hand  with 
'em  (they  fay)  at  firit,  and  many  of  them  mifcarry  ;  flie 
governs  them  with  figns,  and  by  the  eye,  as  Banks 
breeds  his  horfe  :  there  are  fome  too  that  arrive  at  wri- 
ting, and  thofe  are  the  right  breed,  for  they  commonly 
betake  themfelves  to  poetry  ;  and  if  you  coufd  light  on 
one  of  them,  'twere  worth  your  money  ;  for  'tis  but 
ufmg  of  him  ill,  and  praifmg  his  verfes  fometimes,  and 
you  are  fure  of  hira  for  ever. 

Pleaf.  But  do  they  never  grow  furly,  aunt  ? 

Wid.  Not,  if  you  keep  them  from  raw  rlefh;  for  they 
are  a  kind  of  lyon-lovers,  and  if  they  once  tails  the 
fweet  of  it,  they'll  turn  to  their  kind. 
•  Pleaf.  Lord,  aunt,  there  will  be  no  going  without 
one  this  fummer  into  the  country  ;  pray  lefs  enquire  for 
one,  either  a  he-one  to  entertain  us,  or  a  (he-one  to  tell 
us  the  ftory  of  her  love ;  'tis  excellent  to  bedward,  and 
makes  one  as  drowfy  as  prayers. 

Wid.  Faith,  niece,  this  parliament  has  fo  derboy'd 
'em,  and  the  Platonick  humour,  that  'tis  uncertain  whe- 
ther we  (hall  get  one  or  no ;  your  leading  members  in 
the  lower  houfe  have  fo  cow'd  the  ladies,  that  they  have 
no  leifure  to  breed  any  of  late :  their  whole  endeavoui  > 
are  fpent  now  in  featting,  and  winning  dole  committee- 
men, a  rugged  kind  of  fuHen  fellows,  with  implacable 
itomachs  and  hard  hearts,  that  make  the  gay  things  court 
and  obferve  them  as  much  as  the  foolilh  lovers  uie  to  do. 
Yet  Tthink  I  know  one  (he-lover,  but  ihe  is  fmitten  in 
years  o'th'  wrong  fide  of  forty ;  \  am  certain  fhe  is 
poor  too,  and,  in  this  lean  age  for  courtiers,  ihe  perhaps 
would  be  glad  to  ran  this  fummer  in  or.r  park. 

Pleaf.  Dear  aunt,  let  us  have  her.  Has  fhe  been 
famous:  has  (he  good  tales,  think  you,  of  knights,  fucli 

T  2  as 


436  The  Par/on' s  Wedding. 

as  have  been  falfe  or  true  to  love,  no  matter  which  ? 

IV id.  She  cannot  want  caufe  to  curfe  the  fex  ;  hand- 
fome,  witty,  well-born,  and  poor,  in  court  cannot  want 
the  experience  how  falfe  young  men  can  be:  her  beauty 
has  had  the  highefl  fame  ;  and  thofe  eyes,  that  weep 
now  unpity'd,  have  had  their  envy,  and  a  dazzling 
povver. 

Pho.f.  And  that  tongue,  I  warrant  you,  which  now 
grows  hoarfe  with  flattering  the  great  law-breakers,  once 
gave  law  to  princes :  was  it  not  fo,  aunt  ?  Lord,  {hall  I 
die  without  begetting  one  ilory  ? 

Wid.  Penthefilea,  nor  all  the  cloven  knights  the  poets 
treat  of,  yclad  in  mightiefl  petticoats,  did  her  excel  for 
gallant  deeds,  and,  with  her  honour,  Hill  preferv'd  her 
freedom.  My  brother  lov'd  her;  and  I  have  heard 
him  fwear  Minerva  might  have  own'd  her  language  ;  an 
eye  like  Pallas,  Juno's  wrifts,  a  Venus  for  fhape,  and  a 
mind  chafte  as  Diana,  but  not  fo  rough  -,  never  uncivil- 
ly cruel,  nor  faulty  kind  to  any ;  no  vanity,  that  fees 
more  than  lovers  pay ;  nor  blind  to  a  gallant  paffion  :  her 
maxim  was,  he  that  could  love,  and  tell  her  fo  hand- 
fomely,  was  better  company,  but  not  a  better  lover  than 
a  filent  man;  thus  all  paflions  found  her  civility,  and 
ihe  a  value  from  all  her  lovers.  But,  alas,  niece,  this 
<was  (wjiich  is  a  fad  word)  was  handfome,  and  ixas  be- 
loved, are  abhorr'd  founds  in  women's  ears. 

[7  he  fiddlers  -play  again. 

Pleaf  Hark,  the  fiddlers  are  merry  ftill :  will  not 
Secret  have  the  wit  to  find  us  this  morning,  think  you  ? 

Fidd.  God  give  you  joy,  mr.  Carelefs ;  God  give  your 
ladyfhip  joy,  my  lady  Wild. 

Wid.  What  did  the  fellow  fay,  God  give  me  joy  \ 

Pleaf.  As  I  live,  I  think  fo. 

Fidd.  God  give  you  joy,  mrs.  Pleafant  Wild. 

Wid.  This  is  my  nephew,  I  fmell  him  in  this  kna- 
\*ery. 

Pleaf.  Why  did  they  give  me  joy  by  the  name  of  mrs. 
Wild  ?  I  (hall  pay  dear  for  a  night's  lodging,  if  that  be 
fo  ;  efpecially  lying  alone.  By  this  light,  there  is  fome 
knavery  a-foot. 
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[All  the  company  con/u/ed  without,  and  bid 
God  glue  them  joy*. 

jol.  Rife,  rife,  for  fhame,  the  year's  afore  you. 

Capt.  Why,  Ned  Wild  ;  why  Tom,  will  you  not  rife 
and  let's  in  ?  What,  is  it  not  enough  to  ileal  your  wed- 
dings over  night,  but  lock  yourfelves  up  in  the  morning 
too  ?  All  your  friends  flay  for  points  here,  and  kifles 
from  the  brides. 

Wild.  A  little  patience!  you'll  give  us  leave  to  drefs 
us  ?  [The  women  fqueak  when  they  f peak. 

Care.  Why,  what's  a  clock,  captain  ? 

Cap.   It's  late. 

Care.  Faith,  fo  it  was  before  we  flept. 

Wid.  Why,  nephew,  what  means  this  rudenefs  ?  As 
I  live,   I'll  fall  out  with  you.     This  is  no  jefl. 

Wild.  No,  as  I  live,  aunt ;  we  are  in  earned  ;  but 
my  part  lies  here,  and  there's  a  gentleman  will  do  his 
befl  to.  fatisfy  you  ;  [they  catch  the  wojnen  in  their  arms'] 
and,  fwect  mrs.  Pleafant,  I  know  you  have  fo  much  wit 
ab  w perceive  this  bufinefs  cannot  be  remedied  by  denials. 
Here  we  are,  as  you  fee,  naked,  and  thus  have  faluted 
hundreds  at  the  window  that  pall  by,  and  gave  us  joy 
this  morning. 

Plea/.  Joy  !  of  what  ?  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Care.  Madam,  this  is  vifible ;  and  you  may  coy  it, 
and  rcfufe  to  call  me  hufband  ;  but  I  am  refolv'd  to  call 
you  wife,  and  fuch  proofs  I'll  bring  as  mall  not  be  de- 
nied. [Carelefs  kij/es  the  widow. 

Wid.  Promife  yourfclf  that  ;  fee  whether  your  fine 
wits  can  make  it  good — You  will  not  be  uncivil  ? 

Cure.  Not  a  hair,  but  what  you  give,  and  that  was 
in  the  contract  before  we  undertook  it  ;  for  any  man 
may  force  a  woman's  body,  but  we  have  laid  we  will 
force  your  mind. 

Wild.  But  that  needs  not ;  for  we  know  by  your  dif- 
courfe  laft  night  and  this  morning,  we  are  men  you  have 
no  averfion  to  ;  and  I  believe,  if  we  had  taken  time, 
and  woo'd  hard,  this  would  have  come  o'  courfe ;  but 
we  had  rather  win  you  by  wit,  becaufe  you  dcfy'd 
us. 
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Wid.  *Tfe  very  well,  if  it  fucceed. 

Care,  And,  for  ray  part,  but  for  the  jefr  of  winning 
you,  and  this  way,  noc  ten  jointufes  mould  have  made 
me  marry. 

Wid.  This  is  a  new  way  of  wooing. 

£pr<.  'Tis  fp,  madam  ;  but  we  have  not  laid  our  plot 
fo  weakly  ftho  it  were  fudden)  to  leave  it  in  any  body's 
power,  but  our  own,  to  hinder  it. 

Tltr.f.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

trim.  We  are  fecure  enough,  if  we  can  be  true  to 
©urfelvts. 

Care.  Yet  we  fubmit  in  the  midfl  of  our  ftrcngth,  anc{ 
keg  you  will  not  wilfully  fpoil  a  good  jeft  by  refuting  us. 
By  this  hand,  we  are  both  found,  and  we'll  be  ilrangely 
jhonefr,  and  never  in  ill  humours ;  but  live  as  merry  as 
the  maids,  and  divide  the  year  between  the  town  and 
the  country. — What  fay  you,  is't  a  match  ?  your  bed  is 
big  enough  for  two,  and  my  meat  will  net  coft  you 
much  :  I'll  promife  nothing  but  one  heart,  one  purfe 
betwixt  ns,  and  a  whole  dozen  of  boys.  Is't  a  bar- 
gain ? 

Wid.  Not,  if  I  can  hinder  it,  as  I  live. 

Wild.  Faith,  mjs,  Pieafant,  he  hath  ipoken  nothing 
but  reafon,  and  I'll  do  my  beft  to  make  it  good  :  come, 
faith,  teach  my  aunt  what  to  do,  and  let  me  {hike  the 
bargain  upon  your  lips. 

Plea/.  No,  fir,  not  to  be  half  a  queen  -,  if  we  mould 
yield  now,  your  wit  would  domineer  for  ever  ;  and  flill 
in  all  difputes  (tho'  never  fo  much  reafon  on  our  fide) 
this  {hall  be  urg'd  as  an  argument  of  your  mailer-wit  to 
confute  us :  I  am  of  your  aunt's  mind,  fir,  and,  if  I  can 
hinder  it,  it  mail  be  no  match. 

Wild.  Why,  then  know,  it  is  not  in  your  powers  to 
prevent  it. 

Wid.  Why?  we  are  not  married  yet. 

Care.  No,   'tis  true. 

Wid.  By  this  good  light  then,  I'll  be  dumb  for  ever 
hereafter,  left  I  light  upon  the  words  of  marriage  by 
chance. 

Piea/  'Tis  hard,  when  our  own  adls  cannot  be  in  our 
own  power jf  gentlemen. 
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Wild.  The  plot  is  only  known  to  four ;  the  miniiler, 
and  two  that  flood  for  fathers,  and  a  fimple  country  - 
maid  that  waited  upon  you  la.il  night,  which  plays  your 
chamber-maid's  part. 

Pleaf.  And  what  will  all  thefe  do  ? 

Wild.  Why,  the  two  friends  will  fwear  they  gave  you , 
the  parfon  will  fwear  he  married  you,  and  the  wench  will 
fwear  me  put  us  to  bed. 

Wid.  Have  you  men  to  fwear  we  are  married  ? 

Pleaf.  And  a  parfon  to  fwear  he  did  it  ? 

Both.  Yes. 

Wid.  And  a  wench  that  will  fwear  fhe  put  us  to 
bed  ? 

Beth.  Yes,  by  this  good  light,  and  witnefs  of  reputa- 
tion. 

Pleaf.  Dare  they,  or  you,  look  us  in  the  face,  and 
fwear  this  ? 

Care.  Yes,  faith  ;  and  all  but  thofe  four  know  r.o 
other  but  really  it  is  fo  ;  and  you  may  deny  it,  but  I'll 
make  mr.  Conitable  put  you  to  bed,  with  tnis  proof,  a: 
night. 

Wid.  Pray,  let's  fee  thefe  witneffes. 

Wild.  Call  in  the  four  only.  [Exit  Cdrikfs 

Pleaf.  Well,  this  (hall  be  a  warning  to  me  :  I  fay 
nothing,  but  if  ever  I  lie  from  home  again 

Wild.  I'll  lie  with  you. 

Pleaf.  'Tis  well.  I  dare  fay  we  are  the  firll  women 
(if  this  take)  that  ever  were  ftolen  againft  their  wills. 

Wild.  I'll  go  call  the  gentlemen.  [Exit  Wild. 

Wid.  I  that  have  refus'd  a  fellow  that  lov'd  me  thefe 
feven  years,  and  would  have  put  off  his  hat,  and  thank'u 
me  to  come  to  bed,  to  be  beaten  with  watch-men'^ 
ilaves  into  another's  ! — for  by  this  good  light,  for  aught 
that  I  perceive,  there's  no  keeping  thefe  cut  at 
night. 

Pleaf.  And  unlefs  we  confent  to  be  their  wives  to-dav, 
mr.  Juitice  will  make  us  their  whores  at  night.  Oh,  oh, 
what  would  not  I  give  to  come  off !  not  that  I  miilike 
them,  but  I  hate  they  lhould  get  us  thus. 

T  4  Enter 
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Enter  Wild,  Jolly,   Captain,  Carele/s,    Par/on,   Wanton* 
twith   rojemary   in   their   hands,    a?id  paints   in    their 
hats. 
Care.  Follow. Will  not  you  two  fwear  we  were 

married  laft  night  ? 

-L°  '     >  Yes,  by  this  light,  will  we. 

Wild.  Will  you  not  fwear  you  married  us  ? 

Par/.  Yea,  verily. 

Care.  And  come  hither,  pretty  one  ;  will  not  yoa 
fwear  you  left  us  all  a-bed  laft  night,  and  pleas'd  ? 

Want.  Yes,  forfooth;  Til  fwear  any  thing  your  wor- 
ship fhall  appoint  me. 

Wid.  But,  gentlemen,  have  you  no  fhame,  no  con- 
fcience  ?  will  you  fwear  falfe  for  fport  ? 

Jol.  By  this  light,  Til  fwear,  if  it  be  but  to  vex 
you :  remember  you  refus'd  me.  [That  is  contrary  to 
covenants  tho'  with  my  brace  of  lovers :  what  will  they 
do  with  their  coachman's  plot  ?  but  'tis  no  matter,  I 
have  my  ends  ;  and  fo  they  are  cozen'd,  I  care  not  who 
does  it. J  [Speaks  thefe  words  marked  ajide. 

Capt.  And  faith,  madam,  T  have  fworn  many  times 
falfe  to  no  purpofe  ;  and  I  mould  take  it  ill,  if  it  were 
mine  own  cafe,  to' have  a  friend  refufe  me  an  oath  upon 
fuch  an  occafion. 

Plea/.  And  are  you  all  of  one  mind  ? 

Par/.  Verily  we  will  all  fwear. 

Plea/  Will  you  verily  ?  what  fhall  we  do,  aunt  ? 

[Plea/  laughs. 

Wid.  Do  you  laugh  ?  by  this  light,  I  am  heartily 
angry. 

Plea/  Why,  as  I  live,  let's  marry  them,  aunt,  and  be 
reveng'd. 

Wid.  Marry  !  where's  the  Parfon  ? 

Capt.  Here,  here;  mr.  Parfon,  come  and  do  your 
office. 

Plea/  That  fellow  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  let's  be  honeft- 
ly  join'd,  for  luck's  fake ;  we  know  not  how  foon  we 
may  part. 

Wild.  What  fhall  we  do  for  a  parfon  ?  Captain,  you 
muft  run  and  fetch  one.  Capt. 
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Capt.  Yes,  yes ;  but  methinks  this  might  ferve  turn  ; 
by  this  hand,  he's  a  marfhal,  and  a  cafe,  by  lire  and 
dam  ;  pray  try  him;  by  this  light,  he  comes  of  the  beft 
preaching  kind  in  ErTex. 

,   Wid.  Not  I,  as  I  live,  that  were  a  bleHing  in  the 
devil's  name. 

Parf, .  A  pox  on  your  wedding  !  give  me  my  wife, 
and  let  me  be  gone. 

Caft.  Nay,  nay,  no  choler,  parfon;  the  ladies  da 
not  like  the  colour  of  your  beard. 

Parf.  No,  no,  fetch  another,  and  let  them  efcape  with 
that  trick,  then  they'll  jear  your  beards  blue,  i'faith. 

Care,  By  this  hand,  he's  in  the  right ;  either  this  par- 
fon,  or  take  one  another's  words :  to  bed  now,  and 
marry  when  we  rife. 

Pie  a/.  As  I  live,  you  come  not  here  till  you  are  mar- 
ried ;  I  have  been  no  body's  whore  yet,  and  I  will  not 
begin  with  my  hufband. 

Wild,  Will  you  kifs  upon  the  bargain,  and  promife 
before  thefe  witnefies  not  to  fpoilour  jeft,  but  rife  and  go 
to  church? 

Plea/.   And  what  will  mr.  Conilant  and  mr.  Sad  fay  ? 

Caft,  Why,  I'll  run  and  invite  them  to  the  wedding; 
and  you  mall  fee  them  expire  in  their  own  garters. 

Jolly.  No,  no,  ne'er  fear't,  their  jcft  is  only  fpoil'd/ 

Caft.  Their  jeft!  what  jeft  ? 

Jolly.  Faith,   now  you  mall  know  it,  and   the  who  I 
plot :  in  the  firlt  place,  your  coachmai  is  well,  whole 
death,   we,  by  the  help  of  Secret,  contriv'd,   thinking 
by  that  trick  to  prevent  thic  danger,  and  carry  you  out 
of  town. 

Capt.  But  had  they  this  plot  ? 

Jolly.  Yes  faith,  and  fee  how  it  thrives  !  they'll  fret 
Tike  carted  bawds  when  they  hear  this  news. 

Pleaf.  Why,  aunt,  would  you'have  thought  mr.  Sad 
a  plotter  ?  well,  'tis  fome  comfort  we  have  them  to 
laugh  at. 

Wid.  Nay  faith  then, gentlemen, give  us  leave  to  rife,and 
I'll  take  my  venture,  if  it  be  but  for  a  revenge  on  them. 

Care.  Gentlemen,  bear  witnefs, 

T  s  &//> 
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Capt.  Come,  come,  away,  I'll  get  the  points  ;  I'm. 
glad  the  coachman's  well ;  the  rogue  had  like  to  have 
fpoil'd  our  comedy.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

i  -*  " 

Aft.  V.     Seen.  3. 

Enter  th  lady  Lcveall;  771a fier  Sad  a7id  Conftant,  wr- 

drefs\i,  end  buttoning  themfel<vcs  as  they  go. 
Sad.   Jk  /f  Arried  ? 

1VJL  Co72f:-  And  to  them  ? 

Lonie.  Ay,    married,  if  you  prevent  it  not ;  catcrTd 

tip  a  trick,  an  old  ftale  trick ;  i  have  feen  a  ballad 
on't. 

Sad.  We  (hall  go  near  to  prevent  'em. — Boy,  my 
fwcrd. 

Enter  Captain, 

Cato,  Whither  fo  fait? 

Sad.  You  guefs. 

Capt.  If  you  mean  the  wedding,  you  come  too  late. 

Con  ft.  Why,  are  they  married? 

Capt.  No,  but  luftify  promifed. 

Sad.  We  may'  come  time  enough  to  be  reveng'd 
tho\- — 

fcdf§\  Upon  whom  ?  yourfelvcs,  for  you  are  only 
geilty  :  who  carry' d  them  thither  laft  night  ?  who  laid 
the  plot  for  the  coachman  ? 

SaJ,  Why,  do  they  know  it  ? 

U-ve.  Well,  you'll  find  the  poet  a  rogue,  'tis  he  that 
!has  betray "d  you  ;  and  if  you'll  take  my  counfel,  be 
reveng'd  upon  him. 

Conji.  l\ay,  we  were  told  he  did  not  love  us. 

Capt.  By  my  lift1,  you  wrong  him  ;  upon  my  know- 
ledge the  poet  meant  you  mould  ha^e  them. 

Sad.  Why,  who  had  the  power  to  hinder  then  ? 

Capt.  I  know  not  where  the  fault  lies  directly  \  they 
{ay,  the  wits  of  the  town  would  net  confent  to'c,  they 
claim  a  right  in  the  ladies,  as  orphan-wits. 

Ccnft.  T-he  wits  !  hang  'em  in  their  ftrong  lines. 

Capt.  Why  ay,  fuch  a  clinch  as  that  has  undone  you  ; 
ar;d  upon  my  knowledge  'twere  enough  to  hinder  your 
next  match.  Sad. 
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Sad.  Why,  what  havre  they  to  do  with  us  ? 

Capt.  I  know  not  what  you  have  done  to  difoblige 
them  ;  but  they  crofs'd  it ;  there  was  amongft  'em  too 
a  pair  of  fhe-wits,  fomething  ftricken  in  years  ;  they 
grew  in  fury  at  the  mencion  of  it,  and  concluded  you 
both  with  an  authority  out  of  a  modern  author ;  befides 
'tis  faid,  you  run  naturally  into  the  fix-penny  room  and 
Heal  fayings,  and  a  difcourfe  more  than  your  penny- 
worth of  jells  every  term.  Why,  juftnow,  you  fpit  out 
one  jeft  ftollen  from  a  poor  play,  that  has  but  two  more 
in  five  acts ;  what  conscience  is  there  in' t,  knowing; 
how  dear  we  pay  poets  for  our  plays  r 

Conft.  'Twas  madam  with  the  ill  face,  one  of  thofe 
whom  you  refufed  to  falute  the  other  day  at  Chipp's 
houfe  ;  a  cheefcake  had  fav'd  all  this. 

Love.  Why  do  you  not  make  hafte  about  your  bufi- 
nefs,  but  lofe  time  with  this  babbler  ? 

Sad.  Madam,  will  you  give  us  leave  to  make  ufe  of 
your  coach  ? 

Love.  You  may  command  it,  fir ;  when  you  have 
done,  fend  him  to  the  Exchange,  where  I'll  difpatch  a 
little  bufmefs,  and  be  with  you  immediately. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Captain. 

Capt.  So,  this  fire's  kindled ;  put  it  out  that  can. 
What  would  no:  I  give  for  a  peeper's  place  at  the  meet- 
ing ?  I'll  make  hafte,  and  it  (hall  go  hard  but  I'll  bear 
my  part  of  the  mirth  too.  [Exit. 


Ad:.  V.     Seen.  4. 

Enter  Widow,  Plea/ant,   Cc.rtLjs,    Wild,   Parfir,    Jolty* 
Wanton  and  Secret :  the  jidd'n-s  play  a:  they  tttm  iff. 

Par/.  A  ft  After  Jolly,  I  find  I  am  naturally  inclined 
|_yJL  to  mirth  this  day,  and  methinks  my  corns 
ach  more  than  my  horns ;  and  to  a  man  that  has  read 
Seneca,  a  cuckold  ought  to  be  no  grief;  eipeciaily  in 
this  pariih,  where  1  ice  fuch  droves  of  St.  Luke's  cloak- 
ing ;  there's  little  Secret   too,  th' allay  of  waiting-wc- 

T  6  nian. 
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man,  makes  me  hope,  fhe  may  prove  metal  of  the  par- 
Ton's  ftandard.  Find  a  way  to  rid  me  of  Wanton,  and 
I'll  put  in  to  be  chaplain  to  this  merry  family  ;  if  I  did 
not  inveigle  formal  Secret,  you  mould  hang  me.  I  know 
the  trick  on't ;  'tis  but  praying  to,  and  preaching  of  the 
waiting-woman,  then  carefully  feeing  her  cufhion  laid, 
with  her  book  and  leaf  turn'd  down,  does  it,  with  a  few 
anagrams,  acrofticks,  and  her  name  in  the  regifler  of 
my  bible;  thefe  charm  the  foft-foul'd  finner:  then  fome- 
times  to  read  a  piece  of  my  fermon,  and  tell  her,  a  Sa- 
turday, where  my  text  fhall  be,  fpells  that  work  more 
than  philtres. 

Jolly.  If  you  can  be  ferious,  we'll  think  of  this  at  lei- 
fure.— — See  how  they  eye  Wanton! 

Care.  What !  confulting,  parfon  ?  let  us  be  judges  be- 
twixt you.  D'ye  hear,  Jack  ?  if  he  offers  ready  money, 
I  counfel,  as  a  friend,  take  it ;  for,  by  this  light,  if  you 
refufe  it,  your  wife  will  not.  D'ye  fee  thofe  gay  petti- 
coats ? 

Parf.  Yes,  if  you  mean  my  wife's. 

Care.  You  know  they're  his,  and  (he  only  wears  'em 
for  his  pleafure  ;  and  'tis  dangerous  to  have  a  wife  under 
another  man's  petticoats  $  what  if  you  ihould  find  his 
breeches  upon  her  ? 

Parf.  Are  not  you  marry'd  too  ?  take  care  that  yours 
does  not  wear  the  breeches,  another  kind  of  danger, 
but  as  troublefome  as  that,  or  fore  eyes ;  and  if  ihe  get 
but  a  trick  of  taking  as  readily  as  fhe's  perfuaded  to 
give,  you  may  find  a  horn  at  home.  I  have  feen  a  cuc- 
kold of  your  complexion;  if  he  had  had  as  much  hoof 
as  horn,  you  might  have  hunted  the  beafl  by  his  flat.  f. 

Pleaf.  How  fine  fhe  is !  and  by  this  light,  a  hand- 
fame  wench,  mr.  Jolly.  I  am  eafier  perfuaded  to  be  ;c- 
concii'd  to  your  fault,  than  any  man's  I  have  feen  of  this 
kind ;  her  eyes  have  more  arguments  in  'em  than  a 
thoufand  of  thofe  that  feduce  the  world ;  hang  me  if 
thofe  quivers  be  not  full  of  darts ;  I  could  kifs  that 
mouth  myfelf.  Is  this  ihe  my  aunt  quarrel'd  with  you 
for? 

„  Jolly.  The  fame,  felf-fame.     And  by  this  hand,  I 
was  barbarous  to  her.  for  your  aunt's  fake  i  and  had   I 

net 
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not  fcaped  that  mifchief  of  matrimony,  by  this  light, 
I  had  never  feen  her  again  ;  but  I  was  refolv'd 
not  to  quit  hf  r  till  I  was  fure  of  a  wife,  for  fear  of  what 
has  follow'd.  Had  I  been  fuch  an  afs  as  to  have  left  her 
upon  the  airy  hopes  of  a  widow's  oaths,  what  a  cafe  had 
I  been  in  now  !  you  fee  your  aunt's  provided  of  a  man. 
Blefs  him,  and  fend  him  patience  !  'twould  have  been 
fine  to  have  feen  me  walking,  and  fighing  upon  cold 
hunting,  feeking  my  whore  again,  or  fore'd  to  make  ufe 
of  fome  common  mercenary  thing,  that  fells  fin  and  dif- 
eafes,  crimes,  penance,  and  fad  repentance  together  ! 
here's  confolation  and  fatisfaction  in  Wanton,  tho'  a  man 
lofe  his  meal  with  the  widow.  And  faith,  be-free,  how 
do  you  like  my  girl  ?  rid  thee  of  her  ;  what  does  fhe  want 
now  pray,  but  a  jointure,  to  fatisfy  any  honefl  man  ? 
fpeak  your  confeience,  ladies,  don't  you  think  a  little 
repentance  hereafter,  will  ferve  for  all  the  fmall  fins  that 
good  nature  can  a&  with  fuch  a  fmner  ? 

Par/.  Pray,  ■  fir,  remember  (lie's  my  wife  ;  and  be  fo 
civil  to  us  both,  as  to  forget  thefe  things. 

Jolly.  For  that,  Jack,  we'll  underftand  hereafter  ;  'tis 
but  a  trick  of  youth,  man,  and  her  jell  will  make  us  both 
merry,   I  warrant  thee. 

Par/.  Pray,  fir,  no  more  of  your  jells,  nor  your 
jack ;  remember  my  coat  and  calling.  This  familiarity 
both  with  my  wife  and  myfelf,  is  not  decent  ;  your 
clergy  with  chriftian  names  are  fcarce  held  good  chri- 
ftians. 

Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  I  wonder  at  nothing  fo  much  as  mr.  lolly's 
mirth  to-day;  where  lies  his  part  of  the  jell  ?  couzen'd 
or  refufed  by  all,  not  a  fifh  that  Hays  in's  net. 

Jolly.  No,  what's  this  ?  [Jolly  hugs  Wanton.']  mew 
me  a  fairer  in  all  your  dreams  ;  nor  is  this  my  hngle 
joy,  who  am  pleafcd  to  find  you  may  be  couzen'd  ;  re- 
joice to  fee  you  may  be  brought  to  lie  with  a  man  for 
a  jell ;  let  me  alone  to  fit  you  with  a  trick  too. 

Care.  Faith,  it  mufl  be  fome  new  trick ;  for  thou  art 
fo  beaten  at  the  old  one,  'twill  neither  pleafc  thee  nor 
her ;  behdes,  I  mean  to  teach  her  that  myfelf. 

P!.aJ\  1  (hall  never  be  perfectlv  quiet  in  my  mind,  till. 
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I  fee  fomebody  as  angry  as  myfelf ;  yet  I  have  fome 
confolation  when  I  think  on  the  wife  plot  that  killed 
the  coachman ;  how  die  plague,  red-crofs  and  halberd 
has  cut  their  fingers  that  defign'd  it  I  their  anger  will 
be  perfect.  Secret  fays  they  are  coming,  and  that  the 
lady  Loveall  has  given  'em  the  alarm. 
Enter  Sad  and  Conftcint* 

Wild.  And  fee  where  the  parties  come  ! ftorms 

and  tempefts  in  their  minds,  their  looks  are  daggers. 

Pleaf.  Servant,  what?  you're   melancholy,   and   full 
of  wonder  ;  I  fee  you  have  met  the  news. 

Sad.  Yes,  madam,  we  have  heard  a  report  that  will 
concern  both  your  judgment  and  your  honour. 

Pleaf.  Alas,  fir,  w'are  innocent,  'tis  meer  predesti- 
nation. 

Con/}.  All  weddings,  mr.  Sad,  you  know,  go  by 
chance,  like  hanging. 

Pleaf.  And,  I  thank  my  flars,  I  have  Ycap'd  hang- 
ing ;  to  ha'  been  his  bride  had  been  both. 

Con  ft.  This  is  not  like  the  promife  you  made  us  ye- 
fterday. 

Wid.  Why  truly,  fervant,  I  fcarce  know  what  I  do 
yet,  the  fright  of  the  plague  had  fo  poffefs'd  my  mind 
with  fear,  that  I  could  think  and  dream  of  nothing  lail 
night,  but  of  a  tall  black  man,  that  came  and  kifs'd  me 
in  my  deep,  and  flap'd  his  whip  in  mine  ears:  'twas  a 
faucy  gholt,  (not  unlike  my  coachman  that's  dead)  and 
accus'd  you  of  having  a  hand  in  his  murder,  and  vow'd 
to  haunt  me  till  I  was  married.  I  told  my  niece  the 
dream, 

Pleaf.  Nay,  the  ghoft.  figh'd,  and  accufed  Secret  and 
mafter  Sad,  of  making  him  away.  Confefs,  faith,  had 
you  a  hand  in  that  bloody  jeft  ? 

Wid.  Fie,  fervant !  could  you  be  {c  cruel  as  to  join 
with  my  woman  agaiftft  me  ? 

Conft.  'Tis  well,  ladies  ;  why  a  pox  do  you  look  at 
me?  this  was  your  fubtil  plot,  a  pox  on  your  clerk's  wit; 
you  faid  the  jeft  would  beget  a  comedy  when  'twas 
known,  and  fo  I  believe  'twill. 

Sad.  M  adam,  I  find  you  have  difcover'd  our  defign, 
whofe  chief  end  was  to  prevent  this  xnifchief,  which  I 

doubt 
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doubt  not,  but  you'll  both  live  to  repent  your  mare  of, 
before  you  have  done  travelling  to  the  Epfoms,  Uurbons, 
and  the  Spaws,  to  cure  thofe  travelled  difeafes  thefe 
knights-errant  have  with  euriofity  fought  out  for  you. 
*Tis  true,  they  are  mifchiefs  that  dwell  in  pleafant  coun- 
tries, yet.  thole  rofes  have  their  thorns;  and  I  doubt 
not,  but  thefe  gentlemens  wit  may  lting  as  well  as  pleafe 
fometime ;  and  you  may  find  it  harder  to  fatisfy  their 
travelPd  experience,  than  to  have  fufTer'd  our  home- 
bred ignorance. 

Care.  Hark,  if  he  be  not  fallen  into  a  fit  ojf  his 
coufin  ;  thefe  names  of  places  he  has  ftollen  out  of  her 
receipt-book  ;  amongft  all  whofe  difeafes,  find  me  any 
fo  dangerous,  troublefome  or  incurable,  as  a  fool,  a 
lean,  pale,  fighing,  coughing  foci,  that's  rich  and  poor, 
both;  being  born  to  an  eitate,  without  a  mind  or  heart; 
capable  to  ufe  it;  of  a  nature  fo  miferable,  he  grudges 
himfelf  meat ;  nay,  they  fay,  he  eats  his  meals  twice  ; 
a  fellow  whofe  breath  fmells  of  yefterday's  dinner,  and 
ftinks  as  if  he  had  eat  all  our  (uppers  over  again.  I 
would  advife  you,  mr.  Sad,  to  fieep  with  your  mouth 
open,  to  air  it,  or  get  the  brewer  to  ton  it.  Foil  !  an 
empty  juftice,  that  itinks  of  the  lees  and  cafks,  and 
belches  Littleton  and  Plowden's  cafes.  Doit  thou  :'. 
any  woman  that  has  wit,  or  honour,  would  kifs  that 
bung-hole?  By  this  light,  his  head  and  belly  look,  as 
blue  and  lank  as  French  rabbits,  or  {tale  poultry.  Alas, 
fir,  my  lady  would  have  a  hufhand  to  rejoice  with,  no 
green-tail'd  lecturer,  to  ftand  fentry  at  his  bed's-fide, 
while  his  nafty  foul  fcours  thro1  hirn,  fneaking  out  at 

the  back-door. Thefe,  fir,  are  difeafes  whicn  neither 

the  Spaw,or  Bath,  can  cure:  your  garters,  and  willov,  aje. 
,a  more  certain  remedy. 

ConJI.  Well,  fir,  I   find   our  plot's  betray'd,  and   we 
have  patience  left ;  'tis  that  damn'd  captain  ha^  inform'd. 

Sad.    Vet  'tis  one  comfort,  1  that   you  hay« 

mifs'd  that  man  of  war,  that  knight  of  Fin/bury  ;  his 
dowager,  with  ale  and  fw  itches,  would  ha'  bred  a 
ballad. 

Pleaf.  Faith,  fir,  you  fee  what  a  difficulty  it  is  in  this 
age,  for  a  woman  to  live  honeft,  tho'  me  have  a  proper 

nuui 
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man  for  her  hufband  ;  therefore  it  behoves  us  to  confider, 
whom  we  choofe. 

Jolly.  The  lady  has  reafon  ;  for  being  allow'd  but 
one, who  would  choofe  fuch  weafels  as  we  fee  daily  mar- 
ry'd  ?  that  are  all  head  and  tail,  crooked,  dirty,  fordid 
vermin,  predeftin'd  for  cuckolds,  painted  fnails,  with 
houfes  on  their  backs,  and  horns  as  big  as  Dutch  cows ; 
would  any  woman  marry  fuch  ?  nay,  can  any  woman  be 
honefl,  that  lets  fuch  hodmandods  crawl  o'er  her  virgin 
breaft,  and  belly,  or  fuffer  'em  to  leave  their  flimy  paths 
upon  their  bodies  only  for  jointures  r  Out !  'tis  merce- 
nary and  bafe ;  the  generous  heart  has  only  the  laws  of 
nature  and  kindnefs  in  her  view  ;  and  when  (he  will  ob- 
lige, friend  is  all  the  ties  that  nature  feeks,  who  can 
both  bear  and  excufe  thofe  kind  crimes  :  and  I  believe, 
one  as  poor  as  the  defpis'd  captain,  and  neglecled  cour- 
tier, may  make  a  woman  as  happy  in  a  friendfhip  as 
matter  Sad,  who  has  as  many  faults  as  we  have  debts ; 
one,  whofe  father  had  no  more  credit  with  nature,  than 
ours  had  with  fortune,  whofe  foul  wears  rags  as  well  as 
the  captain's  body. 

Sad.  Nay  then,  I'll  laugh ;  for  I  perceive  y'are  an- 
grier than  we.  Aias  !  h'as  loft  both  ventures,  Wanton, 
and  the  Widow. 

Jolly,  Eotli,  and  neither  fo  unlucky  as  to  be  thy  wife. 
Thy  face  is  hang'd  with  blacks  already;  we  may  fee  the 
bells  toll  in  thy  eyes.  A  bride  and  a  wedding  fhirt  ?  a 
fexton  and  a  winding  fheet  ?  a  fcrivener  to  draw  up  join- 
tures ?  a  parfon  to  make  thy  will,  man  ?  By  this  light, 
h.e%s  as  chap-fallen  as  if  he  had  lain  under  the  table  all 
night. 

Care.  Faith,  mailer  Sad,  he's  parloufly  in  the  right ; 
ne'er  think  of  marrying  in  this  dull  clime  :  wedlock's  a 
trade  you'll  ne'er  go  thro'  with  ;  wives  draw  bills  upon 
fight,  and  'twill  not  be  for  your  credit  to  proteft  'em. 
Kather  follow  my  counfel,  and  marry  la  Venetiano,  for  a 
night  and  away  ;  a  piftole  jointure  does  it ;  then  'tis  but 
repenting  in  the  morning,  and  leave  your  woman  and 
the  fin  loth  i'th'  bed  But  if  you  play  the  fool,  like 
your  friends,  and  marry  in  ferious  earner!,  you  may  re- 
rent  it  too,  as  they  do ;  but  where's  the  remedy  ? 
*  Wid. 
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Wid.  What  wast  you  faid,  fir,  do  you  repent  ? 

Care.  By  this  hand,  widow,  I  don't  know  ;  but  we 
have  puriVd  a  jeft  a  great  way.  Parfon,  are  you  fure 
we  are  married? 

Par/.   Yes,  I  warrant  you,  for  their  efcaping. 

Care.  Their  efcaping?  fool,  thou  nvitak'it  me, there's 
no  fear  of  that  5  but  1  would  fain  know,  if  there  be 
no  way  for  me  to  get  out  of  this  noofe  ;  no  hole  to 
hide  a  man's  head  in  from  this  wedlock  ? 

Parf.  Not  any,  but  what  I  preiume  fhe'll  mew  you 
anon. 

C  re.  Hum  !  now  do  I  feel  all  my  fears  flowing  in 
upon  me.  Wanton  andmrs.  Pleaiant  both  grow  dange- 
roufly  handfome  ;  a  thoufand  graces  in  each,  I  never 
obierv'd  before  now,  juft  now  ;  when  I  mull  not  tafte, 
I  begin  to  long  for  fome  of  their  plumbs. 

Wid.  Is  this  ferious,  fir? 

Care.  Yes  truly,  widow,  fadly  ferious;  is  there  no- 
way to  get  three  or  four  mouthfuls  of  kiffes  from  the 
Parfon's  wife  : 

Wid.  This  is  fad,  fir,  upon  my  wedding-day  to  de- 
ipife  me  for  fuch  a  common  thing. 

Sad.  As  fad,  as  I  could  wilh;  this  is  a  jeft  makes  me 

Jaugh. Common  ?  no  madam,  that's  too  bitter;  (he's 

foreil  only,  where  the  royal  chace  is  as  free  as  fair. 

Want.    Were  not  you  a  widow  to-day  ? 

Sad.  Yes  faith,  girl,  and  as  fooliih  a  one  as  ever  coach 
jumbled  out  of  joint. 

Want.  Stay  then  till  to-morrow,  and  tell  me  the  dif- 
ference betwixt  us. 

Sad.  1  hope  thou'lt  prove  a  fhe  prophet ;  could  I  live 
to  fee  thee  turn  honeft  wife,  and  ihe  the  wanton  widow. 

Wa?it.  I  cannot  but  laugh,  to  fee  how  eafy  it  is  to 
lofe  or  win  the  opinion  of  the  world  ;  a  little  cuftom 
heals  all,  or  elfe  what's  the  difference  betwixt  a  married 
Widow  and  one  of  us  ?  Can  any  woman  be  pure,  or  worth 
the  ferious  fighing  of  a  generous  heart,  that  has  had 
above  one  hand  laid  upon  her  ?  is  there  place  to  write 
above  one  lover's  name  with  honour  in  her  heart  ?  'tis 
indeed  for  one  a  royal  palace  ;  but  if  it  admits  of  more, 

an 
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an  hofpital,  or  an  inn  at  bell,  as  well  as  ours ;  only  o/F 
from  the  road  and  lets  frequented. 

Pleaf.  Shrewdly  urg'd. 

Want.  And  tho'  the  fins  of  my  family  threw  me  in- 
to want,  and  made  me  fubjeft  to  the  treachery  of  that 
broken  faith,  to  whofe  perjury  I  owe  all  my  crimes, 
yet  Hill  I  can  diflinguHh  betwixt  that  folly  and  tins  ho- 
nour, which  mufl  tell  you,  he  or  fie  that  would  as 
thought  t<wice  fa,    <was  never  once  a  lover. 

Conft.  Parfon,  thou  art  fitted ;  a  whore,  and  apothegms ! 
what  fport  will  me  make  us  under  a  tree  with  a  fallad, 
and  fayings,  in  the  fummer  ! 

Wild.  Come,  Wanton,  no  fury  ;  you  fee  my  aunt's 
angry. 

Want.  So  am  I,  fir,  and  yet  can  calmly  reafon  this 
truth  ;  marry 'd. widows,  tho'  chafte  to  the  law  and  cu- 
flom,  yet  their  feconci  Hymens  make  that  which  was  but 
dying  in  the  firft  huihand's  bed,  a  flain  in  the  fecond's 
fheets,  where  all  their  kindnefs  and  repeated  embraces 
want  their  value,  becaufe  they're  fully 'd,  and  have  loft 
their  luftre. 

Sad.  By  this  light,  I'll  go  to  fchcol  to  Wanton,  fhe 
has  open'd  my  eyes,  and  I  begin  to  believe  I  have  fcap'd 
miraculoufly.  By  this  hand,  wench,  I  was  within  an 
inch  of  being  marry'd  to  this  danger  ;  for  what  can  we 
call  thefe  fecond  fubmifiions,  but  a  tolerated  lawful  mer- 
cenarinefs,  which  tho'  it  be  a  rude  and  harm  expreflion^ 
yet  your  carriage  deferves  it  r 

Plea/.  Fie,  mailer  Sad!  pray  leave  being  witty  ;  I 
fear  'tis  a  mortal  fin,  to  begin  in  the  fifth  act  of  your 
days  upon  an  old  fubjeel  too,  abufmg  of  widows,  becaufe 
they  defpife  you. 

Wid.  Alas,  niece,  let  him  alone,  he  may  come  in  for 
his  fhare  ;  the  Parfon, that  has  fo  oft  receiv'd  'em,  will  not 
jefufe  him  tythes  there,  in  charity. 

Want.  That,  or  conveniency,  interefl,  or  importuni- 
ty, may  by  your  example  prevail  ;  but  'tis  not  fair  play, 
madam,  to  turn  your  lover  to  the  common,  as  you  call 
it,  now  he's  rid  lean  in  your  fervice.  Take  heed,  mr. 
Carelefs,  and  warning,  mr.  Sad  ;  you  fee  how  ht  for  the 
fcavenger's  team  your  lady  leaves  her  lovers. 
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Ci-re.  Such  a  le&ure  before  I  had  married  would  ha' 
made  me  have  confider'd  of  this  matter.  Bo' ft  thou 
hear,  Wanton  ?  let  us  forgive  one  another  being  marry'd, 
for  that  folly  has  made  us  guilty  ^like. 

Want,  And  I  would  fain  know  the  difference  betwixt 
ours,  and  -a  wedding  crime,  which  is  word  ;  to  let  love, 
youth  and  good  humour,  betray  us  to  a  kindnefs,  or  to 
be  gravely  feduc'd  by  fome  aunt  or  uncle,  without  con- 
fideration  of  the  difparity  of  age,  birth,  or  perform,  to 
lie  down  before  a  jointure.  Ladies,  you  may  flatter  your 
felves;  but  the  ingenuous  part  of  the  world  cannot  deny, 
but  fuch  minds,  had  they  been  born  where  our  faults  are 
not  only  tolerated  but  protected,  would  have  liften'd  to 
the  fame  things  ;  intereft  counfels  thereto. 

Care.  Parfon,  what  boot  betwixt  our  wives  r  either 
Come  to  a  price,  or  draw  off  your  doxy. 

Par/.  Propofe,  propofe,  here  will  be  mirth  anon . 

Sad.  Yec,  yes,  propofe,  while  I  break  it  to  your 
lady.  Madam,  you  fee,  here's  a  proper  man  to  be  had, 
and  money  to  boot — what,  dumb  ? 

Want.  No,  (he's  only  thinking ;  faith,  madam,  try 
'em  both  to  night,  and  choofe  to  morrow. 

Wild.  Come,  no  more  of  this.  Aunt,  take  my  word 
for  your  hufband,  that  have  had  more  experience  of  him 
than  all  thefe;  'tis  true,  he  will  long  for  thefe  girls,  as 
children  do  for  plumbs ;  and  when  h'as  done,  make  a 
meal  upon  cheefe  ;  and  you  muft  not  wonder,  nor  quar- 
rel at  what  he  fays  in  his  humour,  but  judge  him  by  his 
anions;  and  when  he  is  in  his  fit,  and  raves  moft,  put 
him  into  your  bed,  and  fold  him  clofe  in  your  arms, 
aunt  ;  if  he  do's  not  rife  as  kind  and  as  good  a  hufband 
as  he  that  fings  pfalms  Deft,  hang  me.  Why,  you're  a 
fool,  aunt;  a  w:dow,  and  difiike  a  longing  bridegroom  ! 
I  thought  you  had  known  better  ;  do  you  love  a  fpurr'd 
horfe,  rather  than  a  duker,  that  neighs  and  fcrapes  ? 
I  would  not  fay  this,  but  that  I  know  him;  let  him  not 
go  out  of  your  fight,  for  he's  now  in  feafon,  a  ripe  ma- 
ture hufband;  no  delays  ;  if  you  let  him  hang  longer 
upon  hqpe,  his  fruit  will  fall  alone. 

Wict 
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Wid.  You  are  merry,  fir ;  but  if  I  had  known  the 
humour 

Wild.  You'd  ha'  kifs'd  him  firft  ;  but  being  ignorant, 

let  me  make  you  blum ;  come,  a  kifs,  and  all's  friends. 

[She  kijja  Carelefs,  and  he  kijfes  her  twice. 

•—How  now,  fir !  again !  again  !  aunt,  look  to  yourfelf. 

Care.  Urn  !  By  this  light,  fweet  heart,  and  I  thank 
theej  nay  widow,  there's  no  jetting  with  thefe  things — 
\KiJfes  her  again, .]  nay,  I  am  a  lion,  in  my  love  :  aware, 
pufs,  if  you  flatter  me,  for  I  mall  deceive  you. 

Par/'.  Since  all  are  couzen'd,  why  mould  I  be  troubled 
at  my  fortune  ?  Faith  gentlemen,  what  will  you  two  give 
me  for  a  wife,  betwixt  you  ? 

Confl.  Faith,  -they're  mifchiefs  dear  bought,  though  a 
man  get  'em  for  nothing. 

Parf.  I'm  almoft  of  his  mind ;  and  if  other  people 
find  no  more  pleafure  in  a  marry 'd  life  than  I,  upon  my 
wedding-day,  I'd  pafs  my  time  in  the  Piazza,  with  the 
mountebank,  and  let  him  praclife  upon  my  teeth,  and 
draw  'em  too,  ere  he  perfwades  the  words  of  matrimony 
out  of  my  mouth  again.  Ay,  ay,  mr.  Conftant,  you  may 
laugh,  you  ha'  mifs'd  a  wife ;  would  I  were  in  your  cafe, 
the  world  mould  fee  how  chearfully  I  mould  bear  fuch 
an  affliction. 

Conft.  Jack,  I  ha'  made  my  peace  at  home,  and  by 
feeing  others  ihipwreck'd  will  avoid  the  danger,  and 
here  refolve  never  to  figh  again  for  any  woman ;  th'are 
weeds  grow  in  ev'ry  hedge  ;  and  tranfplanting  of 'em 
thus  to  our  beds,  gives  certain  trouble,  feldom  pleafure, 
never  profit. 

Enter  Captain. 

Par/.  See  where  the  enemy  comes  !  now  if  you  be 
wife,  arm,  and  unite  againft  him,  as  a  common  foe. 
He's  come  from  his  old  lady,  defigning  a  reconciliation  ; 
the  rogue's  provident,  and  would  fain  have  a  neft  for  his 
age  to  reft  in  :  buff  and  feathers  do  well  in  the  youth 
and  heat  of  thirty  ;  but  in  the  winter  of  old  age,  captain, 
at  threefcore,  lame  and  lean,  may  lie  with  the  almanack 
out  of  date. 

Capt.  The  parfon's  grown  witty,  and  prophefies  upon 

the 
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the  flrength  of  bride-cake.  If  I  guefs  aright,  thou'lt 
be  hang'd  ;  for  'tis  a  truth,  I  have  been  endeavouring 
to  make  it  appear,  her  fears  were  miflaken  in  me :  but  I 
find  the  witch  more  implacable  than  the  devil r  the  wait- 
ing-woman is  harder  to  forgive  her  part,  than  my  lady. 
Faithful  will  not  be  reconcil'd;  the  mercilefs  bawd  is  ail 
fire  and  fword,  no  quarter.  Blefs  me  from  an  old  wait- 
ing-woman's wrath !  {he'll  never  forgive  me  the  difap- 
pointing  her  of  a  promife  when  I  was  drunk.  Her  lady 
and  Ihe  are  coming,  but  in  fuch  a  fury,  I  would  not 
have  the  florin  find  you  in  the  flreet ;  therefore  I  counfel 
you  to  avoid  the  buoys,  and  take  fhelter  in  the  next 
houfe. 

Wild.  No,  let's  home,  and  with  all  diligence  get  our 
dinner,  to  defend  us ;  and  let  the  porter  difpute  it  at  the 
wicket,  till  (he  figns  articles  of  peace. 

[Omnes.  Agreed [Carele/s  is  kind  to  the  Widow ; 

as  he  goes  out,   Wild  and  Plea/ant  go  together,  Jolly 
and  the  Par/on  s  wife  go  together. 

Wild.  See  how  they  pair  now!  'tis  not  threefcore  year 
will  part  'em,  now  he  has  tailed  a  kifs  or  two. 

Jolly.  Parfon,  I'll  be  your  bride-man. 

Par/.  'Tis  well,  fir,  I  fhall  ha'  my  time  too. 

Jolly.  Ay,  by  this  hand ;  nay,  we'll  mare  fairly. 

Caft.  That's  but  reafon,  Wanton  ;  and  fince  he  grows 
tame,  ufe  him  kindly  for  my  fake. 

Par/.  Can  any  of  you  digefl  fpunge  and  arfenick  ? 

Caft.  Arfenick  !    what's  that  ? 

Par/.  An  Italian  fallad,  which  I'll  drefs  for  you,  by 
Jove,  e'er  I'll  walk  in  my  canonical  coat  lin'd  with 
horn.  Death,  if  I  fuffer  this,  we  fhall  have  that  damn'd 
courtier  pluck  on  his  fhoes  with  the  parfon's  mufons. 
Fine  i' faith!  none  but  the  fmall  Levite's  brow  to  plant 

your  fhoeing  horn-feed  in? How  now  ? 

[As  he  is  going  ojf \  the  Captain /ays  him. 

Caft.  Pr'ythee,  Jack,  ilay,  and  fay  fomething  to  the 
gentlemen,  by  way  of  epilogue.  Thou  art  a  piece  of 
fcurvy  poet  thyfelf ;  pr'ythee  oblige  the  author,  and 
give  us  a  line  or  two  in  praife  of  his  play. 

JParf.  I  oblige  him  !  hang   him  and  all  his  friends, 

and 
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and  hurt  no  body — Yes,  Pm  likely  to  fpeak  for  him  ; 
you  fee  how  I  ha'  been  us'd  to  day  betwixt  you ;  I 
mall  find  a  time  to  be  reveng'd.  Let  go  my  cloak  ;  I  have 
a  province,  within,  of  mine  own  to  govern ;  let  me  go. 

Copt.  Who,  thy  wife  ?  faith  flay,  and  give  them  an 
opportunity ;  thy  pain  will  be  the  fooner  over  :  you 
fee  'tis  a  thing  refolv'd  betwixt  'em,  and  now  thou'rt 
fatisfy'd  in  the  matter,  be  wife  and  filent  :  who  knows 
what  good  (he  may  do  thee  another  time  ?  I  dare  fay, 
if  fhe  had  as  many  fouls  in  her  as  {he  had  men,  fhe'd' 
bring  thee  a  cure  of  herfelf. 

Parf.  Let  me  go,  or  I  mall  be  as  troublefome  as  you 
are  injurious,  for  all  your  titles,  fir. 

Capt.  Lend  me  your  cloak  then,  to  appear  more  de- 
Cent  ;  you'd  not  ha'  me  prefent  epilogue  in  buff,  whorfon 
dunce,  with  a  red  nofe? 

Parf.  Sir,  my  bufinefs  is  praying,  not  epilogues. 

Capt.  With  that  face  ?  by  this  light,  'tis  a  fcandal  to 
fee  it  flaming  fo  near  the  altar;  thou  look'il  as  if 
thou'dft  cry  tope,  in  the  face  of  the  congregation,  in- 
stead of  amen. 

Parf.  Thou'rt  an  afr,  'tis  proper  there,  t'has  zeal 
and  fervor  in't,  and  burns  before  the  altar  like  the  pri- 
mitive lamps. 

Capt.  I  cry  thee  mercy  ;  by  this  light,  he'll  make  it 
facrilege  anon  to  Heal  his  nofe  !  Thou'lt  entitle  the  al- 
tar to  that  coal ;  was't  not  kmdl'd  ex  veto  P  nay,  I  will 
have  your  cloak. 

Parf.  Take  it;  would  'twere  NefTus  his  fhirt,  for 
you  and  your  poet's  fake.  [Exit  Parfcn. 

Ca.pt.  What,  do's  the  rogue  wifti  'twere  made  of 
nettles  ? 

[Captain  puts  on  bis  cloak,  and  addreffes  himfelf  to 
fpeak  the  epilogue ',  and  is  interrupted  by  lady  Lev  call 
and  Faithfull  her  woman,  who  in  bafte  and  full  of 
anger  pull  him  by  the  cloak. 

Love.  By  your  favour,  fir;  did  you  fee  any  company 
pafs  this  way  ? 

Capt.  None,   but  the  three  brides,   and  they  are  gone 

before 'you. Hark,  the  mufick  will  guide  you: 

mufick  flays* 
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Lo<ve.  Is  it  certain  then  they're  married  ? 

Capt.  Yes,  lady,  I  faw  the  church's  rites  per- 
formed. 

#  Faith/.  Why  do's  your  ladyfhip  lofe  time  in  talking 
with  this    fellow?  don't   you  know  him,  madam?   'tis 
the  raically  captain,  hid  in  a  black  cloak  ;  I  know  you 
firrah.  J     ' 

Live.  She  has  reafon  ;  now  I  mark  him  better,  I 
mould  knew  that  falie  face  too  ;  fee  Faithful,  there  are 
thofe  treacherous  eyes  ftiii. 

Capt.  Alas !  you  miftake  me,  madam,  I  am  Epilogue 
now;  the  captain's  within;  and  as  a  friend  I  counfel 
you,  not  to  incenfe  the  gentlemen  againft  the  poet,  for 
he  knows  all  your  ftory  ;  and  if  you  anger  him  he'll  put 
it  in  a  play:  but  if  you'll  do  friendly  offices,  I'll  un- 
dertake, inrtead  of  your  pearl  you  loir,  to  help  you  to" 
the  jewel,  the  Scotch  dictionary  will  tell  you  the  value 
of  it ;  let  them  go  alsme,  and  fret  not  at  their  lofs ; 
flay,    and  take  my    counfel,   it    mall  be  worth  three 


revenges. 


Love.  Well,  what  is't,  fir  ? 

Capt.  They  fay,  you  have  a  great  power  over  the 
parfon  ;  if  you  can  prevail  with  him  to  exprefs  his  anger 
in  fome  fatirick  comedy  (for  the  knave  has  wit,  and 
they  fay  his  genius  lies  that  way,)  tell  him,  'tis  expected 
he  mould  be  revenged  upon  the  illiterate  courtier  that- 
made  this  play.  If  you  can  bring  this  bufinefs  about,  I 
may  find  a  way,  as  Epilogue,  to  be  thankful,  though 
the  captain  abus'd  you  to-day.  Think  on't,  Stephen  is 
as  handfome  when  the  play  is  done,  as  mr.  Wild  wss 
in  the  fcene. 

Love.  There's  fomething  of  reafon  in  what  he  fays. 

But  my  friend,    how  fhall  one   believe  you  ?  you 

that  were  fuch  a  rafcal  to  day,  in  buff,  is  it  to  be  hoped 
you  can^be  honett  only  with  putting  on  a  black  cloak  ? 
Well,  I'll  venture  once  again;  and  if*[  have  any  power, 
he  fhall  fling  the  malicious  rafcal;  and  I  think 'he  is  fit 
for  fuch  a  bufinefs.  I'm  fure  he  has  the  wont  tongue  ; 
and  a  confcience  that* neither  honour  nor  truth  bindb ; 
and  therefore  'tis  to  be  believed,  if  he  will  rail  in  publick, 

*  he 
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he  may  be  even  with  your  poet ;  I  will  cloath  and  feed 
him  and  his  mufe  this  feven  years,  but  I  will  plague 
him :  Secret  tells  me,  'twas  your  poet  too  that  pawn'd 
me,  to  day,  in  the  tavern. 

Capt,  By  my  faith,  did  he  ;  nay,  'twas  he  that  told  me 
of  your  friendfhip  with  Jolly. 

Lcve.  I  wonder  the  parfon  has  been  fo  long  filent ;  a 
man  of  his  coat  and  parts,  to  be  beaten  with  a  pen,  by 
one  that  fpeaks  fenfe  by  rote,  like  parrots !  one  that 
knows  not  why  fenfe  is  fenfe,  but  by  the  found !  one 
that  can  fcarce  read,  nay,  not  his  own  hand  !  Well,  re- 
member your  promife. 

Capt.  Leave  it  to  me,  he  is  yours ;  and  if  our  plot 
take,  you  fhall  all  have  your  mares  in  the  mirth  ;  but 
not  the  profit  of  the  play;  and  the  parfon,  more  than 
his  tythe,  a  fecond  day. 

Love.  We  will  difcourfe  of  this  fome  other  time  \  and 
pray  difpatch  what  'tis  you  have  to  fay  to  this  noble 
company,  that  I  may  be  gone  ;  for  thofe  gentlemen  wjII 
be  in  fuch  fury,  if  I  flay ;  and  think,  becaufe  we  are 
alone,  God  knows  what. 

Capt.  'Tis  no  matter  what  they  think,  'tis  not  them 
we  are  to  fludy  now ;  but  thefe  guefts,  to  whom  pray 
addrefs  yourfeif  civilly,  and  beg  that  they  would  pleafe 
to  become  fathers,  and  give  thofe  brides  within.— -What 
fay  you,  gentlemen,  will  you  lend  your  hands  to  join 
them )  the  match,  you  fee,  is  made ;  if  you  refufe,  Stephen 
raiffes  the  wench,  and  then  you  cannot  juffly  blame  the 
poet.  For  you  know,  they  fay,  that  alone  is  enough  to 
fpoil  the  play. 


%lhe  End  of  the  Ninth  Volume. 
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